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Previously, Peeta was sent to District Two. Effie came out of her 
stupor, and the women of District Thirteen have been keeping the 
home fires burning bright. 


Yes, it has been a long time since I updated, and if you follow me 
on tumbir you know why, but just in case you don't... That horrid 
flu | had never went away and turned into pneumonia. Between 


the holidays, packing and moving and being put in the hospital, 
the story had to wait. Though | am home now, | am still having a 
serious battle with this illness and find myself spending a lot of 
time trying to rest so | won't have to be checked back into the 
hospital. Sorry, but my health must come first. 


Thank you all for waiting so patiently. Thanks to S and A for their 
hard work and I'm sorry if | missed some stuff in this chapter, but 
I will admit, my brain is foggy, and I'm having a difficult time 
crossing my t's and dotting my i's. 


What do you all say we take a journey into... 
Mockingjay: Broken Wings 


Times like these were the worst. Katniss lay on the hard mattress in 
the quarters that had been provided for her and Peeta in District 
Thirteen, a barrage of emotions...memories swarmed over her as she 
stared at the shadows playing on the ceiling. Her hand roamed over 
her swollen abdomen and something in the back of her mind wished 
she could brave the Mockingjay uniform and go to District Two. Not 
joining Peeta and Gale in the fight against the Capitol was weighing 
heavily on Katniss' heart. "Fighting side by side is our specialty, isn't 
it?" Once again she had taken up having silent conversations with 
Peeta during his absence. "I couldn't stop thinking about our first 
Games after | got off the phone with you tonight." The same feeling of 
hearing her sister's name being called on Reaping Day, which started 
when Effie was having a conversation with Prim during dinner, socked 
Katniss in the gut. 


Prim had quietly made a comment about the journals they had found 
hidden amongst the medical records from a Dr. Marc Lucius, and Effie 
had said, "You are a very bright young lady, Primrose Everdeen." 


Hearing Prim's name in Effie's affected Capitol accent flashed Katniss 
back to that day in Town Square. Seeing Gale and Peeta waiting 
amongst the cluster of boys in their age groups for Effie to call out a 
name. After that Katniss snapped at Effie during dinner several times 
over. She wanted to blame Effie for all of this. She had thought, 'None 
of this would have happened if you had just picked two other names 
out of those damn reaping bowls.' And before Katniss retired for the 
night she actually yelled that very thing in Effie's face. "You could have 
just moved your fingers! Picked another piece of paper! Better yet, not 
picked one at all!" 


"| know," Effie's forlorn tone and expression didn't faze Katniss one bit. 
"I regret my actions every single day of my life." 


"Well your regrets don't do me a damn bit of good! My best friend and 
my husband are fighting for their lives right now because of you!" 
Katniss had been furious when she took her vexations out on Effie, yet 
the Capitol escort stood proud and accepted her responsibility without 
question, without argument, further pissing Katniss off. She continued 
to yell at Effie in the woman's hospital room, since she hadn't yet been 
released. "If you hadn't picked Peeta's name, | wouldn't be standing 
here in this Godforsaken district married and pregnant! Do you know 
what you've done to me!?" She stormed out of Effie's room when she 
heard her own violent outburst and went straight to her quarters which 
were adjacent to her father in laws and her mother's. She had 
expected someone to come to her and lecture her on the things she 
had said to Effie, everyone had been in Effie's room discussing the 
fact that the rebels were about to attack the Nut. No one knew any 
specifics, but Katniss was terrified just the same. She hadn't felt this 
type of fear since she was sitting in a luxurious room in District 
Twelve's Justice Building. The unknown horrors of the Games were 
waiting for her, but she combated those thoughts back then by telling 
herself she could hunt, and killing the other tributes would be a lot like 


hunting for game. 'Take out your prey before they take you out,’ she 
had thought to herself over and over again while sitting on the Tribute 
Train. The entire time she had planned on ending her relationship with 
Peeta. It was for the best, but then he came to her room and the 
thought of losing him was too much for her heart to stand. 


Katniss sucked in a breath and ran her hand over her stomach. "Good 
God, what did | say?" She buried her shame covered face between 
the mattress and the pillow Peeta would have been sleeping on. 'If he 
had ever come here.' It was the reason she was sleeping in that room 
now. She could no longer be somewhere...anywhere Peeta had been 
without seeing him...smelling him...feeling him...and it always hurt. 


The little bubbles were exploding inside of her abdomen, a sign that 
the baby was moving, and once again Katniss felt plagued with the 
guilt of wishing she had never gotten married and pregnant. It wasn't 
that she wasn't happy with Peeta and their child, but their future 
seemed to be doomed, and Katniss feared what lay ahead for her 
family. "It was only Prim | had been worried about back then," she 
spoke to Peeta without sound. "Prim was the only person | thought | 
had to protect until you came into my life." 


She had spent her entire day fretting over Peeta silently to herself, 
petrified that his mother had done something horrible to him when she 
saw what the witch did through the bakery window that morning after 
bringing his father squirrels. Would the injury be visible like the black 
eye he had when they were eleven, or would it be hidden underneath 
his clothing? When she went up to the oak tree for lunch she was 
relieved to see him waiting there for her. He hadn't been in any 
classes that morning. 


She had tried to convince herself his absence was the reason why she 
was worried, not that his well-being had become of importance to her 


now. Only hours earlier she was persuading herself that she needed 
to break up with him. ‘Break up. You make it sound like you're a 
couple,' she had thought to herself. 'You are,’ she hated when her 
brain was on high alert and kept her on her toes. When she had gone 
into the woods after seeing Peeta's mother hit him with a baking pan, 
she had cried her heart out. She went to school that morning, her eyes 
puffy and ringed in red. Prim had asked her several times what had 
been wrong, and Katniss just said, "Nothing." 


Now the object of her morning obsession was standing there, under 
their oak tree, waiting for her. Delly and Madge hadn't been there 
when Katniss arrived. She hadn't asked Madge to go just in case 
Peeta hadn't shown up. As he stood with his hands in his pockets 
looking around, avoiding eye contact with her, Katniss walked right 
into his arms for a hug not realizing that she had just initiated their first 
one. "Hi," the second he grimaced she knew he had been hurt by the 
witch. In that moment she had to make a choice. Either tell him that 
she had been witness to some of what happened or play dumb and let 
him open up on his own. "What's wrong?" Her choice was made 
automatically. 


"Nothing. | just fell...on some stairs." 


That was the moment she discovered that Peeta had been just as 

damaged as she was. The death of her father had left wounds that 
were beyond repair. Katniss had cut herself off from society...from 
emotions...from life. "Stairs?" 


"Yeah," He sat down and took her hand in his, never once making eye 
contact with her. Katniss could tell that he was trying to hide the pain. 
Not the pain of his injury, but the lingering affects being hit by his 
mother had left on him. She had spent years perfecting this art of 
hiding her feelings, so she understood why he lied to her. 


He had been so kind to her, had spent so much time telling her about 
the things he wished for in his life. The things he would do if they had 
lived in a different world, and all of them included allowing Katniss the 
freedom to hunt without worry. It may have been a stupid thing to say 
if he had said it to any other girl, but to Katniss, it was perfect. It took a 
few minutes to convince him to show her the reason for his wince, and 
when she looked at it, seeing a lump and terrible bruise, she pitied 
Peeta. "My God, Peeta. What happened?" Katniss already had a good 
idea about what happened in the bakery when people weren't looking, 
but she wanted to give Peeta a chance to tell her on his own. 


"I told you. | fell down the stairs." Peeta turned away from her saying, 
"It's not that bad." 


Katniss had been looking down the back of his shirt at the bruise, lifted 
his garment back into place and placed a kiss just above the area he 
had been injured. Again she had initiated a first without thinking twice. 
"It looks painful." 


"Yeah...well..." Peeta took her hand and pulled her around to sit next 
to him. "It feels better now that you've kissed it." He smiled. 


"My mother might be able to help with it. She's a healer you know." 
"| know, but don't worry about it, Katniss. I've had worse." 


She wondered if he realized what he had said. Again she saw him as 
a Child with a black eye, a vision that had constantly plagued her since 
starting up a relationship with Peeta. Her parents had never lifted a 
hand to her or Prim, and doing so to a child seemed cruel to Katniss. 
She wanted desperately to let him know she understood even if she 
didn't. "Peeta?" The tone in her voice said she was worried, and 
needed to know more. 


"Katniss please don't ask." As Peeta's head hung down, Katniss felt 
her heart cracking in two. "Can we just enjoy our lunch together?" 


For a second she thought about hounding him, and then she asked 
herself how she'd feel if he did that about her parents, and Katniss let 
it drop. She lifted his chin so his eyes could meet hers. "I brought you 
some goat cheese." The corners of her lips lifted in a shy grin. 


"I brought you some stale bread," his smile matched hers. 


"Stale bread, huh? Bet it still tastes better than that stuff we make at 
home." She laid out their brown bags so they could use them as 
plates. "Oh, and I brought rabbit and basil and tea." She emptied out 
her bag and split their food. 


"/ don't feel right taking this from you," Peeta's expression turned to 
one of guilt. "This is too much food." 


"Gale and I had a good day yesterday, and I did a little hunting before 
breakfast." 


"| know," Peeta sat back against the tree without touching his food. "I 
saw you talking to my dad earlier." 


"You did?" Katniss spread her cheese over some bread and put a 
basil leaf on it. "Why didn't you say hi?" She knew why, but she hoped 
he'd answer her just the same. 


"| was kind of taken by surprise when I saw you. | had just been 
thinking about you, and the next thing | knew I dropped a baking sheet 
full of cloverleaf rolls on the ground." Peeta let his head hang back 
against the bark of the tree. "It was an accident. God I'm so stupid," he 
muttered to himself. 


"You dropped the pan...because you saw me?" When Peeta nodded, 
he confirmed that for the second time in their lives, he had taken a 
beating due to her. "Oh, Peeta." 


"It's my own idiotic fault. | should have held onto the pan. Guess | was 
just happy to see you," he rolled his head towards her, lifted his hand 
to her cheek and brushed his thumb across her cheekbone. "I stayed 
home this morning and made some more." 


"So that's where you were," she exclaimed, glad that the mystery of 
his disappearance had been solved. 


"Yeah," he gave her a timid grin. "Why? Were you looking for me, 
Miss. Everdeen?" 


"Maybe," she moved her face away from his touch because it was 
causing her stomach to flop around. "I thought maybe you were sick 
or something." She noticed he wasn't eating, spread some cheese 
across the bread and put a piece of rabbit on it for him then held it up 
to his mouth for him to take a bite. 


Peeta chomped at the piece of bread and said with his mouth full, 
"Mmmm, and you're feeding me now? | could get used to this, 
Katniss." 


She didn't say it, but she could get used to it too. She enjoyed 
watching him eat the rest of his meal with such gusto, and wished his 
mother could appreciate how spectacular he was. She blew out a little 
sigh when they were through eating and rested her head against his 
shoulder. "I used to hate coming to school," she admitted to him. 


"I've always loved it." He turned his face to hers and they were about 
an inch apart. "Coming to school meant | got to see you." 


Her heart was racing at the feel of his breath on her skin. "Why did 
you wait so long to tell me how you felt?” 


"Why were you so unapproachable?" His hand cradled her cheek and 
hers mirrored his. She wondered if he would kiss her...waited for it 
with bated breath, but he only brushed his lips against her ear and 
whispered in it. "| needed you so badly today." 


Her head fell slightly backward as a tiny burst of air came out from 
between her lips. She needed him too, though she didn't say it, she 
felt it. Peeta's hand began skimming up and down her back, and her 
chest began to tighten. "Peeta," she said his name on a breathy sigh 
and brushed her lips across his earlobe and down part of his jaw. 


Their eyes were closed, their hands were slowly taking liberties they 
never had before, and Katniss was certain she would get her first real 
kiss. It was never something she had thought about. She probably 
could have lived her entire life without entertaining the thought, but in 
that moment, all she wanted to feel was Peeta's lips against hers. 


"Katniss," Peeta said her name against the crook of her neck, and felt 
his hands tracing the shape of her shoulders...collar bone...his fingers 
took hold of the sides of her throat as his thumbs began drawing 
patterns across her jaw and her lips. "I want to kiss you so badly right 
now," he confessed to her, and her heart pitter pattered in delight. 


She had no clue if she was supposed to say the same thing or just let 
him take his time. She was truly enjoying what he was doing to her. 
Katniss swore she felt Peeta's lips crawling at a snail's pace across 
every inch of her face with the exception of her mouth where his 
thumbs were still having their way with her. ‘Kiss me,’ her head was 
screaming. She had been tempted to just pull his lips to hers, but she 
was lost in a dream world. Captured by the sensations Peeta was 
causing deep within her. Again she heard him say her name, and 


when he did the hair on the back of her neck stood on end. Was it 
desire she was feeling? If so, she had never experienced it before and 
felt a strange curiosity as to where it would lead. Her hands ran down 
his chest and rested at his waist as Peeta dragged his lips up and 
down her neck. "Oh God," the words just seem to come out of her. 


"Katniss, | shouldn't be doing this," he said as he rested his parted lips 
against the side of her neck. "Tell me to stop," she could hear him 
gently begging her to put an end to their first foray into physical 
temptation. Ignoring his request seemed like the best thing to do at the 
time. "Please, Katniss," the way Peeta said it she wasn't sure what he 
was begging her for, but at that moment she was willing to say yes to 
whatever he asked. He clutched her to his chest and buried his face in 
the crook of her shoulder. He began to speak in a low and throaty 
tone, "Have you ever felt so alone all you want to do is cry? Just crawl 
under the covers, pull the blankets up over your head, and let the 
emptiness consume you?" 


"Do you feel alone, Peeta?" she pressed her nose and lips up to his 
ear. 


"| did," he lifted his eyes and looked into hers. "All morning long | felt 
like...like | was someplace | didn't belong and then | came here." 


"You were waiting for me." She ran her hand down the side of his 
cheek and held his gaze. "| was so afraid you wouldn't be here." 


"| was afraid you wouldn't show." He twirled the end of her braid 
though his fingers. "Thank you for coming." 


She gave her head a little nod in acknowledgment. "You are not 
alone, Peeta." She pressed her forehead against his. "I'm here." 


"Don't leave me, Katniss," Peeta's eyes filled with tears. 


"I won't," she said to him and came to a conclusion, one that she had 
been avoiding all day. "I can't leave you, Peeta. You're a part of me 
now." 


They clutched each other in a fierce embrace maneuvering their legs 
and bodies in a way that had their legs wrapped around the others, 
and their bodies pressed tightly together. They spent the remainder of 
their lunch avoiding their first real kiss, brushing their lips here and 
there on the other person. A hand. A nose, but never on the cheek 
and never on the lips, and though their mouths had been familiarizing 
themselves with the other person, the only kiss that had been given 
was the one Katniss placed on Peeta's injury. When the school bell 
rang they both stood up and hugged the other so tightly, for neither of 
them wanted to let go. They started apart when Delly's voice 
interrupted them. She hadn't been there that day for lunch, but she 
checked the tree anyway. Katniss noticed Delly blushing when she 
came up on them and saw them in the midst of a passionate embrace. 
It was a bit embarrassing for Katniss as well considering she had 
never thought she'd be sharing one of her first experiences with a 
boy...with another girl. 


"See you later, okay?" Katniss was the first to pull away. 
"Sunday," Peeta said. "Meet me, Sunday morning?" 


"How?" She whispered as though just talking about it would get them 
caught. "What if someone sees us?" 


"There's a group of cottages, they're all worn down. No one lives there 
anymore. Meet me there?" 


"Cottages?" Katniss thought for a second and asked, "You mean 
those run down shacks by the fence?" 


Peeta grinned softly and said, "They used to be cottages." Katniss 
was slightly amazed that he could see a cottage where she saw an old 
dilapidated shack. 


They had gone back and forth with one another, Peeta wanting her to 
meet him, and Katniss wanting to keep him safe and not risk it. "The 
middle one?" Peeta asked so desperately, Katniss couldn't turn him 
down. "I've got to make a delivery and I rarely make them, so please, 
Katniss? Please say yes?" 


"Yes," she whispered. "What time?" 


"My delivery is scheduled for six, so just after. I'll race right to you," he 
captured her face in his hand. 


"Yes," she whispered again. "Please hurry," her eyes closed. Leaving 
him for class made her feel like she was having a bandage ripped 
from a wound. "Sunday," she said it to make their parting easier for 
both of them; they'd only have to wait a day and a half to see each 
other, then she turned and ran for the school building. 


As she stared at the ceiling, avoiding sleep at all cost, Katniss heard 
the light tap at her door. She looked up at the clock wondering who 
would come to her quarters in the wee hours of the morning other than 
Haymitch who was in Two. "Prim," she said in a quiet surprise. "Is 
everything all right? Is it..." 


"No one's heard anything about the fight at the Nut. Effie's gone to the 
command Center to have a word with Coin." Prim walked past Katniss 
into the room and took a seat. "I hope you're proud of yourself." 


Katniss closed the door to her quarters, hung her head and let out a 
breath of air. "| expected mom or pops, not you." 


"So you knew you acted like a total jerk to Effie?" Prim's 
condescending tone ate at Katniss. 


"Yes," she snapped her head towards Prim. "And | don't need some 
child to come in here and lecture me." 


"Some child?" Prim's brows rose. 


"You know what | mean," Katniss sat on the edge of her bed in a huff. 
"I'm tired Prim, you should go." 'Cranky is more like it,’ she thought to 
herself. 


"Fine. I'll leave," Prim walked towards the door then paused. "Don't 
you think it's strange that the two people Effie called on Reaping Day 
could forgive her, and you can't seem to stop throwing it in her face?" 
She slammed the door behind her causing a pang of guilt to smack 
Katniss in the conscience. 


"Miss. Trinket," Coin eyed up Effie's new attire. "| see you've made 
some alterations to your designated uniforms." 


"Yes," Effie prepared herself for an argument. "It is my responsibility to 
keep up a proper appearance while fulfilling my position and now that 
there are so many victors in need of my service, | felt | should get 
back to work immediately. | realize my duties will be altered, but the 


needs of Katniss and Peeta...all of the former victors, must be met, 
and | am the only one qualified to do such a thing." 


"It's my understanding that you're still under medical care." 


"| have been released, and will require some quarters located next to 
my victors," Effie wanted to stay as close to Katniss and Peeta as 
possible. After Katniss' outburst, she knew the girl needed her now 
more than ever. "If you do not have any available, | suggest we find 
someplace where we can all reside on the same floor." Haymitch had 
a room about five doors down from Katniss and Peeta, and close to 
the staircase Katniss often used to make her escape from the guards. 
Effie had almost suggested using his, but that wouldn't have been 
proper etiquette. 


"I'll have someone look into it," Coin glared at Effie. "Miss. Trinket, is 
there another reason you're here? Or have you decided to come into 
my Command Center merely to flaunt your lack of respect for our 
uniforms, make assumptions as to your role here in Thirteen and 
demand specific living quarters?" 


"As a matter of fact there is another reason," Effie looked at the 
soldiers trying to avoid their conversation and decided if she was 
going to make an impression on the people of Thirteen she may as 
well start now. "It has come to my attention that you have crossed an 
exceptional amount of boundaries with Katniss and Peeta," Effie 
accentuated it with a vicious look, "and | am here to inform you that as 
their escort, any other requests to use them to benefit the war effort 
must first go through me." 


"Escort? Miss. Trinket, District Thirteen has no need for escorts," 
Coin's stone face morphed into one of complete shock. "That is a 
position the Capitol created for the Games." 


"On the contrary, the position of escort was created for newly 
appointed members of government. A person to show them the ropes, 
so to speak. It wasn't long afterward that escorts were provided to 
each district for the Games." Effie pursed her lips. "You may look upon 
the position of escort as unimportant, but | assure you, keeping track 
of Katniss and Peeta, making sure they are doing their jobs to the best 
of their ability, is not something | take lightly and | would appreciate it if 
you would treat my career with some modicum of respect." 


"You're demanding respect from me?" Coin glared. "Give me one 
reason why | shouldn't arrest you for your behavior?" Coin's voice 
reeked of hatred. 


"| can give you several,” Effie said in a sing song voice. "For starters, 
my boy...Peeta," she gave Coin her trademark smile knowing it was 
infuriating the woman. "He told me about your private meeting," Effie 
gave Coin a conniving arch of her brow, "...he relayed all of his 
intentions to me, and | do believe his last...let's call it a request, shall 
we?" She flitted her hand in the air. "His last request before leaving 
you in this room about putting his wife and child in danger was ignored 
on your part." Effie took a seat, crossed her legs and folded her hands 
on the table. "I have an enormous amount of influence with Peeta, 
well you must know this. The darling boy refers to me as his mother," 
Effie gave Coin a grin and batted her lashes. 


"Get to your point, Miss. Trinket," Coin snapped. 


"My point is quite simple, | am their escort and their engagements go 
through me, Ms. Coin," Effie stated. 


"It is President Coin," the woman barked. 


"President?" Effie asked innocently. "I was of the understanding that 
this was being run in the same manner as the history books dictated." 


Her fingers went to her chest. "Was there an election | was unaware 
of? What was the name of the candidate who ran against you?" The 
expression that crossed Coin's face pleased Effie to no end. "Did it 
occur while | was at the Capitol undercover as Snow's assistant? 
Killing the traitor in the rebellion?" 


"| was given the position by the people of this district," Coin leered. 
"You will address me as President Coin or Ma'am." 


"In that case, | was given a position in the Capitol as an assistant to 
the president; shall | assume my role here is the same? Will | be at 
your right hand?" 


"Absolutely not!" Coin finally let her voice rise. 


"Pres..." Effie gave her head a shake and a little lift of her eyes, 
"...ma'am, who is in charge of the districts that have been won by the 
rebels?" 


"Lam." 


Effie could sense the eyes on her from the soldiers in the room. "Have 
they given you the honor of being their leader, or have you simply 
assumed the role?" 


Coin's entire face began to flush, "Miss. Trinket, | am leading these 
people in a war. Obviously | am their president." 


"That's not how the history books, which we are supposed to be 
following, have it designed. Well, the Capitol's history books 
perhaps..." she tapped her finger against the side of her lip. "Did | 
mention my father was a historian? It's where | learned about our 
nation's past. He spent many hours of his life pouring over 


documentation, literature, music...why that's the reason he was 
chosen to work for the Capitol." 


"Then he must be responsible for the false teachings in the districts," 
Coin said accusingly. 


"My father interpreted historic documents. He did not write school 
books nor did he influence the Education board on what to teach in 
the classrooms." Effie defended her late father. "He told me about this 
country's past, present and possible future." 


"Effie," her father had played a music chip full of songs from hundreds 
of years earlier while they poured over books with other languages in 
it. Effie had found several of them unique and asked her father if there 
was a way she could learn one. He taught her five. French and Italian 
were her favorites. Her father began teaching her about the Capitol's 
government, drilling into Effie how important supporting the President 
of Panem was to her future, but he also taught her secrets about their 
nation's past. "You must promise never to speak of this outside of our 
home, my darling girl." Her father gave her chin a little nudge with his 
knuckle. "There are some things we absolutely must keep to 
ourselves." 


"It will be our little secret, father," Effie loved having something so 
precious to share with her dad. 


"Tis a shame really," Her father patted her hand and said, "but most 
people would look upon these history books as treasonous." 


"Are they, father?" Effie asked. 


"I suppose having them could be considered an act of treason, but I 
have been asked to read them...to make sense of them. Which 
means, my having the books is not an act against our government." 


"But my looking at them is?" Effie was a little confused. 
"Yes," her father stated. "You are not a historian." 
"Then why have you taught me so much, father?" 


"Because one day people like me will be...history," he grinned at Effie, 
“pardon the pun." 


Effie smiled at her father's little joke and said, "Do you think I'll make a 
good historian one day, father?" 


"My precious child, you are much too beautiful to worry about working 
in a field that requires intellect. As long as you take pride in your 
appearance, dress to the nines, and keep your knowledge to yourself, 
you will never have to strain that pretty little brain of yours," he said to 
her with pride in his voice. "You must remember never to speak one of 
our secret languages outside of our home though, dear. We wouldn't 
want our fellow citizens to think ill of you." 


"Not to mention it would be impolite on my part to show my superior 
intelligence," she gave her dad a little giggle. "Croyez-moi, père." 


"Mon enfant chérie, tu me fais la fierté." 


"And l'm proud to be your daughter." She gave her father a kiss on the 
cheek. 


"One day, perhaps you will have a child of your own to share our 
knowledge of French with." Her father said with a hint of hope in his 
tone. 


"If | share it, would it still be a secret father?" Effie teased him. 


He let out a little chuckle. "There you go using your brain again 
darling." Her father gave her a winning smile. "| would have never 
taught you to speak in different tongues, but | hate to think such 
beauty would be lost." He sighed and gave her hand a pat. "One day 
you will leave a mark on this world. You will achieve great things in 
your life and make an impact on people in a way you could never 
imagine. Until that day, we must keep certain things to ourselves." 


"Like the recordings that taught us how to speak in German and 
French?" 


"Yes my dear child," her father's expression changed to one of 
concern. "Maybe I should never have broadened your horizons, Effie. 
| would hate to think my love of knowledge could quite possibly cause 
you harm one day." 


"You worry too much father. It will make you old before your time." 


"Yes," he chuckled, "| suppose it will. Perhaps | should ask Caesar 
who keeps him looking so young in case | am in need of a little work?" 
He teased. 


"You look smashing, darling," Effie's mother entered her father's office. 
"Effie, it's time for you to head to your lessons with Mrs. Parish." 


"Yes, mother." Effie gave her mom a quick hug and made to leave. 


As she stepped out of the room she overheard her father speak. 
"Quintina, have you had any luck with the attendants?" 


"No my darling," her mother sounded concerned. "If they did take your 
memorabilia, they know better than to admit it." 


"I do not understand how an entire shipment of historical documents, 
art... How does it simply go missing?" Her father asked. 


"Petru darling, Effie is correct. You worry too much. I'm sure once you 
explain that your offices were pilfered the Capitol will immediately 
place a security detail on the job and locate the items." Effie knew it 
was in poor manners to eavesdrop on her parent's conversation, but 
she was a little concerned after hearing that her father's offices had 
been burglarized. 


"Yes," her dad said, "we have never given President Snow a reason to 
doubt our loyalty. He is a superior leader, and | have the utmost faith 
in whatever steps he chooses to take to locate the missing artifacts." 


"Dear," her mother paused, "I've been thinking it may be for the best 
that you keep her private studies to a minimum. Share your love of 
languages, but maybe not the government's former structure. 
Besides," her mother paused and Effie could hear a smile in her tone, 
"we all know it's Effie's looks that will take her far, not her brains." Effie 
Stole a peek at her reflection in the wall mirror, tugged on the hemline 
of her neon green blouse and fluffed up the large bow at her collar. 
She turned her cheek to the left...to the right, applied a touch of neon 
pink lipstick to her bottom lip and took pride in her stunning 
appearance. Her parents were absolutely correct. Effie was certain 
that her features would get her exceptionally far in her life. It would be 
a couple of years before she could apply for a position in the Capitol, 
but when she did, she was certain she'd get an outstanding job. She 
would do everything her parents had asked of her and make them 
proud. A month later Effie stood by her parents grave mourning their 
deaths. She was old enough to live on her own, and quite wealthy 
considering her parents had left everything they owned to her. She 
never had to work a day in her life. It was her choice to apply for a 


position with the Games only two years later, and her father's old 
friend Plutarch had helped to get her in. 


Since meeting Katniss and Peeta, Effie hadn't allowed herself to think 
of her parents or their untimely death for fear that they'd find her 
actions against the Capitol a disappointment. She thought of the 
history books she had seen, as well as the artifacts Katniss had 
shown her in the warehouse and knew where they had come from. 
"Ma'am," Effie didn't have it in her to call the woman president. "I 
wonder how you learned about the way the former government 
worked." 


"Plutarch provided us with some very informational documentation." 


"Plutarch Heavensbee..." Effie lips pursed. "Are you aware that 
Plutarch and | have known one another for years? He was a close 
friend of my father's. One must ask themselves, how Plutarch could 
have gotten his hands on such documentations without the aid of a 
historian." 


A flash of recognition went through Coin's eyes. "That's something you 
should take up with Plutarch." 


"Oh, | plan to," Effie said in a matter of fact tone. "As far as the issues 

| have brought up with you. | feel we must come to an agreement now. 
| will be an escort for the remaining victors until | feel they no longer 
need me. | am sure you are tired of caving into their every whim, and 
being an escort, | have become accustomed to it." Actually, Effie never 
really had to cave to anyone's whim. Her victors never demanded 
anything ridiculous from her. An occasional perk like art supplies and 
china, but never anything unreasonable. Most of the items Effie sent 
them were things she thought they might need or appreciate. 


"As a matter of fact, | am," Coin agreed. "Do you feel you will be able 
to control their unreasonable requests?" 


"| can keep them in line. You must understand they are unique 
individuals that have suffered a great deal. Laden with guilt for all they 
have done to keep themselves alive. A few paltry signs of good faith 
will help them to keep their minds off of their previous acts. Art 
supplies for Peeta are limited, but we can always figure out 
something. Perhaps allow him to decorate a cake for special 
occasions? Such as a wedding,” Effie thought of Annie's upcoming 
nuptials. "I imagine we could accomplish quite a bit with this wedding." 


Fulvia, who had been listening to the entire conversation from her 
work station at the end of the table spoke up, "It would make a great 
propos. Something for the country to root for after we take over Two." 


"Yes," Effie stood up and began her little pace. "A moral boost for our 
soldiers as they prepare for their final battle in the Capitol. We could 
invite the residents of Thirteen...oh, but there are an awful lot of 
them," Effie began speaking to herself as she often did when she got 
into this mode of thought. "Perhaps we can select a few...a handful 
really. Maybe three or four hundred." 


"Is that your idea of a handful Miss. Trinket?" Coin asked. 


"It is a small percentage of your citizens. | am sure you will find this 
beneficial in the end." Effie walked to Fulvia. "Annie has already tried 
on a few of Katniss' old gowns, so we're fine with wardrobe, and 
Finnick can wear one of Peeta's suits. It'll have to be altered since 
Finnick is a bit taller, but he'll look smashing." 


"More alterations?" Coin gave Effie an arch of her brow. "How much of 
my resources will you be wasting?" 


Effie looked down at her little pencil skirt that Venia had made out of 
her pants and said, "Actually we had material left over when this was 
completed and made a few alterations to Katniss' and Regina's 
uniforms considering the only thing they have to wear is oversized 
gray sacks. | am proud to say we started off with six pieces of clothing 
and now have eight." 


There was no argument Coin could make except, "You should have 
asked my permission first." 


"These are the decisions an escort must make for her victors. 
Someone in your position shouldn't be wasting their time over such 
frivolous things." Effie held Coin's stare. "Don't you think?" 


"If there are any more decisions of higher importance, | will want to be 
informed before you make them." 


"Of course," Effie let her light laugh fill the air. "Why | would never 
send them out to battle when they don't belong there or anything of 
the sort." She went back to her conversation with Fulvia. "Have you 
told Plutarch about the wedding yet?" 


"No," Fulvia answered. "I was planning on it though." 


"No, dear. Those men have more important things to worry about." 
Effie made yet another decision for Coin. "If only there was a way we 
could open up a line of communication with them to find out how the 
fighting is going." 


"There is," Fulvia said. "We use the computers to speak. Beetee has 
found a way to link them up to some antiquated phone lines beneath 
the surface, and the Capitol hasn't been able to detect us since." 


"Why how wonderful," Effie exclaimed. She knew the computers had 
the ability to link communications, but this was better than anything 
she could have imagined. "If you wouldn't mind, ma'am, I'd like to find 
out the status of Peeta and Haymitch," she asked Coin. 


"All | ask is that you don't run back to the others and get them riled 
up," Coin gave Fulvia a nod of permission. 


"Thank you," Effie stared down at the computer screen then looked 
upwards when Fulvia gestured to the large console on the wall. 


"You can see them there. It's a live feed." 


Peeta's image caused Effie's stomach to churn. Seeing him 
surrounded by the fires and smoke of the Nut, his hand plunging 
through his hair, his body rocking back and forth, made her feel like 
she was watching the Games all over again. "He's not well," she said 
softly. 


"He has his medical issues under control," Coin stated. "As you can 
see they have accomplished their mission, and we are now waiting for 
the Nut to fully collapse." 


"Who are those people?" Effie asked when a camera shot in the 
corner showed stragglers making their way out a train tunnel. 


"Survivors," Fulvia said quietly. "They were going to block off the 
tun..." 


"Miss. Cardew, Miss. Trinket does not need to know the specifics of 
our attack." 


"Yes, ma'am," Fulvia answered and shared a look with Effie once the 
president turned her face towards the screen. 


"Is there volume?" Effie asked and was answered with the sound of 
Peeta's voice. 


"No!" Peeta yelled into his communications device. "I'm fine. Just 
leave me alone!" 


"Come on, Peeta," Gale stood above his crouching form. "We should 
get back to base." 


"Just go," Peeta lifted his eyes. "| need a few minutes." 
"Flashback?" Gale asked. 


"No," Peeta shook his head. "There are a ton of soldiers here to watch 
me, Gale. | don't need you hanging over me," he said when Gale 
hadn't moved. "Please go away." 


"| made a promise to Catnip that I'd keep you safe." 


Peeta let out a burst of air and stood toe to toe with Gale, "And | made 
a promise to her that | wouldn't kill you, so I'd suggest you get the hell 
out of my sight," Peeta said in a clipped tone. "Get out of here," his 
low growl had Gale walking away. "God," Peeta turned away from 
Gale and ran a hand through his hair. "What the hell did we do?" He 
fell to his knees and buried his face in his hands. "I'm sorry," there was 
a Catch in his breath. "So sorry." 


"Oh, Peeta," Effie spoke and Peeta lifted his face. 
"Mom?" Peeta looked around. 


"My God, can he hear me?" Effie asked Fulvia. 


"Guess | hit the two way communications when | turned on the 
volume," Fulvia said innocently, her expression on the other hand said 
she knew exactly what she was doing. 


"Mom is that you?" Peeta's voice was shaking. 


"Yes dear. I'm here." Effie answered and asked Fulvia, "Does he know 
| can see him?" 


"No," Peeta smiled a little. "I didn't know that." Then his face turned to 
one of horror. "You didn't see it did you? What we did to the Nut?" 


"We haven't televised that yet, soldier," Coin answered. 
"But you're going to?" he asked. 


"When we've created a propos that won't give away too much 
information in regards to our plans in Two, yes," Coin spoke in her no 
nonsense voice. 


"Great," Peeta let his head drop back. "Mom, does Katniss know? 
Does she know what we did?" 


"All she knows is what the rest of us do. That you're doing your best to 
win this war," Effie said proudly. "Would you like to speak with her, 
dear?" Effie offered, turned to Coin and said, "I'm sure our president 
would have no problems with a request like that considering all you're 
going through out there." 


Peeta was quiet fora moment and Coin was glaring at Effie. "No. | 
mean | want to talk to her, but...1 can't right now. Not after..." he wiped 
a hand under his nose. "How would | explain what | did?" 


"You wouldn't have to explain a thing to Katniss," Effie said 
reassuringly, "she'd simply understand." 


Peeta nodded his head. "Yes. | guess | would like to hear her voice." 
Effie jumped on his request. "I'll send someone for her now." 


"She's got a film crew outside of her bedroom in case we had to do a 
live shot after the battle," Fulvia said. "I'll let them know they should 
bring her here." 


"Thanks," Peeta said when heard Fulvia's suggestion. "Guess I'll head 
back to camp in the meantime. Hey, mom, does Haymitch know you're 
talking to me?" 


"Yeah, | do," Haymitch's voice came over the speaker. "How ya doin' 
Trinkie?" 


"| will admit | have been better. Knowing you're all in danger does not 
sit well with me, but | do understand we all have a job to do and you 
will both be happy to know | am now able to do mine again. You are 
now speaking to the first, and only, escort of District Thirteen." 


Haymitch let out a guffaw. "Nothing keeps you down does it?" 


"Of course not." Effie gave them a smile regardless of whether or not 
she could be seen. 


"You look good, Effie," Haymitch said and surprised her. 


"He can see me?" She smiled even brighter as she asked her 
question to Fulvia. 


"Course | can see ya. You're right here on my computer. When the girl 
gets there we'll let the kids have a chat. It'll be good for the boy." 


"The boy is fine," Peeta added in a breathless tone as he made his 
way down a hill. "Don't get Katniss worried over nothing. In fact, | don't 


want her knowing about this attack. We'll give her the basics. No 
details. | need to tell her that face to face. President Coin, I'm 
assuming you're still listening in and I'm asking you to honor this 
request." 


"| see no reason why your wife will need to be informed of details." 
"Thank you," Peeta said. "Mom?" 


"| don't know the details, but no matter what they are, | have no fear 
that you did what was necessary." Effie was petrified after listening to 
Peeta fret. "Why don't we take this time to update one another on the 
goings on in our different locations?" 


"Well, you know what's happening here," Haymitch said. "What's 
going on out there?" 


"Our leader and | have come to a working understanding of my 
position here for the time being," Effie said proudly hoping Haymitch 
would understand that she still didn't put her trust in the woman. "I am 
sure | can fill you two in on the tedious details upon your return. 
Katniss has quite the little stomach showing, Peeta," Effie grinned. 
"She has yet to feel the baby other than the bubbling sensation, but 
we're all waiting patiently. Personally, | think your little Maysilee is 
waiting for her father's return." 


"Yeah?" Peeta stopped walking and turned to face the lens that was 
filming him with a thoughtful look in his eye. 


"Yeah," Katniss' voice spoke from behind Effie. "Hey." 


Effie saw Katniss' lip begin to tremble and tugged her in front of the 
computer. "They'll be able to see you if you sit here." She knew 


Katniss would put on a brave face once she heard that, and wasn't 
disappointed. 


"Hey," Peeta said on a sigh. "Do me a favor?" 
"Anything," Katniss answered. 


"Let Effie and Haymitch talk to one another while | run back to base. | 
can't see you yet and | don't want to miss a thing." 


"Sure," Katniss grinned. "How long will it take you?" 


"Longer if you keep talking," Peeta began his quick pace, leaving the 
camera crew in his wake. "I'm not waiting on you slow pokes," he 
called out to them then saved his breath for his travels. 


"Hey, Trinkie?" Haymitch asked. "How's Johanna doing?" 


"Better. She's anxious to get out of the hospital. | don't think she likes 
having people helping her. However I've been thinking of a little 
project for her, though | will need to speak with Fulvia in regards to it. 
Oh..." Effie touched her throat, "...1 don't suppose Plutarch is within 
hearing range?" 


"Yes, | am," he answered. 


"Plutarch, | understand you provided the district with various amounts 
of historic memorabilia, and | was wondering where you obtained it." 
Effie knew the answer. He stole it from her father. 


"You finally figured it out, haven't you my dear?" Plutarch asked. "I 
wasn't sure if | should tell you or not." 


"I'm assuming he didn't give it to you." Effie fought the tightness in her 
throat. 


"No, he did not," Plutarch answered. 
"Who gave Plutarch what?" Katniss asked from her spot. 


"My father was in possession of the historical documents Plutarch 
gave to Thirteen," Effie answered. "Thank you for not deceiving me, 
Plutarch." 


"Mom? Does this mean we don't have to keep it a secret anymore?" 
Peeta paused on his journey. 


"No, credo che non abbiamo piu." Effie answered in Italian. 


"Che è bene sapere," Peeta answered back and laughed when he 
heard Katniss' gasp. 


"What the hell was that?" Haymitch asked. 


"French?" Peeta said as a question then corrected himself, "No. 
Italian." 


"Very good, my dear," Effie said and smiled. "I've been teaching Peeta 
since his return from the Games. He picked up Italian and French 
quite rapidly. My two favorite languages." 


"What the hell is Italian and French?" Haymitch asked with an 
exasperated voice. 


"Oh, darling, you'll Know soon enough when we win this war. Everyone 
will know of this world's great history and the languages of those that 
came before us." Effie smiled down at Katniss who was staring up at 
her like she had two heads. "Close your mouth, dear. You're not 
catching flies." Effie gave Katniss' jaw a little tap and pointed to the 
computer screen. "He's almost there." She could see Peeta making 
his way through the cluster of people on the screen. "Plutarch," there 


was one last thing she needed to do. "I'll be needing access to my 
father's possessions. Now that he is no longer with us, | will be the 
best thing you have to a historian on hand." 


"Of course, dear. Fulvia," Plutarch barked. "You'll take Effie down to 
the archive as soon as we're through here." 


"And Katniss," Effie said. "It's important for us to pass on our 
heritage." 


"Of course Katniss can go with you," Plutarch sounded thrilled. "She 
may find it quite interesting." 


"Peeta, | can't wait until your return so | can teach you even more," 
Effie smiled. Her plan worked perfectly. Coin hadn't said a thing, and 
how could she now that she knew about Effie's childhood? Their new 
president was going to have to allow Effie access to the books that 
could bring down Coin's version of democracy. 


"Can't wait," Peeta's face filled the screen along with Haymitch and 
Plutarch. "Hey," He looked at the image of Katniss on the computer 
screen. "I got here as fast as | could." 


"You ran to me...again," she smiled softly and the group of people 
around Peeta slowly departed. "I was thinking about you earlier." 


"| was thinking about you too...your dad was actually on my mind 
quite a bit." Effie turned away from the conversation playing out before 
her. There was no way she could ask Coin to dismiss the staff so her 
kids could have a private conversation, but maybe she could... 


"Fulvia?" Effie whispered to her. "Is there a way Katniss can 
communicate with him without the rest of us listening in?" 


"Headphones," Fulvia took hers off and placed them on Katniss 
without asking, then switched the volume button and the room went 
silent but for the sound of Katniss' voice. 


"Thank you," Effie gave the girl a pat on the shoulder. She lifted her 
eyes to Coin's and said, "How lucky are you to have such a valuable 
escort in your reach?" 


Coin's eyes narrowed in a deadly glare. "I'm almost afraid of what 
you're planning next." 


"Why a wedding of course," Effie smiled brightly and took a proud 
stance. 'Yes,' she thought to herself, 'I do believe our prospective 
president can read the writing on the wall. You should be very afraid of 
me, Ms. Coin.’ 


"Primrose Everdeen," the sound of the instructor's voice had Prim 
snapping to attention. 


"Yes, Miss. Groonum." 


"We're all waiting for an answer, young lady." The teacher's foot was 
tapping up and down, her hands were gripping at the edge of her 
desk, and Prim could tell the woman was about to lose her patience 
completely if she didn't say something. 


Prim looked at the math problem written on the chalkboard, quickly 
figured out the answer and said, "Y= 5 and X= 8," her voice exudied 
confidence, yet inside she was petrified that the teacher had asked 
her something completely unrelated to the algebra problem on the 
chalkboard. 


"Very good, Primrose," Miss. Groonum gave Prim a small nod of 
approval and moved onto the next victim in their classroom having 
them explain how Prim came up with the answer. Fortunately the 
obnoxious buzzer that signaled the end of class saved Rory 
Hawthorne's skin. 


"Gosh, Prim," Rory caught up with her after class. "| could've sworn 
you had no clue why Gruesome Groonum called on you today." 


"| didn't," she admitted behind a light laugh. "I just guessed she was 
asking about that problem." 


"Where are you off to now?" Rory asked her, slowing down his pace in 
order to keep time with her. 


"Dr. Valero's lab," Prim said with a huge smile. "| get to spend the rest 
of my afternoon there, plus my mom is working a shift tonight which 
means | can work with her if | want, or | can hang out with Bing or 
Katniss or Effie..." Things weren't so bad in District Thirteen. "What 
about you, Rory?" 


"They're starting some sort of new history class today and because 
Gale's one of their best soldiers, | got chosen to attend it," Rory said 
proudly, and Prim wondered what the class was about. 


"New history? That's kind of an oxymoron isn't it? Like jumbo shrimp." 


Rory gave her a shrug. "Don't know what an oxymoron is, so..." He 
made a little grunting noise. "Well, gotta go or I'm gonna be late." 


"Hey, Rory," Prim called to him. "Do me a favor and pay attention in 
class. I'm kind of curious about this new history." But right now the 
hospital was waiting for her, and so was the mystery surrounding P 
Zero X. Between Prim and Regina they had been able to unearth a 
decent amount of information regarding the scientist that had created 
it. A single man that had spent his life dedicated to science and 
technology. He stumbled upon a chemical compound while trying to 
create a serum to help maintain a person's youthful glow that had 
peaked the president's curiosity. From his work he began running tests 
on lab animals but the results never turned out the way he had 
planned. By the man's fourth attempt at creating a weapon from the 
chemicals the president had deemed his studies a waste of time and 
resources. Today Prim and Regina were going to listen to some of the 
journal entries they had discovered, and Prim couldn't wait. "Good 
afternoon, Dr. Valero," Prim said in her sing song voice. "Anything new 
and exciting happen today?" 


"Well," the physician turned and gave Prim a very serious expression, 
"Johanna Mason has declared herself fit and no longer needs medical 
services." 


Prim let out a squeak of a laugh. "I said new. Johanna says she fine 
every day and throws a fit so she can get more morphling. How's 
weaning her going?" 


"As good as can be expected." Regina sighed. "The poor girl has gone 
through so much, but we cannot allow her to throw her life away on 
drugs." 


"So where is she now?" Prim set her school books on a shelf in the 
closet and put on her white jacket. 


"Effie stopped by and took her on a walk." Regina faced Prim. "How 
about you? Anything new and exciting happening in classes today?" 


"Not really except...Rory Hawthorne got asked to go into some sort of 
‘new history' class because his brother is such an exceptional soldier," 
Prim rolled her eyes. "I didn't have the heart to tell him while he was 
studying history, my brother and sister are making it," she giggled and 
Regina joined in. 


"What does Gale's position as a soldier in the rebel's army have to do 
with history classes?" 


"Got me," Prim gave her shoulder a shrug. "I told him to pay attention 
and tell me what happened in class. So," Prim glanced around the 
room making sure no one was there, "are we going to listen to those 
journals today?" 


Dr. Valero gave her head a little nod. "Thought we might give them a 
listen before sharing with the rest of the women. What do you think?" 


"Good idea. Knowing Katniss she's going to want answers right away, 
and if we don't have some for her..." 


"That's exactly what | was thinking." Dr. Valero headed for the door. 
"Let's give your mom a quick visit, then we'll head on out." 


"Sounds good." Prim was thrilled with the idea of an adventure. Today 
they'd be sitting in the dusty room that held the records of the dead. 
Since coming across that room she and Dr. Valero had found a lot of 
information that Effie said was, ‘hidden in plain sight.’ Prim had first 
thought it odd when they came across medical reports on microchips. 
Regina assured her that it was common for a physician to dictate a 
patient's status onto a chip. It provided the doctor with more time to 
take care of their patients, but normally a nurse would transcribe them 


into a file which wasn't the case in this instance. They had found the 
first five recordings placed sporadically throughout various files, and 
then Regina came up with the idea to have the computer do a search 
of all the medical records and look for specific keywords the physician 
had used in his recordings. Within days they had compiled hundreds 
of journal entries. 


This day was getting better and better as far as Prim was concerned. 
Her mother gave her permission to work with her until midnight, she 
hadn't gotten busted for daydreaming in Gruesome Groonum's class 
and she and Regina were just about to listen to the first of the journal 
recordings now that the computer had organized them by date. 


"This is Dr. Marc Lucius. | have been in District Thirteen for just over a 
week now, and find the residents here to be quite friendly, but also 
very suspicious of me. One young father asked me how | escaped 
from underneath Snow's power. | do not believe they know how | 
came to their district or why. None of them are aware of their 
president's hand in my leaving the Capitol. | have kept this bit of 
information under wraps, a sort of unspoken agreement between 
myself and President Coin. Normally | would put up a fight, however 
she has provided me with something my home city has taken away. 
The ability to continue my research and create a biological weapon 
that will take as few lives as possible." 


Regina paused the recording and said, "Prim, | know this doctor. He's 
from the Capitol." She gave it some thought and said, "It was years 
ago, but | remember him looking for a group of up and coming 
physicians to help him in his research." 


"Were you one of them?" Prim was literally sitting on the edge of her 
seat. 


"No," Regina answered. "| was asked to apply because | was at the 
top of my class, but Justus was just finishing up the hideouts in the 
Capitol, and trying to build up a base of rebels out there. If | had 
applied for a position with Dr. Lucius | would have had to have a 
background check, and l'm certain they would have bugged our 
home." 


"Do you remember what he was working on?" 


"It was supposed to be an anti-aging serum. One shot and it slowed 
down your aging process by years." Regina remembered when she 
was approached about the program. "I recall thinking there was 
something exceptionally flawed with the physician's ideas." 


The doctor started playing the recordings again and they listened as 
Dr. Marc Lucius slowly broke down what it was that had happened to 
him. "Six weeks in, and | am still being treated like a guest by most of 
the residents. | often wonder at times if they are aware that | ama 
hostage. Does it really matter? At least | am able to continue my work 
here unlike the Capitol where | was told my theories on biological 
warfare were antiquated and outdated...a waste of money." There was 
a long pause before the doctor went on. "Tomorrow we will begin 
creating the virus and placing the Petri dishes under quarantine. 
Perhaps | shall make a request during the cultivation period to go 
outside. | do so miss walking through the parks and watching the birds 
fly about. That sense of freedom is one none of us human beings will 
ever be blessed with." 


"Dr. Marc Lucius. | have now been in District Thirteen for three months 
and find this place to be more than interesting. | no longer consider 
myself a hostage of President Coin's, but rather a colleague. We have 
had many conversations pertaining to her child's curiosity, and her 
husband's willingness to indulge the girl. | have told her on numerous 


occasions that | too would encourage the child's whimsy. Why, how 
else would one expand their ways of thinking and grow if not for wild 
imaginations. As far as my work goes, everything is right on track. In 
less than a week we shall perform our first test by injecting some mice 
with the pox." There was a quiet humming sound in the background. "I 
wonder at times how President Coin found out about my work. Very 
few people were aware of the actual study, and they were under the 
impression that | was in search of the fountain of youth. She has told 
me about a young rebel at the Capitol who calls himself Justus Rules, 
and has built up a group of people under Snow's regime that are 
willing to fight for the Districts freedom. | do not know him, but 
President Coin has mentioned his physician wife, and | do recall 
hearing about her while starting my research. After speaking with 
President Coin in regards to this young man, she has sparked a 
question within me, is it possible the person that informed her about 
my work may also be affiliated with this fellow? | think | shall wait a 
little while before asking our president how she received her 
information. Perhaps it was his wife Dr. Valero? Though my research 
was private, there are those in the medical profession that cannot hold 
their tongue and may have spoken with her in regards to it. We shall 
see. We shall see." 


"Wow," Prim gave Regina a surprised look. "Did you ever think you'd 
be listening to someone talk about you and Justus on these?" 


"Not at all," it had come as quite a surprise to hear their names in the 
scientist's recordings. "Perhaps | shouldn't be shocked at all 
considering how relevant Justus was to the rebellion." 


"Still," Prim said with eagerness in her eyes, "I think it's sort of cool to 
hear." 


"Dr. Marc Lucius. This is week seventeen in my new home, and one of 
the most glorious days. | have been given permission to work with a 
group of horticulturists in developing a large scale room with plant and 
animal life. In short, | will be creating an outdoor park underground. 
The trees have been in place for many years, but the group here 
never saw the need to expand on the areas surrounding them. What a 
thrilling task | have at hand." 


"Dr. Marc Lucius. Week twenty-one. With the failure of our most recent 
test the mood amongst my staff has been morose at best... " 


They listened for hours until one recording brought understanding as 
to why the doctor hid his journal entries. "During my time here in 
Thirteen it has come to my attention that President Coin's affiliate 
within the Capitol may not have been to benefit the rebel's side after 
all. | am taking precautions with my work and hiding many of my 
personal journal entries in the hopes that she does not discover them, 
or learn that | have this new knowledge. | shall still keep up 
appearances and remain a dedicated colleague of hers. You know the 
saying; keep your friends close and your enemies closer. Though | will 
admit, after spending so much time with President Coin, | am finding it 
difficult to think of her in such bad light." 


"Dr. Marc Lucius." There was a long pause followed up by a sigh. 
"Something quite disturbing has happened. | believe President Coin 
has a working relationship with President Snow. That she has been 
striking bargains with him for years. Both sides have nuclear weapons, 
yet they are well aware of how precious the remaining lives we have 
here on earth are and have both agreed to refrain from use..." 


"Dr. Marc Lucius. Yesterday | was thrilled about our progress with P 
Zero X, and made my way down to President Coin's private office in 
order to fill her in. It was then that | heard the familiar Capitol voice | 


had been listening to for years. She was in a private conversation with 
President Snow. Arranging a trade of sorts. There are still areas here 
in Thirteen that are capable of being mined. President Snow is in need 
of graphite, and District Two has been coming up short. He has 
arranged for a group to come in and mine in one of the deserted 
shafts. During that time he will allow a designated official from District 
Thirteen to travel to District Three and acquire much needed 
technology. Once they struck a deal with one another | overheard 
President Snow ask her how her new scientist was fairing, and she 
answered, much better than your first Capitol born rebel." 


"Oh my God!" Regina called out. "She turned in Justus!" 


Katniss ran as fast as she could for the Command Center. One of her 
cameramen had to tell her to put on a robe and some slippers. The 
robe was thrown on inside out and she was stepping on the heels of 
her slippers in lieu of pulling them onto her feet. "You're sure he has 
more than five minutes?" She didn't believe it when the new 
cameraman told her that. 


"Positive. They're using the communication device Coin has been 
using to keep in touch with the rebels in Two." 


"You better be right," Katniss pressed her finger into the chest of their 
cameraman the second the elevator doors closed. "If | miss him 
because you gave me a load of crap..." 


"Katniss, he's not lying to you. Coin doesn't have to limit her time with 
the rebels. How do you think we've been keeping in touch with 
Plutarch?" Messalla commented. 


"Why the hell haven't they been letting me and Peeta talk that way 
instead of this five minute bullshit!?" Katniss was furious about this 
new bit of information. 


"They weren't keen on the idea when we proposed it, on several 
occasions, before. | have no clue what brought on the change," 

Messalla's statement had Katniss wondering the same until she 
entered the Command Center and saw Effie. 


The sound of Peeta's voice saying, "Yeah," when Effie told him 
banana nut was waiting on his return before she kicked brought a 
lump to Katniss' throat. Just the sound of his voice made her want to 
jump through the computer screen. 


"Yeah," Katniss tried to hide the tremor in her voice, but her bottom lip 
started to quiver when she said, "Hey." 


"They'll be able to see you if you stand here." Effie guided her in front 
of the computer and Katniss knew she needed to be brave for Peeta, 
so she took control of her raging hormones, damning them to hell for 
the millionth time, and stood tall. 


"Hey," Peeta said on a sigh. "Do me a favor?" 


"Anything," Katniss answered. 


"Let Effie and Haymitch talk to one another while | run back to base. | 
can't see you yet and | don't want to miss a thing." 


"Sure," Katniss grinned. "How long will it take you?" 


"Longer if you keep talking," Peeta began his quick pace, leaving the 
camera crew in his wake. "I'm not waiting on you slow pokes," he 
called out to them and Katniss smiled. Her first real one all day long. 
She watched him as he made his way through trees, down a steep 
hill...noticed the smoke on occasion wafting through the air, but Peeta 
never put on his mask to help him breathe so she was sure whatever 
fire there was had to be far enough away for him not to worry about it. 


Katniss had ignored the conversation Effie was having until she heard 
her say, "I'm assuming he didn't give it to you." 


"No, he did not," Plutarch answered. 
"Who gave Plutarch what?" Katniss asked. 


"My father was in possession of the historical documents Plutarch 
gave to Thirteen," Effie answered. "Thank you for not deceiving me, 
Plutarch." 


"Mom? Does this mean we don't have to keep it a secret anymore?" 
Peeta stopped briefly, and Katniss wondered what they were keeping 
a secret. 


"No, credo che non abbiamo piu." Effie answered in some sort of code 
no one would be able to understand. 


‘Probably some secret Capitol language,' Katniss thought to herself, 
but when Peeta said something back to her in the same garb, she 
gasped for air, not even noticing Peeta's chuckling. 


"What the hell was that?" Haymitch asked what Katniss was about to. 


"French? No. Italian," Peeta quickly corrected. Katniss was tempted to 
say something snarky like, you can remember some stupid language 
but not me, then stopped herself because Peeta remembered their 
language too. 


"Very good, my dear," Effie said. "I've been teaching Peeta since his 
return from the Games. He picked up Italian and French quite rapidly. 
My two favorite languages." 


"What the hell is Italian and French?" It was like Haymitch was reading 
Katniss' mind. 


"Oh, darling, you'll Know soon enough when we win this war. Everyone 
will know of this world's great history and the languages of those that 
came before us." Katniss let her head fall backwards while she was in 
her chair to stare up at Effie's smiling face. "Close your mouth, dear. 
You're not catching flies." Effie gave Katniss' jaw a little tap and 
pointed to the computer screen. "He's almost there." 


The second Katniss heard this; she stared at the computer straight on 
in wait. Once again she ignored Effie's conversation. It wasn't her 
business anyway. Then she heard her name and her ears perked up, 
"Of course Katniss can go with you," Plutarch sounded thrilled. "She 
may find it quite interesting." 


"Peeta, | can't wait until your return so | can teach you even more," 
Effie smiled. 


"Can't wait," suddenly Peeta's face was in front of her and thoughts of 
everyone else went to the back of Katniss' head. "Hey, | got here as 
fast as | could." 


"You ran to me...again," a soft smile lifted at the corners of her lips. "I 
was thinking about you earlier." 


"| was thinking about you too...your dad was actually on my mind 
quite a bit." Peeta scratched absently at the back of his head. "What 
do you mean | ran to you again?" 


"What do you mean you thought of my dad?" Katniss countered. 


"You go first," Peeta smiled. "Wait. Before you do anything, | want you 
to stand up for me. Let me see banana nut." 


Katniss grinned and jumped when Fulvia put headphones over her 
ears. "Stand, huh?" 


"Mmm hmm," Peeta couldn't stop grinning. 


"| suppose | could do that," she leaned closer to the computer and 
dragged out the word, "dad." She stood up and gave him a profile 
shot, opening up the robe and clasping the maternity dress Effie had 
given to her earlier to her stomach. "So, what do you think? She's 
getting big, huh?" Katniss looked over her shoulder at Peeta's 
dropped jaw. 


"Holy cow! You popped!" He laughed. 


"You're telling me. | don't fit into normal clothes anymore." Katniss 

stayed that way when she noticed the look in his eyes that said he 
was memorizing her so he could sketch her at a later date. "Let me 
know when I can sit back down." 


"Almost," Peeta's eyes scanned up and down her body. "Wish | could 
get a better angle of you two." 


"What do you need? Longer? Wider?" Katniss asked. "Better not say 
wider," she quickly warned. 


"No, just...a head to toe shot of you. Actually, I'd really like a shot of 
you like my last sketch," Peeta said flirtatiously. 


"You're going to have to wait till you get home for that." Katniss gave 
him a playful smile. "Are you done staring at my gigantic stomach 
yet?" 


"It's not gigantic. It will be, but it's not yet," he chuckled. "Wow, | feel 
like I've missed so damn much." 


"| Know," Katniss' face lost all vestiges of humor. "You've been gone 
two weeks, but it seems like a year." She watched him as his eyes 
continually swept up and down her body with an intensity she hadn't 
seen in a long time. Something inside of her said that he was doing 
more than just sketching a mental picture of her. "You okay?" He 
continued to look at her, but didn't answer. "Peeta?" Again he didn't 
say a word. "Hey!" 


Peeta's head snapped to attention. "Sorry. | was just thinking about 
something." There was no camouflaging the pain and anguish in his 
demeanor. "Sit down if you want." 


Katniss moved her hand towards the computer screen and ran a 
finger down the image of his face as she took her seat. "You want to 
talk about it?" She asked in regards to the troublesome expression on 
his face, and his tense posture. 


Peeta nodded absently, "Yeah, but not until | get back." He briefly 
paused. "This is something | need to explain when we're face to face." 


"You're starting to worry me here, Peeta," she gave him an inquisitive 
look. 


"No. No, don't worry." Peeta gave her a brief explanation. "I'm just 
having a hard time with this stuff...you know, the killing." 


"Bringing up some bad memories?" 


"Actually, it brought up a good one earlier." His mouth lifted slightly, but 
the rest of his face was a complete contradiction. 


"What memory?" She hoped by asking him about it, his spirit might 
perk up. "You weren't remembering all of your old girlfriends, were 
you?" 


Katniss straight face caused Peeta to let out a laugh. "Yes, | can see 
how devastating it is for you too," he said sarcastically. 


"| might be pregnant, but I'm pretty sure | can find it in me to kick your 
ass," her scowl automatically formed. 


"Thank you," Peeta said quietly. "You have no clue how much | miss 
that scowl." 


"That's because you're a sucker for punishment. You actually like my 
bad moods." Katniss gave her head a shake. "Hey...what was that 
french thing before?" 


"Effie taught me how to speak in two different languages,” he 
answered. "She used to send me music chips with songs on them and 
somewhere in the middle of it she'd record a language lesson. | can't 
write or anything like that, but learning to speak them wasn't that 
hard." 


"Why didn't you tell me about them?" 


"| have no idea. She gave me my first chip the night she went back to 
the Capitol after the Games." Peeta scratched at his jaw. "You'd think | 
would have told you right away." 


Katniss remembered that time period in their lives and said, "After our 
first Games we were apart for several months, remember?" Katniss 
could see him digging through his brain for this bit of information 


"Oh," he gave her a befuddled look. "You told me this already, didn't 
you?" 


"| may have mentioned it," she had done more than mention it. Katniss 
had explained in great detail why they had been apart, but when she 
told him he had just had a flashback and asked her a million questions 
as to why they had to sneak around the woods, and was she sure it 
was him and not Gale that went to the woods for picnics with her. 


"Guess | forgot." 


"We were both pretty miserable, so maybe it's best that you forgot," 
Katniss said seriously. "It was one of the worst time periods in my life." 


"Was it my fault?" He asked sheepishly. 


"No," she shook her head. "Peeta, consider yourself lucky you can't 
recall what happened between us back then." 


"| can't do that, Katniss." His tone was a little hard. "| want to 
remember it all. Good times and bad." 


"Then I'll tell you about it again when you get home, but don't get mad 
at me when | call you names for being such an ass back then," she 
gave him fair warning. 


"| promise | won't get mad." Peeta let out a tiny laugh. "So, you want 
to hear something | do remember?" 


"Yes, | would," she answered. 


He gave her a strange look then asked, "Do you know a song," he 
scratched at his chin, "not sure what the name is, but there's a line in it 
that goes, are you coming to the tree where | told you to run, so we'd 
both be free?" 


"Sure," she hadn't heard that song since her father was alive. "It's 
called the hanging tree." Katniss wondered how Peeta had heard of it. 
"Why do you ask?" 


Peeta gave her a strange look and began explaining a memory about 
Katniss' father coming to the bakery when Peeta was a little boy, and 
how he listened to hear if the birds would fall silent. Katniss paid close 
attention as Peeta told her something she never knew about him and 
a discussion he had with her dad. Listening to the sound of Peeta's 
voice brought Katniss a sense of calm that had been missing the 
entire day. She had been downright cruel to Effie, pitying herself, and 
said some things she truly regretted. By the time Peeta was in the 
middle of his story Katniss came to the conclusion that the person she 
was acting like that day was the same stubborn, hard headed girl she 
had been her entire life, and not the woman she was growing into. 
She told herself that she'd apologize to Effie the moment they had a 
second alone. The woman had done nothing but help Katniss and 
Peeta since she met them. It wasn't her fault Prim and Peeta were 
called during the reaping. Effie was at the mercy of the Capitol just as 
much as Katniss was, yet she risked it all in order to bring her and 
Peeta home from the Games. She was in complete shock by the time 
Peeta finished telling her about the day he heard her father sing the 


Hanging Tree. It caused her to miss her dad like crazy, but Katniss 
was grateful Peeta had shared it with her. 


Katniss wasn't sure how long they had been talking, but she was 
certain they'd have to end their conversation pretty soon. "Any idea 
how much longer you'll be out there?" 


"Don't know," he said. "Ask Coin." 


Katniss made a slight growling noise. "I'll ask when | hang up with 
you." 


"Good. l'm kind of curious about the answer." He let his head fall 
slightly backwards and rolled it from side to side causing his neck to 
sound like popcorn being popped. "I'm spending my nights with a 
small family out here, and the bed I'm using is about as comfortable 
as a bed of nails. Can't complain though. They've been very kind 
considering what can happen if they get caught with me." 


"Peeta?" Katniss had been wondering for a while now, but she always 
forgot to ask. "How's Gale doing? Are you two getting along okay?" 
From the way Peeta's face morphed, Katniss had a feeling there was 
still a lot of tension there. "Forget | asked." 


"He's fine," Peeta said curtly. 


Katniss hated ending their conversation this way considering it had 
been so wonderful only a few minutes ago. "Is Haymitch driving you 
insane?" 


"He always drives me insane," Peeta's answer wasn't as short, but 
there was still an edge to his voice. "How about you? Anything 
happening with you? She really hasn't kicked yet?" 


"I'm fine. I'm having a hard time hunting because my equilibrium is sort 
of off kilter, and no. She has not kicked yet, but | am getting those 
fluttering, bubbly kind of things." Katniss tried to explain it for Peeta. 
"It's like...cremember when we had our victory dinner and they gave us 
that sparkling wine." 


"No, but | remember the sparkling wine," Peeta answered. 


"Remember how the fizz spritzed against your skin when you held the 
glass up to your lips?" 


"Yeah." 


"That's what it feels like when banana nut moves." She tucked a stray 
hair behind her ear. "I Suppose we shou..." 


"| hate to interrupt Katniss," Plutarch entered her line of sight. "I must 
speak with President Coin." 


"Okay," Katniss didn't think she'd be able to say anything else to Peeta 
after the president got on the phone so she quickly got out an, "I love 
you, Peeta." 


"Love you too. Tell nut daddy's thinking about her." 


"You just did." Katniss took off the headset and said, "President Coin, 
Plutarch needs to speak with you." 


Fulvia unplugged the earphones and Plutarch's voice filled the room. 
"Madam President. They're starting to make their way out, and the 
shooting has begun. | know what your order was, but Beetee has run 
some figures he'd like to make you aware of." 


"Go ahead," Coin said. 


"Ma'am," Beetee squeezed into the picture from out of nowhere, 
"Peeta had brought up an excellent point when he commented on how 
there's not enough of us left to populate the nation during his interview 
with Caesar Flickerman. We must try to preserve as many of these 
lives as possible." 


"Will it make that much of a difference?" Coin asked. 


"We won't become extinct over the deaths of the survivors, however, it 
would give us a more solid foundation when building a future," Beetee 
answered. 


Coin paced leisurely around the room with her hands behind her back, 
"Your answer is no." Coin stopped walking and said, "Soldier Mellark." 


Both Katniss and Peeta said, "Yes," in unison. 
"Take your team and finish the rest. Dismissed." 


With that one word Peeta's entire persona changed."Yes, ma'am," 
Peeta said it with a heavy heart. 


Katniss and Effie didn't bother leaving the Command Center after Coin 
dismissed Peeta from the room. They stayed quietly next to Fulvia's 
work station and watched what was being played out on the screen. 
The sky was filled with an unending stream of black smoke that 
spread out into a charcoal colored cloud. The flames that had 
consumed the Nut from the inside out were spreading at a rapid rate 
across the mountain, filling its caverns with a dark dense smoke. What 
few survivors there were left inside, were slowly making their way out 
of the mountain through the train tunnel that had been built to 
transport the graphite District Two had mined. Peacekeepers that had 
once been dressed in a crisp white uniform were now broken and 
beaten. Their clothing had turned to various shades of gray. Gunfire 


rang out, from which side neither Katniss nor Effie knew. "There," 
Katniss pointed at Peeta who was on the television screen. "He's in 
front of the Justice Building. Or what used to be the Justice Building.’ 


Effie gasped when the fighting started. Sparks from the weapons 
being discharged were glowing in the night from both the rebels and 
the Capitol's soldiers. Her hand flew up to her throat as a horrific 
feeling of déja vu swept over her. "It's like I'm watching the Games all 
over again," she said quietly to Katniss. 


"He needs to take shelter," Katniss said of Peeta's walking out in the 
open. 


When Peeta came upon an injured man and he had a gun pointed at 
him, Katniss began to shake uncontrollably. She was certain she 
would be watching her husband be killed right before her eyes. Then 
Peeta did exactly what Coin told him not to do, he showed the world 
why he was the Jabberjay. Katniss and Effie clasped hands when 
Peeta spoke to the people in Two. The feeling of humility swept 
through Katniss as she listened to Peeta's words. She gasped when 
the man lay down his gun and accepted Peeta's hand. The Command 
Center exploded with a cheer, even Coin's tough shell had been 
chipped. When the lone gun fired and Peeta crumpled to the ground, 
Katniss let out a bloodcurdling scream, "PEETA!" She sucked in a 
breath, clasped the side of her stomach and dropped to her knees at 
the sight of her husband being murdered. 


"Do you know a song," Peeta scratched at his chin, "not sure what the 
name is, but there's a line in it that goes, are you coming to the tree 
where | told you to run, so we'd both be free?" 


"Sure," Katniss answered. "It's called the hanging tree. Why do you 
ask?" 


"| remember your dad singing it," Peeta answered then began telling 
her about a memory that came to him right after Gale laid out his plan 
on how to bring down the Nut. "I'm not sure if | was five or six when it 
happened. Six | think." He let his eyes float to the side then back to 
the computer. "Your dad came to the backdoor of the bakery to make 
a trade with pops, but a customer came in and my dad had to go up 
front." Peeta released a gust of air and gave his head a little shake. 
"You're not going to believe me when | tell you this." 


The banging on the backdoor of the bakery had Peeta running 
towards his father and announcing the arrival of Clayton Everdeen. 


"Good to see you, Clay," Peeta's dad gave the man a genuine smile. 
"How many did you get today?" 


"Four, but you don't have to take ‘em all. | can sell some or trade at the 
Hob," Katniss' dad said. 


"Why don't I take a look at the sizes," Peeta's dad rubbed his chin 
between his thumb and index finger. "If they're on the small size, I'll 
probably take three." 


Peeta hid behind a stainless steel counter and watched as Katniss' 
father opened up a big bag he had slung over his shoulder and pulled 


out a long rope with four squirrels on them. "What do you think?" 
Clayton asked Bing. 


"I think I'll take three of them." 
"Go ahead and point out which..." 


"Papa! Someone came in the store," Peeta tugged on the back of his 
father's pants. "Should | go help?" 


His father looked down at him and gave his head a playful scratch. 
"No, Peeta, I'll take care of it. Be right back, Clay," Bing said as he left 
Peeta behind and Clayton standing outside. 


Peeta walked backwards towards his hiding place next to the table 
and stared at Katniss' dad. He was going to follow his dad to the front 
of the store, but then Peeta heard Katniss' father start to sing and his 
Jaw dropped. "Wow," Peeta's six year old mind was running a mile a 
minute at the sound of the music man. 


Are you, are you 

Coming to the tree 

Where they strung up a man they say murdered three. 
Strange things did happen here 

No stranger would it be 

If we met up at midnight in the hanging tree. 


Peeta snuck up to the door as quietly as his tippy toes could take him 
and peeked out at Katniss' father. His curiosity was getting the better 
of him. Peeta had to find out if the birds fell silent when he finished 


singing like they had done for Katniss. To Peeta's complete 
amazement, they did. There were only a few birds outside, but once 
the mockingjays started to sing more of them joined the flock and 
picked up on the haunting melody. Peeta quickly felt a wave of panic 
shoot through him when Katniss' dad finished singing. If he was going 
to do this, it had to be now. He licked the palms of his hands and used 
them to brush his unruly mane of curls and then dried them on his 
pant leg. He cleared his throat took a tentative step outside and said, 
"Excuse me. Mr. Everdeen sir?" 


"Well where did you come from?" Katniss' dad bestowed a friendly 
smile on Peeta. "I didn't see you hiding in there." 


"I wasn't hiding, sir...Mr. Everdeen...sir." Peeta tried really hard to 
overcome his nerves. He stuck out his hand and introduced himself. 
"My name is Peeta Mellark." 


Clayton reached out a hand and shook Peeta's. "I'm Clayton 
Everdeen." 


"Yes, sir...Mr. Everdeen, sir...1 know who you are which is why | came 
out here." Peeta took a deep breath and then did what he had been 
waiting to do since the day Katniss sang in music assembly. "Mr. 
Everdeen, sir, um...! know your daughter and | wanted to tell you..." 
his voice began to quiver, "...not tell you sir, | meant to say | wanted to 
ask you...aaaaask," he clarified, "not tell." 


"Thank you very much for clearing that up for me," Mr. Everdeen gave 
Peeta a serious look. "What would you like to ask?" 


Peeta held his chin up high and looked the man in the eyes. 
"Sir...Mr....Sirverdeen...Everdeen. Oh no," Peeta hid his eyes behind 
his hand in embarrassment. 


"Why don't you call me Clayton? Or Clay if you like," Mr. Everdeen 
suggested. 


"That wouldn't be polite since you're my elder and all, but maybe I can 
call you Mr. Everdeen?" 


"Peeta, you are a very polite young man. | think Mr. Everdeen will do 
just fine." 


"Goody," he breathed out a sigh of relief. "If it's okay with you Mr. 
Everdeen I'd like to start all over again so | won't mess this up so 
badly." 


A little cough came out of Clayton Everdeen's throat in an attempt to 
hide his laugh. "You go right ahead Peeta." 


Peeta turned around, went back into the bakery and gave himself a 
little pep talk. "Don't mess this up." Once he was sure he could get 
through this without calling Katniss' dad a weird name, Peeta flattened 
his hair down again, stepped outside, stuck his hand out and said, 

"Mr. Everdeen, my name is Peeta Mellark." 


"Nice to meet you Peeta Mellark," he said as he shook Peeta's hand. 


"Thank you. It's nice to meet you too." Peeta was cheering himself on 
inside of his head for making it this far without a mistake. "Mr. 
Everdeen, first I'd like to start off by saying, I'm not mad at you at all. 
Not even a little teeny bit." 


A curious expression crossed Clayton's face. "Is there a reason you 
should be mad at me?" 


"Nope," Peeta shook his head. "I'm glad you married Katniss' mommy 
because otherwise she'd be my sister, and that would be kind of gross 


since | want to marry her." Clayton's eyes flew open. "That's why | 
wanted to introduce myself to you. Mr. Everdeen, | want to marry 
Katniss." 


"Aren't you a little young to be thinking about marriage?" 


"Do you have to be twelve...like the Games?" Peeta's sincerity caused 
Clayton to smile. 


"No, but how would you support yourselves at such a young age?" 


"Oh," Peeta hadn't thought about that. "Pretty smart thinking Mr. 
Everdeen." He rubbed the back of his hand underneath his nose. 
"Since I'm not allowed outside by myself, Katniss and | should 
probably wait until my parents give me permission to go past the edge 
of our alley." 


"Now that's some pretty smart thinking too, Peeta." 


"Okay, since I've decided to wait on the wedding, Katniss and | will 
have to be engaged for a while. If you say it's okay." Peeta began to 
list off all of his redeeming qualities. "Since Katniss is such a special 
girl, I'm sure there are a line of boys wanting to marry her." A thought 
suddenly struck Peeta and panic filled his voice. "| hope someone else 
didn't ask you for her hand in mattressmony yet." 


Clayton let out a snort of laughter and said, "You're the first.” 


"That's because I'm getting in early. Mommy always says early bird 
catches the worm. I'm not sure why she thinks | want worms, but I 
look for them anyway when I'm outside in case my mommy wants 
one." Peeta's face distorted. "Don't tell her though. | want to surprise 
her when I get one." 


"My lips are sealed." He made a motion like he had locked his lips 
closed. 


"Thank you. Now, back to me and Katniss getting married. First | 
would like your permission to marry her, and since | asked first, I'm 
hoping that means you'll choose me over the rest of the boys that will 
ask. Second, | want to tell you that | promise I'll take care of her for 
always and forever, and I'll give her lots of love. Not a little," he shook 
his head then opened his eyes really wide, "I'm talking about a 
whole..." he thought of one of the biggest measuring cups they had 
and said, "A whole gallon full of love." 


"That's a lot of love." 


"And it's all hers too," Peeta said proudly. "Plus I'll make sure | always 
put the toilet seat down. Mommy's always yelling, about leaving here 
and living with a bunch of women that don't make such a mess, so | 
promise," he held his hand up, "I will always put the seat down." Peeta 
was sure that that alone would entice Katniss' dad into letting her 
marry him. "Third, | promise I'll always give her most of the food. I'll 
only eat enough to stay alive so she can have plenty." 


Clayton worried a bit, "We wouldn't want you to starve, Peeta. | would 
suggest you share the food equally." 


"Hmmm," he gave his head a little scratch. "Okay...fourth, I'll make 
pictures of her. Really pretty ones, and she can give them to whoever 
she wants. Ooooh, and I won't hit our kids. Shucks," Peeta made a 
tiny fist and gave it a pump against his leg. "That should have been 
my second one." He paused briefly then said, "If it's okay with you, I'd 
like to switch the, not beating up our kids to number two." 


Clayton crouched down and made eye contact with Peeta. "Children 
shouldn't be hit, so I'm very glad to hear that's important to you." 


"But sometimes children spill tea or eat too much and then their 
mommy gives them a spanking, but | won't. | won't ever do it because 
spankings hurt," Peeta said innocently. 


"| appreciate that Peeta." Clayton's features read concern. 


"Mr. Everdeen," Peeta thought it would be best to tell him everything 
about his feelings for Katniss, "I love Katniss very, very much. She's 
just like you and makes the birds fall silent when she sings. And also 
she has pretty hair too." He thought it would be best to wrap things up 
because he didn't want to confuse Katniss' daddy. "So," Peeta began 
to count with his fingers, "These are the reasons | think you should let 
me marry Katniss. One, | asked first. Two, I'm not going to hit our kids. 
Three, I'll share my food. Four, I'll put the toilet seat down all the time, 
and five, | can make pretty pictures of her and best of all, | love her a 
gallon full. Two gallons full!" He gave Katniss' dad a huge smile so he 
could show him what a good job he does when he brushes his teeth. 
"Do you think you can give me a blessing for our mattressmony?" 


"Peeta, does Katniss know you want to marry her?" 


"No sir," Peeta shook his head slowly from side to side. "I couldn't tell 
Katniss. She doesn't even know my name." There was a little sound of 
laughter coming from behind Peeta and from Katniss' dad. Peeta 
turned to see who was behind him and saw his father watching him 
have a talk with Mr. Everdeen. "Papa, I'm going to need you to allow 
me to go outside by myself one day, okay?" 


"Sure thing, Peeta." 


"See?" Peeta said excitedly, "My papa's going to let me go outside so 
I'll be old enough to marry her soon." Peeta turned to his dad again, 
"Papa is twenty too young to be allowed to walk alone?" To Peeta, 


twenty sounded old so he was pretty sure he'd be able to go outside 
by himself. 


"Nope," his dad stood next to him. "I think twenty is a great age." 


"Well, Peeta," Katniss' father said. "If you promise to love my Katniss 
with every ounce of your heart, and if she falls in love with you too, 
then you can have my blessing." 


"Really!?" 
"Really." 


"Wow," Peeta stuck his hand straight out and shook Katniss' dad's 
hand. "And you won't tell Katniss, right? | don't want her to get mad at 
me or anything.” 


"| promise I'll keep it a secret just like your search for a worm," Clayton 
answered. 


Peeta threw his arms around his dad's torso and hugged him. "I told 
you | was going to marry Katniss, papa." 


"You most certainly did," his dad gave him a little nudge on the 
shoulder. "Why don't you go on back inside so | can finish things up 
here, okay?" 


"Okay, papa." Peeta practically skipped back into the bakery. His good 
fortune was remarkable. "I'm gonna make Katniss a picture. A really 
pretty one." Peeta waved to his future father in law. "Bye Mr. 
Everdeen." 


"Bye Peeta." Clayton called out to him. 


As Peeta scrounged up an old piece of paper and a pencil he thought 
of all the things he could draw Katniss. He went through item by item 
in his head and decided on drawing a bunny since that was his 
favorite food in the whole wide world. As he drew the pointy ears he 
said quietly to himself, "Peeta and Katniss Mellark," then let out a 
whimsical laugh. His life was going to be perfect. 


"You did not do that!" Katniss placed her hands on her cheeks to hide 
her blush. "You made that up." 


"| most certainly did do that ," Peeta told her. "I still have that sketch of 
a rabbit somewhere. | think | put it behind another picture in a leather 
binder. It's probably at our house. When we get back to Twelve, I'll find 
it and prove to you that | did not make this up." 


"You definitely have to find that picture." 


"Consider it done," he said to her, hoping he could remember where 
he put the childhood sketch. 


Peeta could hear some commotion behind him, and knew that his 
conversation would have to come to an end. Within seconds Plutarch 
asked to speak with Coin and the second part of Gale's plan to finish 
taking down the Nut was being put into place. He had hoped that Coin 
would follow Beetee's advice about not killing anymore people. She 
ordered him to continue fighting, and Peeta knew it in the deepest 
recesses of his heart that he could no longer play the role Coin had 
been expecting him to. He had hurt so many innocent people that day, 
and when he saw Katniss' new baby bump Peeta felt unworthy of her 
love. Wondered how he would explain his actions to Katniss, not to 
mention their child. How could he tell his daughter about the lives he 
took? The murders he committed? It didn't matter to Peeta what his 
orders were, all he knew was that he could no longer take the lives of 
innocent people. 


The group of rebel fighters, Gale included, walked towards the train 
tunnel to stop the residents were hidden within the mountain's 
caverns, from escaping. 


"No more," Peeta's voice sang out over the sounds of battle and 
gunfire. "No more fighting. No more death," he hung his head down. 
When he lifted it he took notice of a badly injured man dragging 
himself out of the tunnel and collapsing onto the ground. "Stop this!" 
Peeta lifted his hand to call for a cease fire and yelled out, "STOP 
SHOOTING!" He slowly made his way towards the man, half of his 
face was covered in blood, his back scorched from the fire, his 
weapon being used as a crutch. Peeta reached to help him, and the 
man aimed the gun right at his unprotected head. 


"Give me one reason | shouldn't shoot you," he said to Peeta. 


In his entire life, Peeta had never felt such hatred towards himself. He 
knew none of this was his fault, yet the people there blamed him. He 
was, after all, the Jabberjay. "I wish | could," Peeta said softly. A tiny 
breath of air burst from between his lips. "I can think of a million 
different reasons why you should kill me." He saw the confused 
expression on the man's face and said, "It would be easy enough to 
beg for your mercy, but why should I? | can't seem to understand why 
you and | are killing each other." Since the orders were finalized in the 
destruction of the Nut Peeta had been filled with remorse. ..guilt. "I 
destroyed your mountain," he paused. "You burned my district to the 
ground." A befuddled expression was painted on Peeta's face as he 
asked, "Why?" He dropped to his knees in front of the man and 
disengaged his gauntlets. "Kill me if you want, but I'm done committing 
murder for the president." At that point, Peeta wasn't sure if he was 
talking about Snow...Coin or both. "I can't do this anymore," he said to 
himself as his throat got thick and tight. He asked the man with the 
gun, "I'm so tired of being a slave, aren't you?" 


"I'm not a slave," he answered. 


"Really? Because | am." Peeta motioned to the gun with his chin. 
"Was it your idea to kill people? | know it wasn't mine." He rested his 
palms on his thighs. With sincerity in his voice, he said, "We are in the 
middle of a war not because of you...not because of me, because our 
president pitted us against each other. Not only in the arena, but in life 
as well. My whole life | was told that you were my enemy, but you're 
not. The Capitol made that decision for me, and now we're killing each 
other off to benefit the people that kept our basic rights just out of 
reach our entire lives." Peeta gave his head a shake and began 
speaking to those around him. "Aren't you tired of doing the dirty work 
for these people?" A crowd started gathering around Peeta as he 
spoke in a trance like tone, "| set up Cato...Clove...all so Katniss 
could live." A huge lump formed in his throat as his eyes began to 
burn. "I did that because | was told my entire life that you people were 
the enemy, but there's only one enemy here. The Capitol." His 
stomach began to churn when he thought of all the needless deaths 
that occurred in his lifetime, and the people behind them. "We were all 
told to hate each other, but | don't hate you..." he looked around at the 
group of people, "any of you! | have no qualms with you. You've done 
nothing to me. Aren't we all in the same boat here?" 


Peeta lifted his eyes towards the crumbling mountain and felt a surge 
of shame rush through him. "A man entered my life not too long ago. 
He was by no means a rebel. As a matter of fact he was a 
Peacekeeper," Peeta spoke to the crowd in a loud and clear voice, 
"from District Two. He went to the Tribute Academy, trained to be one 
of Snow's soldiers, and worked as a personal guard to Effie Trinket. 
This man was the epitome of what a Peacekeeper should've been. He 
believed in the oath he took to protect Effie's life more than anything, 
and he died getting her to safety regardless of her position with the 


rebels. Not because he liked her, or he was on the rebel's side, but 
because he believed in the commitment he made to her." 


"What's your point?" The man with the gun asked with a confused look 
on his face. 


"My point is Steven Tanner, the ultimate Peacekeeper, spent his entire 
life walking down the same path that was put in place for all of us to 
follow." Peeta held his hands out in front of him and made a motion 
with them as if showing the road. "District Two must spend their lives 
learning how to be exceptional killing machines for the Games and 
then for the government, or they have to dedicate their lives to mining. 
District Twelve's children must be unprepared when they step into the 
arena so they'll be easier to slaughter, or they must spend their entire 
adult life being a coal miner. District Eleven has to grow and harvest 
food, but do they reap what they sow? Do you?" Peeta pointed at a 
man in the crowd. "I Know | spent many nights freezing from lack of 
coal regardless of the twelve to fourteen hour shifts our miners work. 
And there's no excuse for it except that all of the coal went to the 
Capitol. Other than the reasons the Capitol has given us to hate one 
another, do you know why you and | are fighting?" He asked as 
though he was desperate to know the answer. "Or why you're fighting 
your own people?" Peeta said in disbelief. "These are your 
neighbors...family...friends. Why are you trying to kill them?" He 
looked up at a man standing on top of a building, a rebel from District 
two who was following Coin's orders to kill the survivors of the Nut. 
"Why are you all fighting against Leg? She was your victor!" Peeta let 
out a burst of maniacal laughter. "| was crowned a victor, but don't ask 
me what | won. As far as | can tell there aren't any winners here. None 
that | can see anyway, but there are people who have won their entire 
life, and they sure as hell don't live in the districts. So I'll ask you 
again," Peeta's voice grew louder, "Why are we trying to kill each 
other?" 


The man's gun was slowly lowering, "I don't know." 


"Me either," Peeta stood back up and spoke to the people around him. 
"We all have a chance to turn things around. To follow the example 
one of your own set. To follow your own path in life, not the one the 
Capitol forced upon you. If we are to succeed in this war we must stop 
fighting each other and put an end to the Capitol's power." Peeta 
tightened his fists and gave them a few hard pumps, "We need every 
man, woman and child to stand up for themselves and declare in one 
voice, | am not your slave! | am not going to stand by and watch as my 
neighbor starves to death! Feeding and providing medical care for my 
family will no longer be a privilege! It is a basic human right that | will 
no longer allow you to keep from me!" He turned in a circle and spoke 
from his heart, "I'm begging you all to join us so that we can stand up 
for ourselves and scream from the top of our lungs, my life is not what 
you make it! It belongs to me! My life is bigger than what you've 
deemed it to be President Snow!" Peeta held out his hand to the 
wounded man and said, "Join us!" The man's hand had barely slipped 
into Peeta's when the gunshot went off striking him in the chest. The 
world went to black as Peeta sucked in his last breath of air. 
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When we last left our band of rebels, Peeta got shot on live 
television. We found out about Effie's upbringing and that Coin 
may have been the one to turn in Justus. 


Please allow me to say thank you to all of you that wait so 
patiently for my chapters, and ask me to update. It makes me grin 
like the dickens when I get those messages. I'd update everyday 
if | could. On the bright side | am feeling much better and have 
been able to write more. | would also like to say hello to one of 
the nurses that took care of me in the hospital. Turns out she's a 
fan fiction reader and follows my stories. Thank you for taking 
such good care of me! 


Thanks to my betas S and A who never let me down and always 
keep me on my toes. They are the best! 


Since writing these stories | have had requests to continue with 
them after Mockingjay: BW ends and | have decided to doa 
series of one shots giving you glimpses into the lives of the 
survivors. Who they are...? | have also started writing my newest 


story, Courting Katniss and can't wait to get that one posted. For 
those of you who follow MJ:BW Outtakes, chapter three has been 
posted. 


Please follow me on tumbir for updates and previews to my 
stories. www dot jamiesommers23 dot tumbir dot com 


Now, let's go into the world of... 
Mockingjay: Broken Wings 


"You had to go and be the damn Jabberjay, didn't you?" Gale was 
pissed as hell at Peeta for disobeying Coin's orders. "Hope you're 
happy now. If you die you've got no one to blame but yourself." He 
didn't know when it happened, but some time in the past couple of 
weeks he and Peeta had gone from barely tolerating each other, to 
almost friends and back to their mutual disdain for one another. 
Though Gale didn't want to admit it, he knew his feelings were based 
on Katniss. He thought he had gotten over her, and then a bullet 
grazed his arm and Gale was faced with his own mortality. That's 
when he came to the realization that he had to give it one more shot. 
He had to put his heart out there and ask Katniss for a chance, but 
now that Peeta had been injured, Gale didn't think he'd ever be able to 
compete with him. 


Peeta wanted to tell Gale to go to hell, that the reason he got shot was 
because of Gale's hatred. 'Gale's hatred,’ Peeta thought to himself. 
'He had been hard when you first got here, but nothing like this. What 
happened Gale? When did you start to hate people in general?’ Peeta 
was desperate for answers but his mind kept floating in and out of 
consciousness. 


There had been too many attempts on the Nut. The entrances to the 
mountain were impenetrable and a waste of precious ammunition, 


more importantly, soldiers. Peeta watched as the leader of the rebel 
forces in Two motioned for them to fall out. There would be no victory 
today, only wounded soldiers and a mountain of frustration as large as 
the Nut itself. With every ounce of his energy sapped Peeta collapsed 
onto the floor of the rebel's bunker. "Seen my sketchpad?" He asked 
Haymitch who had been barking orders in his ear during the attack. 


"No, but I'll have someone find it for ya kid. Why don't you try to get 
some rest in the meantime?" Haymitch's hand on his shoulder was 
meant to be reassuring, but Peeta had no desire to be touched by 
anyone. 


'If she were here you'd let her touch you,' he thought about Katniss. 
‘That's because she takes the hurt away.' He closed his eyes and let 
himself imagine a life with her and their daughter, only to be stricken 
with images of the Games. Not his, but someone else's. He turned to 
the woman in charge, Lyme and watched her carefully, remembered 
her movements while in battle, and realized that he was in the 
presence of another victor. He could see her winning her Games over 
a generation ago. A tall, muscular girl that excelled in the arena. 
Faces filled his head...Cato...Clove, their lust for blood during his 
Games...their hatred of Katniss. 'I tried to protect you,’ he remembered 
Joining the Careers in order to keep Katniss safe. Peeta started when 
he felt someone nudge at his arm. 


"Here," Gale held out Peeta's sketchpad to him and a container 
holding his pencils. "Haymitch said you were looking for this." 


"Yeah. Thanks," he took it from Gale and flipped through the pages. 
"Did you look through it?" 


Gale took a seat on the ground next to him. "Nope." He dipped a 
canteen of water up taking a swig of it, then wordlessly offered it to 
Peeta. 


"No thanks," Peeta was thirsty, but the thought of sharing a drink with 
Gale didn't sit right with him. "There's a picture of your sister in here." 
He had no clue why he said it. Starting a conversation with Gale 
wasn't on his top ten things to do list either. Since being in Two they 
had shared limited discussions with one another, stood side by side in 
battle, but their friendship had yet to be rekindled. "I didn't know who I 
was Ssketching...thought it was just an image of a girl, but then Katniss 
said it was Posy." Peeta flipped the page open and showed Gale a 
sketch of Posy sitting on a dining room chair, with her elbows on the 
table and her face propped in her hands. The smile she wore was 
encircled with a ring of chocolate. 


Gale reached for the sketchpad and let out a little gust of laughter. 
"That was the night we spent at your house before you and Katniss 
left for the Quell." Seeing his sister sent a surge of longing through 
Gale. He missed his family, but he had to push those feelings aside in 
order to stay on task. He flipped the pages closed and stopped when 
he saw a sketch of himself on reaping day holding up three fingers. 
"Do you remember this day?" He asked Peeta. 


"Bits and pieces," Peeta looked at the sketch then turned away from it. 
When he had drawn the picture in the middle of the night a couple of 
weeks ago, he had intended to sketch one of the soldiers that stood 
guard outside his door every night, but his fingers had a mind of their 
own and he wound up with a sketch of Gale. "| remember you doing 
that," he jerked his head towards the sketch. "I remember volunteering 
for Haymitch, and being ushered onto the train." He began talking in a 
low voice as he pulled up the memories of his final reaping day. 
"Katniss was crying...she was sick. They brought her lamb stew to eat 
and she ran into the bathroom so she could throw up. | was afraid she 
had the flu." He lifted the corner of his mouth in a tiny grin. "She was 
pregnant." 


Gale rested his head back and handed Peeta's sketchpad to him. "Still 
can't believe she was hiding that for so long." Something inside of him 

bristled at the thought of Katniss keeping it from him. "She could have 

trusted me...told me. | wouldn't have said anything." 


"| don't think trust comes very easily for her." Peeta tucked his pad 
under his leg. "She's been burned too many times." 


"Yeah...well...she's never kept anything like that from me before," Gale 
said with a hint of anger in his voice. 


"Yes she has." Peeta's eyes flew open as he remembered an 
argument he had with Katniss about Gale. "She didn't tell you about 
us." His brain was working in overdrive. "| was jealous of you...wanted 
you to know that we had been dating and..." he pressed his fingers to 
his temple in an attempt to draw the memory out, "...and... Geez," his 
eyes read surprise. "We were going to tell you on reaping day...tell 
everyone, but Effie called out Prim's name...my name, and..." the 
memory faded to black. "That's all | remember." 


"You don't remember your Games?" Gale asked with a look of 
inquisition. 

"No. | do...most of it, just not my time with her in the Capitol or the 
cave." He let out a little laugh. "I can remember Effie though." 


"Snow really screwed up with that one." Gale's lips hinted at a smile. 
"If he had known about you and Effie...sou would have never gotten 
out alive." 


"Neither would she." Peeta sat for a moment and asked, "How long?" 


"How long...what?" Gale thought maybe Peeta was losing it again 
when he saw the look the guy had in his eyes. 


"How long were you in love with Katniss?" 


Gale looked away, unsure of what to say. "Peeta you know she and | 
have never done anything...had any sort of relationship outside of 
being friends, right?" 


"That's what she says." And Peeta believed her, but there was a whole 
world of doubt still lingering inside of him when it came to Gale. "Now | 
want to know what you have to say. Was it all one sided? Did she ever 
have any feelings for you?" 


"Don't know." Gale nervously ran his hands up and down his legs. "I 
thought she did when | kissed her in Thirteen, but..." 


"You did what?" Peeta turned to him with accusation in his eyes. "You 
kissed her after we were married?" 


"Actually, she was the one that kissed me," Gale thought it best to 
clear the air. "Thing is... don't think it was me she was kissing. | 
think..." even at the time he had his suspicions, but now he was pretty 
sure, "...1 think she thought I was you. When she pulled away from me 
all she kept asking for was you, saying that you were just there. She 
didn't know what the hell was going on." 


"And still you let her kiss you?" Peeta's feelings for Gale were growing 
stronger, except the emotions he felt were far from friendly. "We used 
to be friends. Real or not real?" Peeta asked wondering how Gale 
would respond. 


Had he been Peeta's friend? Gale wondered if the camaraderie 
between them had simply been out of respect because the guy tried to 
protect him during his whipping, or because he constantly put his life 
on the line for Katniss' well-being. "Not real," Gale answered as 
honestly as he could. "I don't think you and I ever really made it to that 


point. | mean...| had a lot of respect for you...for what you were willing 
to do for Katniss, but | don't think we would've just hung out with each 
other on my day off for shits and giggles." 


"Guess that explains why you have no regard for the vows Katniss 
and | took." Peeta slapped at the ground, grabbed his sketchpad and 
walked outside, ignoring Haymitch's warning call to him about 
covering his head. He was expecting anger...that rage that had 
become as familiar to him as the sound of his voice, yet there was 
none. Instead he felt hurt...betrayed. "We were friends," he mumbled 
to himself. 


"Peeta...listen..." Gale felt the need to explain things to him. He had 
been the root of too many problems when it came to Katniss and 
Peeta. Where once before he wouldn't have given a damn if they 
broke up because of him...hell, he would've reveled in it, now he hated 
himself for being the source of their troubles. "Katniss...she never..." 


r 


"You lied to me," Peeta pointed at him. "You said not real...that's a lie.' 


Gale's focus wandered to a nearby tree and stayed there. Facing 
Peeta was a little too difficult. "We weren't friends. We 
were...acquaintances." 


"Bull shit," Peeta hollered at him. "Why can't you admit it? | can't stand 
you...can barely remember a freaking thing from my life, but you...l 
remember talking with you after you got home from the mines. | 
remember..." he looked down at his right hand, "...taking a whip for 
you," his voice softened. "Now why would | do that if you weren't my 
friend?" 


"Because that's the kind of person you are," Gale's eyes finally met 
Peeta's. "You always put others first. | hated you, and still you brought 
bread to my family...brought my brothers and sister cookies and 


muffins. You fed my family. Hired my mother to do your laundry, even 
though I know you and Katniss washed your own clothes, just so we 
could have enough money." Saying these things about Peeta 
reminded Gale why he had lifted his three fingers on reaping day. "You 
care about people, Peeta. That's just who you are." 


"And you never once thought of me as your friend?" 
"No," Gale admitted. "I did." 
"So you lied to me in there," he pointed to the bunker. 


Gale blew out a breath and said, "Maybe...! guess." He ran a hand 
through his hair and said, "You gotta understand here...thinking of you 
like that makes me feel like..." 


"A piece of shit?" Peeta cut him off. "Because that's how I'd feel if | 
made a move on my friend's wife." 


"| wasn't thinking. All | knew was that Katniss made it out of the 
Capitol alive, and no one knew where you were. If you were even alive 
for that matter." He continued without skipping a beat, "I had just 
survived the bombings of Twelve...faced death, and when she said | 
love you | thought she was..." 


"She said what!?" Peeta's eye bulged out of his head. 


"I'm telling you, man...she thought I was you." It had been Gale's first 
clue when he rehashed his thoughts of that kiss with Katniss. "She 
always thought of you," he said as though his heart had been broken. 
"The first time | kissed her," he got a far off look in his eye as he 
thought of that afternoon in the woods with Katniss, "she kissed me 
back, but then she touched my hair and it was like something in her 
head clicked. She yanked away from me and ran..." 


"Into the woods," Peeta remembered the recording Snow had showed 
him. "I thought that was me. Snow he...he did something with the 
surveillance footage and replaced your image with mine." 


"Nope. That was me." Gale toed at the ground. "That's when she told 
me that she loved you." 


Peeta blew out a breath and ran a hand over his head, then pulled on 
his helmet. "Gale...! need you to tell me the truth. Tell me about you 
and Katniss...me and you. | need to remember." 


Gale nodded at him and motioned for them to go back into the bunker. 
"Where do you want me to start?" 


"When did you start falling in love with her?" Peeta asked. 


"Right around the time she started dating you." Gale squatted in the 
corner of the bunker away from the other rebels. "Catnip changed," he 
looked at Peeta. "I mean she was still the same, but there was 
something more...girly about her," he let out a little chuckle. "That's 
right around the time you two started sneaking around behind 
everyone's backs." 


Peeta sat next to Gale and listened to stories about Katniss...about 
himself, and all of them included the guy he was sure he could live the 
rest of his life without. "You two were really close before | came into 
the picture, weren't you?" 


Gale's face transformed from serious to childlike. "Yeah. | like to think 
we still are, but for some reason | don't think that's an accurate 
assessment of our friendship anymore." 


"Because of me," Peeta knew that was why Katniss had kept her 
distance from Gale, and Gale confirmed it with a nod of his head. 
"That's not very fair on my part, is it?" 


"It's not really your fault, Peeta." Gale couldn't lie. He missed Katniss. 
His next statement took not only Peeta by surprise, but Gale as well. 
"Until we started talking out here, | hadn't realized how much | missed 
having you around." He glimpsed at Peeta. "I hated you for a long 
time." 


Peeta let out a snort of laughter. "Yeah, | hate you too." 
"| didn't say I still hated you." 


"You didn't have to," Peeta thumbed at the pages of his sketchpad. 
"We should probably try and fix that." He paused before saying, "For 
Katniss' sake." 


"Think we can?" Gale actually hoped that he and Peeta could find a 
common ground again. 


"I'm going to be honest with you, Gale. | don't like you." 


Gale's laugh caused several people to turn and face him. "I wish | 
could say the same for you, but...damn...you're a good guy. It's hard to 
hate someone like you." 


"I should probably say, you're a good guy too, but...Gale," he turned to 
face him head on, "I don't really know you that well. | mean I have 
memories of you, but they're counteracted by the ones Snow 
implanted." 


"Oh...well...in that case," Gale said with humor in his voice, "I'm an 
exceptionally kind human being. | rescue puppies from burning 


buildings. Help old women cross the street, and weep every time | 
shoot an arrow at game. The guilt over shooting a squirrel weighs 
heavily upon my heart." Both Peeta and Gale chuckled. "Look man, 
you'll figure it out eventually." 


"Why did you say we weren't friends earlier?" 


"We shared a few laughs...talked some, but is that really the basis of a 
friendship?" 


"Sounds like the exact definition of friendship to me," Peeta answered. 
"Did you trust me?" 


"Yeah," Gale scratched at his head. "It's hard not to trust a guy that 
stands up and takes a whip for you." 


"It's easier to hate me than like me." To his surprise, this was what 
Peeta was doing with Gale. "Liking you is going to take some work on 
my part.” 


Gale stuck his hand out. "I'm sorry Peeta. | crossed some lines with 
Katniss that should have never been crossed, and you've got my word 
I'll never do anything like that again." 


Peeta stared at Gale's outreached hand and shook it. "I appreciate 
that, and...l'm sorry for kicking your ass." 


"Thought you already apologized for that," Gale laughed. "And you 
didn't kick my ass. It was a mutual ass kicking." 


"Yeah," Peeta chuckled. "Keep telling yourself that." He confessed to 
Gale, "I didn't mean that apology when we were in the remake room. | 
just said it because it was the right thing to do, but | mean this one. | 
really am sorry for hitting you." 


"I didn't mean my apology that day either," Gale admitted. "And | was 
about five seconds away from throwing a punch at you anyway." He 
got into as comfortable a position as possible, and said, "And you did 
not kick my ass." 


"Yes, | did." Peeta grinned and rested his head against the wall. "I 
whooped you...baaaaad." 


"Kiss my ass, Peeta," Gale joked. 


"I mean...that's the kind of story you tell your grand kids." He 
pretended he was addressing them at that moment. "See that guy that 
cowers every time he's near me? | beat the crap out of him over your 


mouse." 


"Don't believe your grandfather. He's been given drugs by the Capitol 
and has lost his mind," Gale countered with humor in his voice. 


"And yet | still kicked your ass." Both Peeta and Gale let out a loud 
burst of laughter. 


Gale almost felt guilt over Peeta getting shot, but then realized that it 
was more concern over what Katniss would say to him. "If you die, 
she's gonna kill me, so do me a favor and don't die until you're on the 
operating table." It didn't matter what he had said to Peeta about 
keeping his hands off of Katniss, Gale was going to break his word to 
Peeta the moment he laid eyes on her. 


Peeta wanted to tell Gale he wasn't planning on dying at all, but at the 
moment, he felt like he was on his way to a slow and painful death. 
His last thought before losing consciousness was that he no longer 
wanted Gale to take care of Katniss and his daughter. He didn't want 
them to live with the darkness that consumed Gale from the inside out. 


Johanna stared at her morphling drip with disgust, wishing she could 
increase her dosage, and wanting to rip the tube out of her arm all at 
the same time. Being dependent on something...anything wasn't her 
style, and the morphling had become a crutch for her. "Son of a bitch," 
she mumbled to herself as she rolled onto her side in her dark hospital 
room. They had all been waiting to hear about the battle in District 
Two. Though Johanna wasn't too keen on showing concern for Peeta, 
for anyone really, she like everyone else, was waiting as patiently as 
she could for an update. 


"Johanna?" Peeta's dad knocked on her door and entered her room. 
"There's a live feed of Peeta on television," he spoke the instant she 
made eye contact with him. "Just thought you'd want to know." 


"I'm sitting on the edge of my seat," she mumbled and contemplated 
what to do next for all of a second. "Shit," her bare feet hit the floor 
and she walked into the room where they were all gathered around 
the television screen. "Where's Katniss and Effie?" Johanna didn't 
believe for one second that they'd miss seeing Peeta do a live propos. 


"Effie's in the Command Center, and the last time | saw Katniss she 
was in her quarters," Prim answered. 


"Hey kid," Johanna nudged her. "Do you ever sleep?" She had noticed 
Katniss' sister Prim had been in the hospital all night long. 


"Not tonight," Prim answered as they watched Peeta come up on an 
injured man. 


The hatred was evident in the man's eyes as he held a gun up to 
Peeta, and Johanna despised the fact that she actually gave a damn 
about whether or not Buns got shot. She didn't want to care about 
Peeta or Katniss, yet she did and it made her sick to her stomach. She 
had done so well for years, pushing people away. 'And now two sappy 
brats are making you worry,' she thought to herself. She listened to 
Peeta's little speech thinking that the title Jabberjay suited him quite 
well. Smiled a little when he mentioned Hagar, and then felt an 
enormous amount of rage course through her when she watched 
Peeta get shot and crumple to the ground. 


"Peeta!" Several of the people in the room yelled at the same time. 
"No," Peeta's dad stumbled backward into a wall. 


"Son of a bitch!" Johanna's hands balled into fists. "Shit! Shit! 
SHIIIIIIT!" She kicked at an empty chair sending it soaring across the 
room. 


Everyone began speaking at once, staring intently at the television 
screen, looking for any signs of life from Peeta, and getting none. 


"Can you tell if he's breathing?" 
"Someone get him out of there." 


"Get up, Peeta. Get up." 


"Oh my God," Prim squeaked out. "Katniss." Her worried expression 
met the pregnant doctor who was constantly nagging at Johanna 
about her morphling usage. 


"She's wearing her monitor. If something went wrong with her, the 
alarm would have sounded," the Capitol doctor said calmly. 


"You sure she's wearing it?" Johanna asked. "The girl hates being 
monitored as much as | do." It wouldn't have surprised Johanna in the 
least if Katniss ditched the bracelet they made her wear. 


"She's wearing it," her mother said as though she were positive. 
"Katniss wouldn't risk going without it. She's determined to do what's 
right for the baby." 


"| would feel better if she were being monitored here in the hospital 
though," Regina said. "Prim, let's get this room situated for multiple 
patients. I'm sure Effie wouldn't mind sharing her space with Katniss." 


"And me," Johanna took a seat. "Might as well keep us all together, 
right? It'll be easier than you having to run all over the hospital." The 
fact was, Johanna didn't want to be kept out of the loop, and she 
hated being alone. Since Finnick and Annie got checked out of the 
hospital, she was bored out of her mind and did nothing but stay 
sedated, get paranoid as a result of the morphling and sleep. "What 
the hell!?" Johanna yelled at the television screen when the live 
transmission from District Two went dead. 


"Don't worry," Regina pulled some linens from a closet, "we'll have an 
update on Peeta soon enough. I'm sure if he was seriously injured 
they would tell us something." She turned her focus to the phone and 
stared, waiting along with everyone else in the room, for the thing to 
ring. 


"I'm going to find Katniss," Johanna announced, unable to stay put 
and do nothing. "I'm outta here doc," she almost dared the physician 
to stop her. 'Come on, Buns. Be alive. | swear to God if you get killed 
after all that shit we went through...’ Johanna hated the thoughts that 
were assaulting her brain until a comforting thought of Peeta in his 
Jabberjay uniform popped into her head. 


"Quick," Johanna's eyes were darting from side to side the second she 
burst through Peeta's hospital room door. "Hide me." 


"Hey! I'm changing!" Peeta scolded her then asked, "Why am | hiding 
you?" 


"Sweet Jesus, Peeta! Just hide me!" Johanna didn't have time to 
explain. 


"Okay," he opened up the long skinny closet that held his clothes and 
spare linens. "Get in and I'll pull this stuff over you." His head quickly 
turned towards the noise outside his hospital room door. "Are they 
looking for you?" 


"Yeah," Johanna squeezed into the tiny closet. "Don't you dare tell 
them where I am," she warned him before Peeta pulled his clothes 
and linens in front of her. 


"Excuse me, Peeta," a nurse entered the room with four guards 
behind her. "Have you seen Johanna Mason?" 


"Today?" There was a long pause before Peeta said, "Nope. Haven't 
seen her since dinner last night." 


"Would you mind if we took a look around?" Johanna heard a 
masculine voice ask. 


Peeta let out a little chuckle, "Think I'm stashing her under the bed or 
something? Katniss would have something to say about that." There 
was no noise for a few seconds then Peeta said, "Make it quick, will 
ya? | need to get changed." Then Johanna's heart stopped when the 
closet door opened up. Peeta reached in and grabbed a change of 
clothes then shut the door almost all the way, "Sorry...did you need me 
to open this up so you could look inside?" 


"I! could see that there was no one in there," the male voice answered. 
After a few seconds he said, "Any sign of her in the bathroom?" 


"No," a deeper voice answered. 
"What's going on? Why are you looking for Johanna?" Peeta asked. 


"Miss. Mason may have to be brought in front of the president, and no 
one can seem to find her," the sound of the nurse's voice filtered 
through the tiny opening in the closet door. 


"Damn...what the hell did a petite sprite of a woman who was beaten 
within an inch of her life do that requires four of Thirteen's soldiers to 
search for her, and a visit with the president?" 


"We believe she may have taken off with something that should be in 
President Coin's possession." 


"Well, if | see her, or the item...What is it she might have stolen?" 
Peeta asked. 


There was complete silence until one of them said, "An ear of corn." 


Johanna had to clap her hand over her mouth when she heard 
Peeta's laughter fill the room. "You have got to be kidding me!" He 


laughed even harder. "Four guards and a meeting with Coin over an 
ear of corn!?" 


"Stealing food is a serious crime here in Thirteen Peeta," the nurse 
said to him. "We cannot overlook such things." 


"How do you even know she was the one that stole it?" Peeta asked. 
"Do you have proof?" 


"The president's tray was on the delivery cart, and Miss. Mason was 
seen standing next to it." 


"Oh, well..." Peeta's sarcastic tone had Johanna wanting to crack up, 
"where's the firing squad? A pox upon Mason's head!" Johanna 
stuffed a shirt into her mouth to prevent herself from laughing out loud. 
"Might | suggest you four get another ear of corn and leave Johanna 
alone. She's been through enough hell." Johanna heard footsteps 
then listened as Peeta said, "Take mine. In fact, you can have the 
whole damn tray of food if you'll forget this ever happened." Again 
there was silence. "Are you telling me none of you would like a little 
extra food for once? My lips will be sealed if you five can act like none 
of this happened." 


There was some rustling noises, and then the sound of a door closing. 
Johanna waited until Peeta opened up the closet and stared at her. 
"What?" She threw her hands up in the air as she stepped over a 
couple of spare pillows. "I was hungry." 


"Stealing the president's lunch, Johanna? Not too smart." Peeta sat on 
the edge of his bed and took his boots off. "Katniss told me that they 
beat the hell out of her prep team because Octavia took a piece of 
bread from the dining hall. I'd be careful if | were you." 


Johanna rolled her eyes, looked around the room and saw Peeta's 
empty lunch tray, knowing he had given up his afternoon meal for her 
and stared at him as he got his clothes together. She sat on the edge 
of his bed and enjoyed the view until he realized she was watching 
him. "It's not like | haven't seen you in your skivvies or anything," 
Johanna teased. "Feel free to strip down to nothing if you like," she 
suggested a little too eagerly. 


"I'm going in the bathroom." He snatched up his clothes and left her 
alone for a few minutes. When he returned his black uniform was 
hung up on several different hangers, and he carried a boot box. 
"You're lucky Katniss didn't come walking in here while | was 
changing. She'd have kicked your ass." 


"She could try," Johanna played with one of the panels on his uniform. 
"All I'd have to do is push her over and she'd be stuck on her back like 
a turtle." She made a pawing motion at the air. 


"She's barely showing, Johanna." 


"Still," she gave her shoulder a shrug, "sounds like fun to me." She 
narrowed her gaze. "What is all of this shit on here?" She pointed to 
the uniform. 


"Layer upon layer of protection." Peeta opened the boot box up and 
told Johanna about the special grip on the soles, the way they formed 
to his feet and how they were heat and ice resistant. "The actual 
uniform has so many weapons built into it," he blew out a breath, 
“sometimes | get worried | might accidentally stab myself." 


"You've got knives on here?" She felt one of the sleeves. 


"Yup, along with a gun barrel, star shaped blades, rope, cuffs, gas 
mask...you name it, I've got it." Peeta lifted the thing up and placed it 


on his bed. "Beetee’'s supposed to come back for it. They don't like it 
when we keep them." 


"We?" Johanna asked. "Katniss has one too...like yours?" 


"Not like mine. Hers has just as much protection, probably more than 
mine because of the baby, but she doesn't have the weapons I do that 
go with my gauntlets. She's got her own bow and arrows." 


"What kind of protection?" 


"Cinna and Portia designed these things so they could withstand 
pretty much anything." Peeta gave his head a little nod, "Hey Beetee." 
Johanna turned to see their former ally enter Peeta's room. "I was just 
telling Johanna here about my uniform." 


"Spectacular, isn't it?" Beetee asked as he hung it on a mobile 
garment rack next to a smaller version which Johanna presumed was 
Katniss'. 


Johanna mocked Beetee behind his back for Peeta's benefit, "Oh yes, 
it's graaaand." And was rewarded with an eye roll and smile from 
Peeta. "So, this thing will keep him safe?" She lifted the pant leg from 
his uniform up and let it drop back down. 


"Yes indeed," Beetee answered. 

"What if he gets shot?" Johanna asked. 

"It will deflect the bullets," Beetee answered. 
"Set on fire?" 


"It's fireproof.” 


"Dropped into a vat of ice cold water?" 


"Once he pulls his headgear on, he can withstand it as long as his 
carbon dioxide converter stays intact." 


"Blown up!" Johanna turned on her heels as though trying to catch 
Beetee in a lie. 


"He should be able to withstand the charge from a traditional grenade 
without so much as a scratch." 


"Holy shit, kid. You're indestructible," Johanna grinned at him. "You're 
gonna have to let me borrow that some time. | need to acquire 
some...things around here and could use the protection." 


"Oh, that would never work," Beetee missed Johanna's sarcasm 
completely. "The uniforms are designed for Katniss and Peeta 
specifically.” 


"Guess I'll have to risk it without the body armor." Johanna sat on the 
edge of Peeta's bed and waited for Beetee to leave. "That guy has no 
sense of humor whatsoever." 


"Remember when he was going to do stand up comedy for the 
Gamemakers ?" Peeta let out a chuckle. "Could you imagine?" 


"That would go over as well as you painting a picture of a dead tribute 
buried in flowers for them." Johanna smacked the side of her head. 
"Oh, wait a minute...you did do that." 


"Shut up, Johanna." Peeta sat next to her and asked, "So, what is it 
that you need to acquire?" 


"Food," she answered. 


"Is that it?” 
"Hell yes," she answered without skipping a beat. 


"Hmm," Peeta gave her a little nod. "Sure you don't want to get the 
ashes of a particular Peacekeeper?" 


"Bite me," she got up and glared at Peeta, hating the fact that he could 
see through people so easily. "She's got him in a storage closet. He 
might have been a Peacekeeper, but he doesn't deserve that." 


"Who doesn't deserve what?" Katniss asked from the doorway. 
"Nothing," Johanna answered. 
"Steven Tanner," Peeta answered. 


"Oh," Katniss nodded. "I could steal his ashes the next time | go ona 
little tour of the facility if you want, Johanna," Katniss offered. 


Johanna let out a sniff of laughter. "Sure, and I'll just tuck him under 
my pillow." She let out a disgusted noise and said, "You two might get 
all sappy over shit like that, but not me. He's dead. Can't do a damn 
thing for him now, and he sure as hell can't do a thing for me." 


Before going to look for Katniss, Johanna stopped by her hospital 
room, which was being emptied, the staff was preparing it for 
wounded from Two, and Johanna grabbed the tiny canister Hagar's 
ashes were in. She shoved the container inside of her pillow case, 
took her toothbrush, dumped it in her new room and headed towards 
Katniss' quarters. She still hadn't thanked Katniss for swiping Hagar's 
ashes, and she probably never would. She only hoped that Katniss 
wouldn't be burdened with the same sort of container housing Peeta's 
remains inside. 'He's fine,’ she thought to herself as she padded down 


the hallway reminding herself once again of all the things Beetee said 
Peeta's uniform protected him from. 


"You want to do what?" Lyme, a victor from District Two and head of 
their local rebellion asked Gale. 


"Set off an explosion at the top of the mountain and cause an 
avalanche. We're wasting resources and men trying to fight it out with 
those people in there," he pointed towards the mountain they called 
the Nut. "That train tunnel is working to their benefit, but if we block off 
all of the exits...anywhere that allows air to travel into it, all at the 
same time, we'll end this battle sooner rather than later," Gale 
answered. 


"Gale," Peeta couldn't believe what he was hearing. "There are a lot of 
people in there. We should try to give them an opportunity to get out 
and join the rebellion. 


"They didn't join us before so what makes you think they'll do it now!?" 
Gale yelled out his frustrations. "The only way to win this war is by 
taking control of all the districts, and the Nut is the biggest thing we've 
got standing in our way before we head to the Capitol and take out 
Snow." Gale stood tall and said with a hard edge to his voice, "It's time 
to put an end to this shit once and for all. It's either them or us." 


"Why does it have to be an either or!?" Peeta stepped closer to Gale. 


"Do you think they're going to join the rebels once we blow up their 
mountain?" Gale shook his head. "You're crazy Peeta." He pointed 
towards the Nut. "Those people want us dead as much as we want 
them dead." 


"| don't want them dead, Gale!" Peeta clutched the end of the table. "I 
don't want anyone else to die!" 


"Well too bad," Gale grabbed a copy of the Nut's schematics off of the 
table the rebels were standing around. "We're in the middle of a war 
and people die. The sooner you come to grips with that the 
better...Jabberjay!" Gale said the name like an insult then stormed 
away. 


"It's going to be okay," Peeta heard Gale's voice say to him in a much 
calmer tone. "You're going to be fine, Peeta. Just fine." 


Peeta's eyes fluttered opened to see a pair of Seam gray eyes staring 
back at him. "Katniss, forgive me," he whispered before letting the 
darkness consume him. 


"IS HE ALIVE!?" Katniss screamed at the top of her lungs to no one in 
particular while standing in the middle of the Command Center. 


"Please Fulvia," Effie pleaded with her. "Can't you tell us anything?" 


"Cut the feed," Coin ordered when she saw Gale lift Peeta's limp body 
from the ground and carry him away. "If he's dead, | don't want Snow 
to know about it." 


"Screw Snow!" Katniss turned to the president. "/ want to know if he's 
dead or alive!" 


"Katniss, we're getting feeds right now." Fulvia pressed her finger into 
her ear against a listening device. "He's breathing. | don't know how 
badly he's bleeding." Fulvia began relaying bits of information as she 
got them, not only to Katniss and Effie but to Coin as well. "They're 
fighting in Two ma'am," she said to Coin. "The people that were 
trapped in the Nut, the ones Peeta spoke to, are turning against 
Snow's army right now." 


"Put it up on the screen," Coin ordered. 

"Do you want me to air it?" 

"Is Peeta still on camera?" 

"| can keep him off camera if you like," Fulvia offered. 


"Yes. Let's show President Snow how effective our Jabberjay was 
today," Coin had a lecherous gleam in her eye. 


"Please Fulvia," Katniss turned to her, "is he okay?" 


"He's with the medical team right now." Fulvia lifted her gaze to 
Katniss. "He's alive. Right now, that's the best | can offer you." 


Effie couldn't stand the waiting. She couldn't imagine what Katniss 
was going through and quickly thought of something for the girl to do. 


"| think it's time we got Katniss' reaction to what's happening in Two, 
don't you?" Effie said to Fulvia. "I'm sure the nation is wondering how 
she feels after seeing Peeta get shot." Effie looked to Coin who gave 
her approval. "All right dear," Effie straightened out Katniss hair and 
had her take her robe off. "You need to make a speech." Effie looked 
around the Command Center and said, "We don't want to show this 
room on television. | shall take Katniss and the film crew to a more 
deserted location." 


"Good idea," Coin agreed. "The last thing we need is for the Capitol to 
see something telling in our Command Center." 


Effie gave the president a nod then led Katniss to a deserted 
staircase. "Let the world know how proud you are of Peeta, and that 
you can't wait for him to come home." She continued to straighten 
Katniss' clothing. "Let them know that the rebels will send out updates 
of Peeta's condition and he'll be fine." 


"But Effie, what if he's not fine? What if he doesn't make it?" Katniss 
bit at her bottom lip. 


"That young man has more to live for than most, he'll make it. All we 
have to do is get him back here and under proper medical care, and 
right now he's stuck in District Two. We need to get him home, 
Katniss." Effie stepped back and motioned to Messalla for the 
cameras to start rolling. 


"Katniss, we're live right now, and you have just seen Peeta get shot. 
Any news as to his current condition?" Messalla asked from off 
camera. 


"| know he's alive," she answered with her shoulders straight and high. 
"That he's on his way home to me right now." Katniss had said exactly 
what Effie was hoping for. Neither one of them knew where Peeta 


was, but the second Katniss announced on live television that he was 
headed back to her Coin would have no choice but to put the order in 
for Peeta's return. "And | promise we will keep the country up to date 
on Peeta's status as soon as we know more. In fact, I'm hoping you'll 
have us both on camera...together within days." She noticed Effie 
nodding at her, encouraging her to go on. 


"Katniss," Effie asked quietly, "how did you feel when you heard Peeta 
speaking tonight?" 


"Proud," she answered as she ran her hand over her bulging stomach. 
"Our daughter got to listen to her father share his wishes for our nation 
tonight. She got to hear her father's voice uniting lifelong enemies. | 
can't tell you how proud | am of Peeta. He has always had a way of 
seeing hope in the midst of an impossible situation. Tonight Peeta 
walked into a horrific scenario and showed the world that they didn't 
have to settle for the life the Capitol has forced us all to live." 


"Why didn't you go to Two with him, Katniss?" Effie asked with an arch 
of her brow. 


"| was supposed to be sent out to the districts to talk to the surviving 
rebels, but Peeta was afraid for our safety," she rubbed her stomach 
again and noticed the camera tilting downward then back up again. 
"Peeta volunteered to go out so | wouldn't have to put our child's life in 
danger." 


Effie grinned at Katniss. "So once again, Peeta has decided to 
sacrifice his well-being for you." 


"Peeta's always willing to sacrifice himself for me," Katniss looked off 
into the distance. "For anyone really. Peeta would give the shirt off his 
back to his worst enemy. You saw it in the Games. He saved 
Glimmer's life during the fire." Katniss stared into the camera's lens. 


"You saw it tonight. The way he put aside the hatred...the anger that 
the Capitol put in place between the districts, and asked the people of 
Two to join the rebellion. Peeta Mellark can see the possibility of a 
great future, and he's opened up my eyes...the country's eyes to how 
good life can be if we stand together and fight for it." 


"Katniss," Messalla said, "we just got word that Peeta has been 
shuttled out of the war zone and is now in safe territory." 


Effie and Katniss both smiled. "That's good to know." Katniss briefly 
wondered how much trouble she and Effie would be in for this little 
stunt. Telling the nation in not so many words that President Coin 
wanted to ship her off into the districts in her condition would make 
Coin sound as brutal a president as Snow. "If you're listening Peeta, 
remember Haymitch's words of advice, stay alive," she grinned. "To 
the people in District Two | want to say how thrilled | am that you've 
joined in our fight, and to President Snow..." Katniss leaned closer to 
the camera, "...you may want to surrender before | get there, and don't 
you worry...| am coming for you Snow. Peeta and | will both be there. 
You have sent hundreds of children into the arena to be hunted down 
like animals. Now it's time you felt what they did. It's time you 
understood firsthand what it's like to be a tribute." Katniss gave the 
camera a menacing grin. "And there is no hiding during the Games. 
We'll hunt you down...find you, and when we do you'll wish to God you 
had never heard the names Katniss and Peeta Mellark." 


"Cut," Messalla said. "That was brilliant. Effie, great questions. You'll 
have to help with more of the pro..." 


"Hold it!" A group of soldiers called out. 


"For criminy's sake," Effie straightened up her skirt and blouse. "Shall 
we, Katniss? I'm sure our family is waiting for us." 


"President Coin wants to have a word with you two," one of the 
soldiers said. 


"Katniss," Effie walked out of the staircase and down the hall towards 
the Command Center with her arm tucked through her own, "you need 
to get to medical and have Dr. Valero check your vitals. | shall meet 
with the president." Effie's lips pursed when one of the soldiers took 
Katniss by the arm. "Unhand her you fiend," Effie pulled Katniss from 
his clutches. "My daughter in law must be monitored by a physician 
during this devastating time. Why, she's completely distraught over 
seeing her husband get shot." 


Katniss' reaction to Effie's words were perfect. "I don't feel too good," 
she lifted her fingers to her forehead. "I think I'm faint." 


"That is horrible dear," Effie motioned for one of the cameramen to 
usher Katniss to medical then saw Johanna heading down the corridor 
dressed in a pair of men's boxer shorts, a transparent t-shirt and bare 
feet. "Johanna darling, has Dr. Valero sent you for Katniss?" 


"Uh..." Johanna gave the group of people a strange look. "Yeah. l'm 
supposed to bring her to medical." 


"Then you mustn't waste time." Effie shooed the cameraman, Katniss 
and Johanna down the hall. "I shall be there shortly dear," she called 
to Katniss. "Now, let us speak with Ms. Coin, shall we?" Effie said 
brightly. 


"It's president, ma'am," One of the guards said to her. 


"Did you vote for her to be president?" Effie asked as they walked 
down the hall but didn't wait for an answer. "That's one of the beautiful 
things about our new form of government. Democracy allows all of us, 
brave soldiers such as yourselves and even escorts like me, to be 


equal in the eyes of the law. We all have the right to choose who we 
think is best for the position of president." Effie noticed that the guards 
as well as the camera crew from the Capitol were hanging on her 
every word. "You realize that any of you have the capability to run for 
office." 


"Is that the truth?" One of the soldiers asked. 


"Why of course it is," Effie answered. "We do not have to live under 
such Fascist ruling in the districts any longer. Once we gain control 
over the Capitol our nation will have an election. We, the people, will 
choose a few select candidates, and everyone will have a vote as to 
who will be the best person to speak on behalf of the individuals of our 
nation." 


"Peeta would be pretty good at that," one of the soldiers said. 


"He would be, but I think being a husband and father is all that he 
wants," Effie loved that she had gotten their brains churning. 


"You ever think about it, Miss. Trinket?" One of the soldiers asked her. 


"Me?" Effie fluttered her lashes. "Who would want to listen to someone 
like me? And please, call me Effie." 


"I'd vote for you," a guard said in a low whisper. 


"So would I," Messalla said louder. "If it wasn't for you, there would be 
a lot of dead people here in Thirteen. That warning you gave us about 
the bombs enabled everyone to seek shelter." 


"I'm so glad it helped,” Effie stuck her hand out to one of the soldiers. 
"We haven't been formally introduced. I'm Effie Trinket, proud rebel 
spy," she said with a gleam in her eye. 


"Soldier Ralph Carmine," he shook her hand. "The fiend,” he 
chuckled. 


"Helen Scroll," one of the female soldiers shook Effie's hand. "I love 
your skirt," she added. 


"Dear, if you'd like, | can see about turning one of your uniforms into a 
pencil skirt," Effie offered and continued meeting those around her. By 
the time she entered the Command Center, she had the entire group 
of people escorting her smiling from ear to ear. "President Coin," Effie 
said lightly. "You needed to see me again?" 


"Where's Katniss?" 


"At the hospital. She wasn't feeling well and her physician sent 
someone to fetch her. | can only assume her doctor detected 
something on the fetal monitor Katniss wears." Effie pursed her lips, 
"Seeing her husband shot was quite traumatic for her, and not 
knowing when he'd return...well, you can only imagine how that may 
affect an unborn child." 


"Dismissed," Coin called out to the group of people in the Command 
Center. "Not you Miss. Trinket." 


"A private chat sounds lovely," Effie refused to be the first one to take 
a seat. 


"Miss. Trinket," Coin started the second they were alone. "I don't know 
who you think you are or what you think you can get away with here, 
but | assure you, you will not pull stunts like you just did and walk 
away Scot free." 


Effie moved closer to Coin, "Perhaps you and | should come to some 
sort of truce until this war is over." Effie gave her lips a tiny pucker and 
said, "I think it's reasonable to say we do not like one another." 


"You're a Capitol bred spoiled rotten woman who would be on death 
row right now if it hadn't been for Katniss and Peeta's demands." 


"As opposed to a power hungry president determined to seek out 
revenge against the Capitol by using a couple of children as 
weapons," Effie countered. 


"| should have you arrested." 


"Go ahead and try it," Effie glared. "As a matter of fact, I'd love it if you 
would make some sort of physical attack against me so | could defend 
myself." 


"Don't tempt me," Coin glared at her. "I'm a trained soldier." 


"I've seen the way you people train. It's pathetic." Effie leaned forward 
at the waist, "Please madam president make a move against me so | 
can walk out of this room with your larynx in my pocket." Effie said 
sweetly. 


"You are committing acts of treason when you threaten me." 


"Did | say | was making a threat?" Effie purse her lips in a 'how do you 
like that' manner. 


"Have | done something to you, Miss. Trinket? From my perspective 
the only thing I've done is rescue you from the hands of Snow and 
given you a home." 


"When you threaten my children you threaten me, and you continue to 
put Katniss and Peeta's lives in unnecessary danger." Effie stepped 


closer to the president and said, "I'd like you to be a woman of her 
word and stop your constant threats. Katniss and Peeta have done 
nothing but help you in this war, and yet you continue to endanger 
their safety for no reason whatsoever." Effie began pacing back and 
forth. "Why is that?" The question was more for herself than the 
president. 


"It's a war. People are always put in danger." 


"Yes," Effie's mind was racing like a hamster on a wheel. "Only, you 
continually..." She let her sentence trail off and started sorting things 
out in her mind. 


"Miss. Trinket, | will not continue to..." 


Effie blocked out Coin's threats putting each piece of the puzzle 
together. 'She needs Katniss and Peeta as the faces of the rebellion, 
so why is she constantly threatening their existence? Why would she 
send Peeta to Two when he was still in the middle of medical 
treatment? Why did she even contemplate sending Katniss into the 
districts? It's as though Coin is trying to cause their deaths, but why?’ 
Effie lifted her eyes to Coin's and said, "You're afraid of them." She 
started thinking out loud. "You know the people of this country will 
have the ability to vote on a president, and as long as Katniss and 
Peeta are alive there's always the possibility of one of them taking 
your place as the leader of this country." 


"You have a vivid imagination." 


"Yes, | do, which is how | figured out the Gamemakers' plays in the 
arena before anyone else did." Effie arched her left brow. "That's why 
you didn't want Peeta speaking on camera. You wanted the world to 
view him as cold by blowing up the mountain in District Two then 
picking off the survivors. Only he didn't do that at all." Effie's jaw 


dropped slightly when she thought of the soldier who suggested Peeta 
run for president. "My word, you want them dead and out of the way of 
your political career." 


"Unlike those of you from the Capitol, | have no desire to watch people 
die for my own personal gain." 


"Who said you had to watch them?" Effie had been holding onto a bit 
of information for quite some time. 'Is this the right time to let her in on 
your knowledge?’ She asked herself then decided not to play all of her 
cards. She'd give Coin a glimpse at her hand and let the woman 
wonder. "As President Snow's assistant | was privy to all of his 
records, personal and professional," Effie said in a nonchalant way. "I 
know who his enemies are, what their weaknesses are and how to 
best rid the nation of them without suspicion. | even know who his 
allies are," Effie walked slowly behind Coin. "Who he made deals with 
in order to benefit the Capitol. Who he kept an eye on, and why." Effie 
turned her accusing stare to Coin. "| was lucky enough to get copies 
of his phone conversations with one ally in particular." She lifted a 
finger and asked, "Did you know he recorded his negotiations? My 
guess was so he could use it at a later date if need be." Effie noticed 
Coin swallowing repeatedly. "Yes, being the assistant to the president 
provided me with more knowledge than you can imagine." 


"What do you want?" Coin said stiffly. 


"| want you to keep away from me and my children. We've won Two 
and now the only other thing we need to do is conquer the Capitol. 
You don't need Katniss and Peeta to go there right now. | think it's time 
we take a break from our war efforts. Rebuild our supplies...give our 
men and women time to recuperate before heading into battle with 
Snow." 


"Are you trying to dictate the next steps of the war to me?" Coin 
leaned her hands on the table. "I will not bow to you and your threats." 


"I'm not asking you to." Effie matched Coin's position on the table and 
said, "I'm telling you what you're going to do next. You asked me what 
| wanted, here it is. | want to have a say in this war. | want to be a part 
of it. | want to be a voice for those you do not allow to speak." 


"You want to be a soldier?" Coin let out a laugh. "You want to go 
through training, ask Boggs to sign you up. He'll put you through 
training camp, but do not think for one minute that I'm going to be 
taking orders from you Miss. Trinket. This is still my country, and | will 
run it how | see fit." 


"That's what frightens me. You thinking this is your country. It's not. 
This country belongs to the people of this nation, and you should be 
running it the way they see fit." Effie took her seat again. "Perhaps you 
should stop worrying about Katniss and Peeta taking your position as 
president, and start worrying about me." Effie glared at her. "As a 
matter of fact...| have always been interested in running for office." 


"You wouldn't dare," Coin said through clenched teeth. "No one would 
vote for a pretentious Capitol snob." 


"You're wrong about that. Once | get Katniss and Peeta's support...the 
backing of all the victors, the people of this country will see me as 
someone they can trust." Effie flicked a little piece of lint on her skirt 
away. "There are many things | could accomplish as president, unless 
of course you and | decided on some sort of agreement. Maybe I'll be 
so busy with Katniss and Peeta...with the war effort, that | wouldn't 
have time to worry about running for election." 


"You want to make decisions on where to send Katniss and Peeta and 
when, be my guest," Coin spit out. "This war is almost over anyway, 
and | will have my victory." 


"It's not just during the war that I'm concerned about it's afterward as 
well." Effie said with an effortless tone in her voice, "The Mellark family 
will be able to return home if they wish when this is all over." Effie 
knew that's all Katniss and Peeta wanted. They were desperate to go 
back to their home in Victor's Village and live a quiet, normal life. 
"They will not bother you, and you will not bother them. You can 
pretend they don't exist." 


Coin's harsh stare had Effie wondering when the woman would be 
putting in the order for her own death. "As | said, the war is almost 
over. When it is, you and the Mellarks can get the hell out of my sight." 


"Wonderful," Effie clapped her hands together. "In the meantime | 
suggest you make sure nothing happens to us. You see I've arranged 
it so the recordings of Snow and his...ally are to be made public if 
anything happens to me, and we wouldn't want that to happen now 
would we?" 


"Of course not." 


"How divine that you and | are on the same page Madam President." 
Effie pursed her lips lightly. "And are we going to be taking a little 
break from the fighting like | suggested?" 


"Our districts need to regroup. Gather supplies...food...weapons... / 
have decided to put our invasion of the Capitol on hold for the time 
being," Coin said it as though it were her idea. 


"Brilliant. May | also suggest we come up with an elite squad," Steven 
Tanner came to mind, "that can infiltrate the Capitol and lead us to 


victory? You mentioned going through training with Boggs. Why don't 
we train and test all of our soldiers for this particular battle?" 


Coin moved in closer to Effie and said, "What did you have in mind?" 


"Everyone has a fear of something. |, myself am petrified of something 
happening to Katniss and Peeta. President Snow seems to be able to 
hone in on an individual's worst nightmares and use them against 
them. What if we trained our soldiers to overcome their fears?" 


"Train them not just physically, but mentally as well?" Coin walked 
towards a coffee pot and lifted it up. "Would you like a cup?" 


"Yes please. Do you have cream and sugar?" 
"Black," Coin answered. 


"That will suffice," Effie accepted Coin's peace offering for the time 
being. 


"Miss. Trinket, my goals have always been to keep the people of this 
district alive. Once the uprisings began | expanded my goals of 
keeping the people of this nation alive. | do hope you believe me when 
| tell you that." 


"| realize that you have taken on the responsibility of leader, and think 
you must do everything in your power to protect the people of this 
country, but you must also remember that Katniss and Peeta are two 
of those people you have vowed to protect. Madam Coin, | feel that 
you have let your own fears control your actions." 


"And | believe that you have let your fearlessness take control of your 
actions," Coin said to her. "You will wind up doing or saying something 
to the wrong person Miss. Trinket, and it will be the death of you," 


Coin's threat didn't sit lightly with Effie, but she didn't show an ounce 
of fear. 


"Perhaps," Effie sipped at the hot coffee like she was at an afternoon 
tea party. "Perhaps | will." 


"In the meantime, | am not an idiot," Coin's expression went from 
threatening to conniving. "| know that two great minds are better than 
one. If you have thoughts on the war, | would appreciate it if you 
brought them to me privately." 


"So you can take credit for my ideas?" Effie waved a hand in the air. 
"Oh pish posh. What do | care? Feel free to take credit for my 
brilliance. Everyone at the Capitol did too." 


Coin ignored her comment and began speaking to her about the 
upcoming battle at the Capitol. "The tunnel that leads into the city was 
the rebels' downfall during the last uprising." 


"This time it will be the Capitol's," Effie said with a mischievous smirk. 
"They have supplies hoarded away, and will be able to live for a little 
while, but soon enough they will be on the verge of starvation. You 
see, the people in the districts know how to be hungry. They've spent 
their lives preparing for the Games, but the people in the Capitol only 
know how to waste. They will not survive very long on crackers and 
water." 


"Yes, taking a break from fighting is perfect." Coin finally caught up 
with Effie's idea. "It will give the people in the Capitol time to go 
through what little resources they have left." 


"Exactly," Effie lifted a finger in the air. She wasn't a fan of Coin's, but 
the woman was in charge of the rebellion, and she seemed willing to 


allow Effie to give her input. "We'll need to put up a barricade in front 
of the tunnel so they can't make an escape." 


"We have posted soldiers there to shoot anyone that tries to sneak out 
into the districts," Coin said like she was one step ahead of Effie. 


"Perhaps build a rock wall at the tunnel's entrance. If we were to build 
it from the inside we'd have the tunnel to protect us. If someone on 
their end tries to remove it, they would be out in the open and easy to 
pick off." 


"The idea of blocking off the tunnel is good, but a rock wall is a 
horrible idea. Too much work and it will put our men and women in the 
line of fire," Coin began jotting some things down on paper. 


"What about a holographic wall?" Effie gave Coin a sly grin. "The 
tunnel in Twelve still has the device they used to shovel out the earth. 
It used holograms. If Beetee and his staff were able to look it over, 
perhaps they could figure out a way to project a wall. From what | 
understand the holograms can be made solid." 


"A hologram?" Coin tapped her pen on the notepad. "That's an 
excellent idea." 


"| thought so," Effie sipped her beverage wishing she had something 
to sweeten the bitter drink. 


By the time Effie and Coin had finished their conversation, they had 
gone through the entire pot of coffee and filled up several pages of 
notes. "Miss. Trinket," Coin stuck out her hand. "I will Keep you 
informed of the war's needs for their Mockingjay and Jabberjay. For 
the time being, | think they could both use some rest and relaxation." 


"Madam President, | believe now that we are working together in lieu 
of against one another, we shall put an end to this war in no time 
whatsoever." 


"Let's hope so, Miss. Trinket." 


"Please call me Effie." She shook the woman's hand. "And | shall call 
you President Coin." 


"Thank you. Contrary to what you believe, | would rather not have to 
arrest you for calling me Ms. Coin." 


"Well..." Effie puckered her lips. "I needed a way to get under your 
skin. | do believe it worked." 


"Yes, it did." Coin gave Effie a quick head to toe look. "Did you really 
use less material on the skirt?" 


"Yes," Effie nodded. "I've had many women comment on it as well. | 
was thinking, perhaps we could allow some of them to make 
alterations to their wardrobe. Venia and Octavia are quite handy with a 
needle and thread. I'm sure they could hold classes, and the leftover 
material can be used to make maternity clothes. You do have 
pregnant women other than Katniss and Regina here in Thirteen." 


"The women would be using their current wardrobe?" 


"Yes," Effie nodded, thrilled with the thought of providing something 
feminine for the women of Thirteen. 


"Come up with a proposal, and I'll look it over." 


"President Coin, it has also come to my attention that there is a history 
class being taught to certain children here pertaining to the new laws 
that will be in affect once we win the war. Perhaps | should go over 


your teacher's curriculum and make certain that they are providing 
accurate information? We wouldn't want to be like the Capitol and 
teach our children fabrications." 


"No, we wouldn't want that," Coin grimaced at Effie. "How much did 
your father teach you as a child?" 


"| Know five languages, the inner workings of many countries 
governments including, liberal, fascist, socialist...why | even read 
about the countries that based their government on their religious 
belief system." 


"Miss. Trinket...Effie, you have fooled many people into thinking you're 
not very bright. Why is that?" 


"When you live in the Capitol you know that the people there...the 
important people, tend to be threatened by those with brains, and if 
you're a woman... Well, | don't have to tell you that being a woman in 
a position of power means you have to work twice as hard." 


"Fortunately for me, we here in Thirteen don't view women as inferior 
because of their gender." 


"Unfortunately for me, | was raised with the thinking that using your 
beauty was preferable to using your brains." Effie could still hear her 
mother and father telling her how far she would go in this world 
because of her looks. "If you are elected president when this war is 
over, | hope you teach this world to look upon all people, 
men...women...no matter what color, age, size...teach them to look 
inside of an individual, and not to measure a person's worth by their 
physical appearance." 


Coin was quiet for a few moments then said, "Watson McKenzie is the 
teacher I've put in charge of the history class. She is quite smart and 


has a way with her students. Get together with her and go over her 
lesson plan. She's very easy to work with." 


"Thank you, ma'am." Effie stood and confessed, "Well, this turned out 
better than | had hoped for." 


"It did," Coin agreed. "And | didn't have to put you in front of the firing 
squad which should make our Mockingjay and Jabberjay quite happy.’ 


Effie gave the president a slight smile before excusing herself. She 
wasn't quite sure how long their truce would last, or if Coin was only 
appeasing her to get the most out of Katniss and Peeta, but Effie was 
willing to milk it for all it was worth. 


"Did Dr. Valero really send you up here to get me?" Katniss asked 
Johanna who showed up outside of the Command Center just as she 
was leaving. 


"She wanted to monitor you in the hospital, and | volunteered to come 
grab your fat ass." Johanna's lip lifted in the corner. "You sure it's safe 
for you to ride in the elevator? | think there's a weight limit on here." 


Katniss glared at Johanna, "You sure it's safe for you to be walking 
around here with no shoes on and a see through shirt? Someone 
might get distracted by your boobs glaring at them," she pointed to the 
t-shirt, "and step on your foot." Katniss was tempted to do so, but 
refrained. 


"Wouldn't feel a thing anyway," Johanna gave her head a little know it 
all shake. "I've got enough morphling in me that | could walk across 
hot coals and shards of broken glass, and it would feel like a foot 
massage." 


"Perfect," Katniss groaned. "Just what the rebellion needs. A shit 
faced Johanna Mason." Katniss leaned against the wall of the 
elevator. "Just stay away from the cameras dressed like that. We 
wouldn't want you to cause any innocent children to go blind." 


"Hey, I've got a great rack." Johanna adjusted her boobs in her shirt. 
"People should stand in line to get a gander at these babies." 


"Oh yeah...can't wait to see the crowd of people you'd attract." 


"People would come from miles around to take a peek at my perfect 
tits," Johanna said with a cocky edge in her voice. 


"You think there are people left in this country that haven't seen your 
tits?" Katniss heard the cameraman stifle a laugh and felt quite 
pleased. 


"Screw you, fireball." 


"Don't you mean Princess Fireball?" Katniss had been waiting for the 
perfect opportunity to bring up the story Johanna had told Peeta while 
being held captive. 


"Christ, he told you about that?" Johanna made a face. "Figures. You 
two can't keep anything from each other." She pointed at Katniss. "It 
makes me truly sick to my stomach." 


"So | was a great warrior, huh?" Katniss had to bite her lip to keep 
from smiling. 


"It was a story," Johanna said viciously. "The boy was having his brain 
scrambled and he needed to remember you." 


"SO you made up a story about me being a princess and him being a 
prince? Why didn't you just tell him the truth?" 


"They were listening." The blood drained from Johanna's face and 
scared the hell out of Katniss. "You could hear everything in there," 
Johanna said flatly. "His screams were worse than actually being 
tortured." It was as though Johanna had been transported back to the 
Capitol's jail cells and Katniss was watching from the sidelines. 
"They'd come in to get him, he'd always fight them too. | used to tell 
him to stop. Just go with them, but he fought anyway. The cells would 
be quiet for a little while...too quiet, then Peeta would let out a 
bloodcurdling scream from somewhere, and it would rip right through 
me. By the time he'd come back they'd have to drag him to his cell. 
You could see where they beat him...where they shoved the tubes into 
his arm so they could pump those drugs into him, and he'd just curl up 
in a little ball, hugging his knees to his chest and moving his lips...| 
never knew what he was trying to say to me, but he wouldn't stop 
moving his lips." 


"It was me," Katniss stared at a spot on the floor filled with a 
combination of hatred and guilt. "He was talking to me." 


"Maybe," Johanna shirked her shoulder. "He was losing his memory of 
you so I'd tell him stories about Princess Fireball and Prince 
Cinnamon Buns. Eventually he'd stare at me...his legs would 
straighten out...he'd stop clutching himself, and he'd start talking to me 
again and not just moving his lips." 


The elevator's doors opened up on the hospital floor. Johanna 
stepped out first followed by Katniss who turned to the shocked 
cameraman and said, "You can go now. l'm here. Tell Effie I'm fine." 


He gave her a nod and stepped back into the elevator. "Johanna," 
Katniss called quietly to her before she walked away. "Do you think 
he's okay?" 


"Yeah. Nothing is going to get through that uniform. Portia, Cinna and 
Beetee saw to that." 


Katniss gave her head a little nod and followed Johanna's footsteps 
down the hall. She didn't say a word while she got a quick exam to 
make sure the baby was okay. She listened along with everyone else 
when banana nut's heartbeat filled the room, and began moving her 
lips the second her doctor and family left the room. "Johanna says 
you're fine. Everyone says you're fine, and I'm trying to believe 
them..." Katniss lay her head on the pillow and curled onto her side, 
"Is it weird that | believe Johanna more than anyone else? She seems 
to know things about you that | don't." She ran her hand over the cool 
pillow and pretended it was Peeta's hair. "You'll be here soon. Prim 
said they got an update on you and they have to bring you into 
surgery, but they should be able to stop the internal bleeding. I'm 
trying not to worry. Keep telling myself you're strong. You can get 
through this, and so can I. If | worry, my blood pressure will go up and 
| haven't had a problem with it for weeks. | sure as hell don't want to 
have that problem now. You'll probably get more pissed at me for 
worrying about you, then at that guy for shooting you," this thought 
brought a hint of a smile to Katniss lips. Peeta was so forgiving, he'd 
probably offer to sit down and talk with the man that shot him in an 
attempt to make peace. 


Her eyes flashed to the clock, it had been over three hours since 
Peeta had been injured. "You should be here any minute now." She 
closed her eyes and held her breath telling herself to stay calm. Her 
insides began trembling, her palms began sweating, and her brain 
began going to a place she needed to stay away from. 'He's dead. 


They're just saying he's alive so | won't freak out. He was shot. Of 
course he's dead. Stop it! Stop thinking the worst!’ 


"Hey fireball," Johanna threw the curtain open that separated them. 
"Want to go wait by the elevator? Lying here like this is making me 
think, and | hate thinking." 


"Yeah," Katniss threw her legs over the bed and left her robe behind. 
She and Johanna paced back and forth by the elevator until the 
hospital staff ran towards it. "He must be here," Katniss bit her bottom 
lip for the umpteenth time that night. 


"Stand back," someone ordered them, but Katniss paid no attention to 
it. She didn't hear the doctors and nurses calling out for medications, 
or specific equipment. She ignored the other family that waited for 
their son who had taken a stray bullet during a battle. In her head all 
she could hear was the whooshing sound of their baby's heartbeat 
providing a rhythm for her tapping foot and the rocking her upper body 
had begun to do. Whoosh, whoosh, whoosh, 'Peeta's been shot.’ 
Whoosh, whoosh, whoosh, ‘Please be alive.' Her breath caught in her 
chest when the elevator doors opened to reveal three gurneys, one of 
which held Peeta. Katniss stood there waiting, not wanting to get in 
the way of the doctors who were trying to keep him alive. Dr. Valero 
started talking to Peeta, announcing that he had come to and asked 
him if he knew what had happened to him. 


"| got shot," he answered and Katniss felt her heart leap into her throat 
at the sound of his voice. 


"Yes. We're bringing you into surgery right now, but someone wants to 
see you first," Dr. Valero motioned for Katniss to come forward. 


She had been waiting for so long to see him again, to feel his hand in 
hers, and when she saw him her heart broke. He was pale from what 


she assumed was blood loss, thinner than when he had left, and the 
sparkle that filled his eyes had dulled to emptiness. "You better not 
die, Mellark," Katniss did her best to keep her emotions in check. "I 
mean it. If you die, I'll kill you myself," she bent down and placed her 
lips against his cheek, whispering, "I need you Peeta." She gave him a 
soft kiss on the lips. There was a catch in her chest when she said, 
"Banana nut and | need you." She could feel his lashes brush across 
her cheek as his eyes closed. "I love you," her attempt to be brave 
failed miserably as her voice cracked, "I love you so much, Peeta. So 
much. You have to stay with me, okay?" Katniss lifted her face from 
his and saw that he was unconscious. "Regina," she turned to her 
friend, but needed the doctor. "Save him." 


"| will," she clutched Katniss hand and said, "He's not going to die on 
my table." Regina yelled out, "Move him! Go! Go!" 


Katniss stayed back and watched as the group of medical 
professionals swarmed around Peeta's gurney, pushing him into 
surgery. "I'm going in with them," her mother's quiet voice spoke from 
behind Katniss. "Prim will be in an operating room with one of the 
other injured men, but I'm going in with Peeta. They won't allow me to 
help with the surgery, but | can watch and keep you up to date." 


"Thanks mom," Katniss wiped at the tears that had begun to drip down 
her cheeks. Peeta's life was out of her hands. Katniss felt a 
helplessness deep inside of her that hadn't been there since she saw 
Peeta with the group of Careers. 


"He's going to be fine, you know." Johanna said it like she knew 
something Katniss didn't. "He's too cocky to let someone kill him after 
making such a monumental speech." 


An image of Peeta grinning from ear to ear the day they got stuck in 
the elevator flashed through Katniss mind. 


"Aw come on, Katniss. You know you like me." Peeta said to her. 


"No | don't." She walked to the opposite corner of the elevator from 
him. 


"Sure you do." He moved in closer to her. "I'm charming." He gave her 
a smile to match. 


"You're annoying." Her resolve was slowly melting and it frightened 
her. 


"I'm funny." 

"Cocky is more like it." She lifted her eyebrow. 
"Sure of myself," he corrected. 

"Sure of himself," Katniss said quietly. 


"You say sure of himself, | say cocky," Johanna smirked. "Either way, 
the kid's too damn stubborn to let something as minor as a gunshot 
take him out." 


"Yeah," Katniss let her mind wander. "I think you're right, Johanna." 


"What the hell were you thinking?" Peeta could make Gale's features 
out leaning over him. "Geez. | might want you out of her life, but | don't 
want you dead. At least | don't think | do." Peeta let his eyes drift to 
the side noticing clouds filling the little window of the hovercraft and 
then the clouds began to fill his head. 


"Haymitch, talk to Coin. Convince her that this is the wrong thing to 
do," Peeta pleaded with his mentor. "We can't trap those people down 
there for hours on end letting them suffocate to death.” 


"Kid, there's nothing more | can say. Plutarch and I both tried to talk 
some sense into her, but Gale's got her convinced that this is the best 
plan." Haymitch put a hand on Peeta's shoulder. "Sorry, kid." 


"Then I'll talk to her," Peeta stood straight up. "Can someone get her 
on the phone for me?" 


"Won't do you any good, boy. Coin's determined to follow through with 
Gale's plan." 


"Well I have to try!" Peeta hated what they were about to do. "It's 
wrong Haymitch!" 


"I'll try to get Plutarch to open up a line for you, but you're wasting your 
breath." 


Peeta tried his best when he spoke with President Coin. He tried to 
convince her that trapping all of those people from Two inside of the 
Nut and letting them meet a slow death was more than cruel, it was 
unnecessary and barbaric, but Haymitch had been right. Peeta's 
words fell on Coin's deaf ears. He tried once more to reason with 
Gale, "Are you going to be able to live with yourself after doing this?" 


Gale stood toe to toe with Peeta. "I was there when they dropped 
those firebombs on Twelve. | saw our neighbors die...burn to death at 
the hand of these people, so yeah...l'm gonna sleep just fine at night 
after blowing their asses to kingdom come." 


"Will you?" Peeta was seeing a side of Gale he wished he never had. 
"Your father...Katniss' dad, were both killed in a mine explosion. | saw 
what happened to Katniss' mother after that. What Katniss went 
through. How can you put others through something like that after 
going through it yourself?" Peeta tried his best to reason with Gale's 
compassionate side. 


"You have no clue what it's like to lose your parent in an explosion, 
Peeta, so don't try to..." 


"Don't I?" His brows shot up. "I lost my mother and both my brothers 
to those firebombs, Gale." 


"Don't try and compare your pathetic excuse for a mother to my 
father," Gale said harshly. "My dad was a great man. Your mom 
was..." 


"She was a horrible parent," Peeta admitted, "but that doesn't mean 
she deserved to die the way she did." He glared at Gale. "Don't stand 
there and tell me your father deserved to live but my mother didn't. 
The woman may not have been mother of the year, but | loved her." 


"Sure you did. That's why you call Effie mom, right?" 


Peeta took a step back from Gale and asked, "What happened to 
you? | can understand hatred towards the Capitol, hell | can't stand 
Snow, but this..." Peeta gestured towards the Nut, "...this is coming 
from an inhumane place inside of you that I never knew existed." 


"Considering you barely remember me, that's not saying much," Gale 
said in a low voice. "It doesn't matter what you or | think anymore. 
Coin agrees with my plan, and we're blowing up the Nut. If those 
people have a few hours to sit and think about their actions and why 
they're being put through a slow and painful death, good for them. | 
hope they rot in hell," Gale spat out. 


"Kid," Haymitch put his hand on Peeta's shoulder, preventing him from 
going after Gale. "Plutarch's getting Katniss on the phone for you." 


Peeta stared at Gale's back as it disappeared through the crowd of 
soldiers then headed for the phone. 


"He's coming to," a voice called out. "Peeta, do you know what 
happened to you?" 


‘What happened?’ He tried to piece together his last thoughts. "You 
were trying to talk the people of Two into joining the rebellion. There 
was a man with a gun pointed at you. Did he shoot you? No. No. The 
shot came from somewhere in the crowd.' "| was shot," he said 
gravely. 


"Yes. We're bringing you into surgery right now, but someone wants to 
see you first." 


"lam not posing for you," Katniss scowled at Peeta from under the 
oak tree. 


"Why not?" He asked her in a voice that could melt the most frigid of 
hearts. "All you have to do is sit there and let me sketch you." 


"Now I know why Moaning Lisa had that look on her face." Katniss 
grimaced as she sat with her back against the bark of the tree. 


"It's Mona Lisa, not Moaning," Peeta chuckled. 


"Moaning sounds more appropriate to me," she gave him a look made 
of stone. 


"That's perfect. Don't move," Peeta pulled out a piece of paper and 
pencil and began sketching her. 


"Aw come on," she complained but didn't move. "You're seriously 
going to sketch my bad mood?" 


"Oh, Katniss," Peeta stopped for all of a second before explaining to 
her, "What you call a bad mood, | call pure Katniss. That hard shell 
you never let anyone penetrate is remarkable, yet somehow you've 
allowed me to see what's beneath it." He continued to sketch her. "I 
think your tough exterior makes you the fascinating girl that you are." 


"I think you're full of it," she hadn't meant to grin, but she did. 


"There," Peeta's eyes lit up. "That's what | mean." He got up on his 
knees and took her chin in his hand. "No one gets to see this girl," she 
instantly got lost in the large pools of blue staring at her. "Is she here 
for me? Did this sweet girl peek her head out from beneath the stones 
to melt my heart?" His gaze delved into her eyes as he spoke in a 
hushed tone, "My sweet girl." Katniss let out a soft sigh and 


immediately chastised herself for showing such vulnerability. "She's 
gone now," Peeta grinned at her again, sat down and picked up his 
pencil and paper. "She takes my breath away when she shows up," he 
held her inquisitive gaze. "But this girl...the one that's always on the 
defensive, she is just as intriguing to me. She's the one that kept me 
so interested all those years." 


"Stop talking about me that way. It's weird," Katniss wanted to lean 
back, but held her pose for Peeta. "Why did you?" 


"Why did I what?" 


"Why'd you stay interested in me for so long? | mean...we didn't talk, 
barely looked at each other." 


"Correction," he pointed the tip of his pencil at her, "I looked at you all 
the time, you just didn't catch me at it." His satisfied grin had her 
smiling. 


"You're nothing like | thought you'd be." 


"You thought about what I'd be like?" He stopped sketching and stared 
at her. 


Katniss wasn't sure how to answer him. "No...well...yes, but not like..." 
she could feel the heat radiating off of her cheeks and knew she was 
blushing "| may have been curious about you, but no more than any 
other person in our class," she lied through her teeth. 


"Like Kara Ellington?" 


"Who?" She had no idea who that was. 


"Or Bradley Stamp?" Peeta began naming off their classmates and 
Katniss had no idea who the majority of them were. "Reva Foxx? Polly 
Creighton? Wallace Frank?" 


"Wallace Frank!" She exclaimed. "I know him...well | know his name. | 
always thought it was weird that he had a last name as a first name, 
and a first name as a last." 


Peeta set his partially drawn sketch down on the ground and crawled 
across the hard earth towards her. "Katniss, you have never been 
curious about anyone in our class," his voice caused the hairs on the 
back of her neck to stand. "Yet you were curious about me." He 
whispered in her ear and let his lips linger there, "Why?" 


Katniss let out the breath she had been holding, closed her eyes and 
lifted her hands to his shoulders. "Peeta Mellark. The boy with the 
bread," she said quietly. "That's how I thought of you." 


He kissed her cheek and knelt in front of her. "Because | work at the 
bakery?" 


She should have taken the opportunity to thank him for throwing her 
the bread in the rain when they were eleven right then, but Katniss still 
didn't know how to face that part of her life. She had no clue how to let 
him know all that he did for her by performing that simple gesture. 
"Yes," she cradled his cheek in her hand. "Because you work at the 
bakery." 


"Katniss, l'm so glad you said yes to me in that elevator," he brushed a 
few loose hairs away from her eyes. 


"Me too," she leaned her forehead against his. 


"Sometimes | wonder why you Said yes to me that day." 


"It was that cocky smile of yours," she gave him a tiny grin. "It kind of 
does something to my insides." 


He guirked a brow, "Oh really?" Then flashed her the same self 
assured smile. "I'll have to remember that Miss. Everdeen." 


"Yes you will Mr. Mellark," her eyes flashed down to his lips then met 
his. She wanted terribly for him to finally take the first step and kiss 
her, instead he brushed the tip of his nose against hers and sighed out 
her name. 


"Katniss. Katniss..." 


"Katniss. Katniss. Hey, brainless," Johanna shook her by the upper 
arm. "Welcome back." 


"Sorry," Katniss had no idea when she arrived in the hospital room or 
how long they had been there. "Did something happen?" 


"Effie's packed her crap and took off with Haymitch back to his 
quarters." Johanna shuddered. "I could live the rest of my life without 
imagining their reunion." 


"Effie was here?" 


"So was Haymitch," Johanna answered. "They tried to get your 
attention, but you were somewhere lost in space," Johanna let her 
hand float upward to accentuate her statement. "Gone to a land far far 
away." 


"| was just thinking about stuff," Katniss did a scan of the hospital 
room. "Any word yet?" 


"Nope." Johanna hopped up on her bed then made a grunting noise. 


"You should take it easy. You're not completely recovered you know." 


"Gee thanks for the update on my medical status," one of Johanna's 
eyelids drooped closed and she smirked. "This whole time | thought 
they were keeping me here because they hadn't quite finished building 
my five story mansion, not because | wasn't completely recovered." 
She stuck her legs out in front of her and let out a groan. "What the 
hell's taking them so long anyway?" 


"Don't know, but if anything serious was going on, my mom would 
have told us." At least Katniss hoped she would. "Seen my father in 
law at all?" 


Johanna shook her head. "Not since we first came in here. He said he 
was going to keep an eye on Prim while she was in surgery." She 
pointed at Katniss. "Your sister's kind of strange." 


"How so?" Katniss immediately went on the defensive. 


"She's like a forty year old woman in a kid's body. The chick gets her 
rocks off by watching people be operated on." Johanna made a face, " 
Blech. | could go without seeing people cut open and playing with their 
organs like toys." 


"My sister is a healer." A skill Katniss never quite mastered. 


"She's a lot like you. Does that whole stubborn stance and crosses her 
arms over her chest all the time," Johanna let out a little chuckle. 
"Finnick told me she's chewed Plutarch out a few times. Bet he loved 
that." 


Katniss couldn't’ hide her pleasure. "You should have seen her, 
Johanna. You would have loved it." Katniss gave her head a little tilt. "I 
actually think you would like my sister." 


"| do like your sister." This didn't really come as a surprise to Katniss. 
Most people liked Prim. "The girl's got guts, brains...she's everything 
you're not." 


"Yes she is," Katniss said with pride in her voice. "Prim is remarkable." 


"She reminds me of Peeta too. Even looks like him in a way." Johanna 
narrowed her vision towards Katniss. "You sure she's your sister and 
not his?" 


"Right? They both have merchant features." 
"Merchant features? What the hell is that?" 


Katniss explained the different sections of Twelve to Johanna and how 
people could recognize someone from Town and someone from the 
Seam. "That's why Gale and | look so much alike, and why my mom 
and Prim always stuck out like a sore thumb." 


"Hmm..." Johanna rested her head against the pillow. "Your...cousin," 
she paused. "He killed Hagar." 


"| Know," Katniss said quietly. Apologizing for Gale's actions didn't 
seem appropriate to Katniss. "He thought you were all in danger." 


"You don't have to explain why he did it. I'm not a complete idiot." She 
leaned up on her elbows and looked over the foot of the bed towards 
Katniss. "He might have pulled the trigger on the gun, but it was Snow 
that put us all in that position." 


"So you're not mad at Gale?" Katniss found this hard to believe. 


"I'm pissed as hell at him," Johanna clarified. "If | were healthier, I'd 
probably kill him myself, but..." she lay back down and threw her arm 
over her eyes, "...Hagar would get pretty pissed at me if | did 


something like that. He'd hate it if | murdered someone because he 
did his job." 


"You...had feelings for him, didn't you?" Peeta had told her that 
Johanna shared something with the Peacekeeper. 


"Ever meet someone and know you've found...a kindred spirit?" 
Katniss instantly thought of Peeta. "Of course | have." 


"He was a stiff, rigid ass of a Peacekeeper, but there was 
something...| don't know what, but he caused something in me 
to...to..." Johanna couldn't put it into words. 


"He made you feel again." 
Katniss had hit the nail on the head. "Yeah," Johanna admitted. 


"Peeta did that for me. He brought out something inside of me | never 
knew existed." 


"What would you have done if he died out there today?" Johanna 
asked then explained. "Not that | want buns to die or anything, 
but...how would you have dealt with it?" 


Katniss ran a hand over her protruding stomach and said, "I wouldn't 
have. | wouldn't want to live if he died." 


Johanna shook her head back and forth then sat up in bed. "Christ 
you two make me sick. It would be so easy to hate your guts. So 
damn easy. That whole...tacky romantic drama and your defender of 
the helpless act." She smirked. "Only it's not an act, which makes both 
of you even more unbearable." She turned to Katniss. "Please feel 
free to take this personally." 


"Maybe you should have been the Mockingjay. Bet you'd be good at 
it." 


"A hell of a lot better than you," Johanna declared. "No one would 
have had to feed me lines, and | sure as hell would have known better 
than to get knocked up," she pointed at Katniss' stomach. "You're such 
a dolt. What the hell are you going to do for this nation in that 
condition?" 


Katniss ran her hand over her abdomen. With a forlorn expression she 
agreed with her former ally. "Not much, | guess." 


"Not much is right!" Johanna got up and began walking back and forth 
in front of Katniss. "Did you even stop to think about this shit? And 
when you found out about it...why the hell didn't you put an end to the 
damn pregnancy?" 


"| didn't find out until right before | went into the arena," Katniss said. 


"Well, once you got out of the arena? Why didn't you end it then?" 
Johanna stood over her in an accusing stance. "What if we don't win 
this war, brainless? Then what? That kid is gonna be in the arena as 
soon as it can stand on its own two feet." 


Katniss could feel herself panicking. Johanna was voicing Katniss' 
worst fears. "You think | don't know that? You think | wa..." she sucked 
in a breath and grabbed at her stomach. "My God," she breathed out 
when she felt it. Her eyes grew wide, her jaw dropped. "Johanna," she 
looked up at the woman with concern in her eyes. 


"What's wrong? You need me to get the doc? Is the kid okay?" 
Suddenly Johanna was worried sick about Katniss and Peeta's baby. 
"What do you need me to do?" 


"Give me your hand," Katniss reached for it. 


"My hand?" Johanna stuck it out thinking Katniss had finally gone 
mad. "What the hell do you...holy shit." Johanna moved closer to 
Katniss and forgot to fight the look of pleasure spreading across her 
face. "Is that her?" 


"She's kicking," Katniss said of the thumping inside of her womb, 
pounding away at the flat of Johanna's hand. "She's kicking." 


"Holy shit," Johanna placed her other hand on Katniss stomach. "Well 
look at you," she spoke to the unborn child. "You're a fighter like your 
mom and dad, huh? Is this your way of telling me to shut the hell up?" 
Johanna lifted her eyes to Katniss, "Guess the kid didn't like what | 
was saying." 


They were silent for a few minutes, both of them just letting their 
thoughts fixate on the life that was currently making its presence 
known to Johanna until Katniss asked, "Did | do the right 
thing...staying pregnant? What if they take her? What if we lose the 
war and Snow puts her in the arena?" 


"Then you'll run," Johanna removed her hands and sat next to Katniss. 
"If we lose this war, you and Peeta...you'll run. Take that sister of yours 
and don't look back. Go build a house in the woods somewhere and 
raise your brats." Johanna turned her head to Katniss. "You've got to 
do that, okay?" She said with determination in her voice. "Promise me, 
if it looks like we're going to lose this war, you and Peeta will get the 
hell out of here. You'll leave everyone else behind. You won't be able 
to rescue everyone...you'll have to put your immediate family first, and 
go. You guys could survive out there." 


Katniss began nodding her head. "Yeah...we could, but how do | 
leave..." 


"Don't argue, Katniss!" Johanna snapped. "The second you found out 
about this kid, you became a mother, and moms do what they have to 
for their kids, so yeah...you're going to leave your friends...your 
parents...everyone and raise your sister and this baby away from 
civilization if we lose this war." 


"Okay," Katniss knew Johanna was right. "But they'll try to find us." 


"Then we'll fake your deaths. We'll figure out something to make the 
Capitol believe you're all dead. | don't care if we have to find some 
dead bodies to burn to a crisp and tell people it's you. We'll do it." 
Johanna glanced down at Katniss stomach. "They can't have her. 
Don't let them get her." 


"Thank you, Johanna," Katniss said in a barely audible whisper. 


Johanna nodded her head once then stared at the clock. Five minutes 
passed. Ten. Twenty. "Keeping her was the brave thing to do." She 
stood up to leave the room. "That's why you're the Mockingjay and I'm 
not. You and Peeta look at this baby and see a hopeful future. 
Whereas, I'd look at my own pregnancy as a pain in the ass and an 
inconvenience." She took a few steps away from Katniss, "You did the 
right thing by keeping her," and then headed for the exit. "Oh...it's 
you," she said to Gale who was standing in the doorway. 


"Yeah," he said warily. 


"The murderer of Peacekeepers," Johanna said viciously. "Too bad | 
hate you. | could have had a great time playing with you," she 
captured Gale's chin in her hand and gave his face some scrutinizing. 
"Gotta give it to you Mockingjay, you sure get the gorgeous ones." 


Katniss rolled her eyes at Johanna then clamped her lips shut when 
she watched the woman hold up her hands like a picture frame and 


stare at Gale's butt. "Not as good as Peeta's," Johanna mouthed to 
her then left. 


"That woman is scary," Gale said with absolutely no fear in his voice. 
"So...heard anything yet?" 


"Not yet," Katniss pulled her robe on and covered her stomach. 
"You've grown," Gale glanced down at her. 

"That has a tendency to happen when you're pregnant." 

"She kick yet?" 


"No," Katniss lied for some reason. Maybe she didn't want him to ask 
to feel it, but she wasn't ready to share this new bit of information. 
"Effie says she's waiting for Peeta." 


"Smart baby." Gale stared straight ahead then said, "Look 
Catnip...Peeta's probably going to tell you some things, and | 
thought..." he turned to face her, "...| need you to hear my side of the 
story." 


"About what happened to the Nut?" Katniss knew this was weighing 
heavily on Peeta's conscience. 


"Yeah," Gale nodded. "We did what was necessary to win Two. The 
Nut had to come down." 


"| saw the propos earlier." Katniss remembered thinking how grateful 
she was that Peeta and Gale hadn't gotten caught in the avalanche 
that started. "The avalanche was caused by bombs, right?" 


Gale gave his head a bob. "It was the only thing | could think of to 
block all the entrances at once." 


"Didn't it block the ventilation system too?" Katniss asked. 


"Yeah," Gale answered. "It prevented our enemies from coming out 
and attacking us. Trapped them inside so..." 


"You trapped those people intentionally?" Now Katniss understood 
why Peeta was so bothered by what they had done. "Gale, how many 
people were in there?" 


"| don't know. It doesn't matter," he said harshly. "Five or five 
thousand...wouldn't make a damn bit of difference. They're our 
enemy." 


"Because Snow said so!" Katniss could hear Peeta's speech to the 
people of Two in her head. She now understood why he said what he 
said, and set his weapons down. "Those people could have been 
forced to be in those mines! They could have been like our dads!" 


"Don't!" Gale stood up and slammed his fist into the wall. "I don't need 
to hear this shit from you too! Figures you'd side with Peeta." 


"| haven't even talked to Peeta about this, but yeah...I'm not too 
thrilled with killing a bunch of innocent people. They could have had 
families...children waiting for them to come home." Katniss could see 
herself racing towards Prim's classroom when the sirens sounded, 
telling their district that there was a mining accident. She remembered 
standing outside all night long with her mother and Prim waiting for the 
elevator doors to open up and her father to walk out, but it never 
happened. The pain she felt when the last elevator came up and her 
father wasn't on it was one of the worst feelings of her life, and she 
didn't wish that on anyone. "What did you do, Gale?" She reached out 
and touched his hand. "Why would you put those people through what 
we went through?" 


Gale's hard face never cracked. "They deserved to die. Those people 
bombed Twelve. They needed to pay for that." Katniss let out a burst 
of air and wondered when Gale turned so hard. If he had always been 
this way, or if he was progressively getting worse the longer the war 
went on. "| suppose now you think I'm some sort of monster. That I'm 
heartless." 


"| Know you're not." Over the years he had shown her parts of himself 
he hid from other people. A softer, happier part of his personality. "I 
won't tell people your secret though." She attempted to lighten the 
mood that was growing out of control between them. 


Katniss almost jumped back when Gale reached out his hand for her 
cheek and brushed it. "What difference is there between crushing our 
enemy in a mine or blowing them out of the sky with one of Beetee's 

arrows? The results are the same, Catnip." 


She lifted her hand and removed his from her face. "We were under 
attack in Eight...the hospital was under attack." 


"And those hoverplanes came from District Two," Gale said to her like 
she was an idiot. "By taking down the Nut and the people in it, we 
prevented further attacks." 


"Gale, that kind of thinking is dangerous," and sickening as far as 
Katniss was concerned. "You could turn that into an argument for 
killing anyone at any time. Hell, you could even justify sending children 
into an arena to prevent the districts from getting out of line." 


Gale gave his eyes a little roll. "I don't buy that for a second." 


"| do." Katniss tried to make him understand. "Maybe it was the trips 
into the arena that makes me think that way, but Gale...there is no 
justifying the murder of all of those people. Johanna said we had 


undercover rebels in there. Did you even stop to think about them? 
That you'd be killing them." 


"Who cares!?" Gale began pacing back and forth. "If it were me...if | 
were in there, I'd gladly lay down my life. It would be a small price to 
pay for winning." 


"And who is winning!?" Katniss got up and stood in his path. "Who 
won out there when you blew up that mountain? Who won when 
Twelve was hit with firebombs? I'll tell you who. Snow! Snow is the 
only one winning every single time we kill someone from another 
district." 


"Christ, you're even sounding like Peeta now," Gale said disgustingly. 


"Good!" It was probably one of the most complimentary things anyone 
had ever said to her regardless of whether or not Gale meant it as an 
insult. "That's because he's right. Peeta was right, Gale," her voice got 
softer. "We can't keep killing each other or there won't be anyone left 
to fight for." 


"We don't have to worry about that anymore," Gale sat back down. 
"We won Two. After Peeta got shot the people that did escape from 
the Nut killed Snow's men." Gale grinned and a chill shot down 
Katniss' spine. "We just stood back and watched. Didn't have to lift a 
finger to help them." 


"More deaths," she could almost smell the stench of blood. 


He let out a little chuckle which caused goosebumps to spread across 
her skin. "The whole country just sat by and watched as Two was 
brought to its knees." 


"Well, that's what they do best." Katniss took a seat. "Sit back and 
watch." 


"So you hate me now or what?" Gale reached out and took her limp 
hand in his. 


"No." She understood why he came up with the plan to take down the 
Nut. "I just disagree with your choices." 


"Fine. We know how to disagree," Gale gave her hand a squeeze. 


"We've always known how to do that," Katniss stared at their joined 
hands. "Gale," she had a hint of warning in her voice. 


"| missed you, Catnip." He lifted her hand to his face and rubbed it 
against the stubble that had grown in. "I kept wondering if you were 
thinking of me. Did you?" He stared longingly into her eyes. "Did you 
think about me while | was gone?" 


"Don't do this," Katniss pulled her hand from his grip but he wouldn't 
let go. "Gale, | thought we moved past this." 


"Being so close to death makes a man take stock of his life. | realized 
while | was in Two how much | cared about you, and that it wasn't 
going to go away. | want you in my life Katniss, and not as a friend." 


"Gale," Katniss yanked at her hand and got him to release her. "Look 
at me," she gestured towards her body. "I'm pregnant with Peeta’'s 
baby. I'm married to him." 


"| don't care. Say the word and I'll raise that baby like it was my own." 


"Stop it," Katniss held her hands up in front of herself. 


"You can't tell me that you don't have feelings for me," he knelt down 
in front of her and put his hands on her knees. "I know you do. | know 
you love me." 


"As a friend, which I'm seriously reconsidering at the moment." 


"No you're not," he gave her a boyish grin. "You're probably wondering 
what it would feel like if | kissed you right now." 


"No. I'm wondering how I'm going to get it through your thick skull that 
| don't want anything more than friendship with you." 


"You love me, Catnip. | know you do," Gale said softly. 


Katniss squinted at him and gave it some thought. Did she love him? 
Did she have some sort of feelings for him that even she wasn't aware 
of? She thought of their time spent together and the few kisses they 
had shared. "Oh Gale," she said tenderly. "| do love you, but not in the 
way you want me to." 


"Why can't you just try and give us a chance? | know you say you're 
married, but no one's seen those papers you two said you signed. 
Even Peeta doesn't remember what he did with them. Plus you have 
no clue about other guys, Katniss. You've only been with Peeta. You 
should really have someone to compare him to, and I'm volunteering," 
he said flirtatiously. "I think you're staying with Peeta out of obligation. 
You're having his kid, he got captured in the arena and tortured by 
Snow, the whole country thinks you two are madly in love..." 


"That's because we are," Katniss finally found the courage to do what 
was needed. "Gale, I'm going to say this one more time, and after that 
| don't ever want to discuss it again." She lifted his hands off of her 
knees and captured his face in her hands so he could look into her 
eyes. "My name is Katniss Mellark. | am the wife of Peeta Mellark. | 


am having Peeta's baby, and | am in love...head over heels, flop your 
stomach around, take your breath away love, with my husband. | do 
not need to compare him to anyone, because there is no comparison, 
and | will no longer blow off your attempts at furthering our 
relationship. If you can't accept that we're only friends, then | won't be 
your friend anymore. | will put an end to this once and for all. So you 
tell me right now, are you going to continually ignore what's right in 
front of your eyes and try to hit on me, or are you going to accept the 
fact that I'm happily married and have given myself to Peeta?" 


"Didn't you even think of me while | was gone?" He asked pathetically. 


"| wondered how my friend was doing, but other than that..." she let 
her sentence trail off not wanting to further hurt his feelings. 


"| kept thinking while | was gone, what if | had made a move before 
Peeta had? What if | was the one that asked you out first?" He 
glanced at her and she knew it was to see her reaction. "Have you 
ever thought about that? What you would have said if | asked you 
out?" 


"No," she shook her head. "It would be pointless so why bother?" 


"But it's not pointless, Catnip. Don't you see? You could be with me 
right now. That could be my kid. Actually," he let out a little guffaw, "| 
would have known better than to get you pregnant." 


"Don't do that," Katniss glared at him. "Don't wish this baby away, 
Gale. Peeta and | love her, and even knowing what | do now, | 
wouldn't change a thing." 


"Okay, so it would be my kid you were carrying," he played their verbal 
sparring off. "Think about it, Catnip. You know you and | would be 
perfect together." She did think about it for all of a second. Would she 


and Gale have made a good pairing? Or would they constantly be at 
each other's throats? "I'm not telling you to leave Peeta. I'm asking 
you to consider your options, and really think about this. We're talking 
about the rest of your life here, and maybe you and Peeta share 
something right now, going through the Games and all, but before that 
what did you have in common with him? Nothing, that's what. What 
will be left when the Games are just a bad memory?" 


Katniss stared at the clock, watched the minutes tick by one by one, 
avoiding Gale's startling revelation. "I'm married," she said with no 
signs of emotion in her voice. "We're having a baby." 


"Think about who you want to raise that baby with, Katniss," Gale said 
it like it was a warning. "Really think about it, and if your answer is 
Peeta, then I'll walk away, no questions asked, but if there's even an 
inkling of something between you and me...I think we deserve a 
chance." 


She had known him for years, shared her secrets with him, and up 
until Peeta came along, Gale was the only person she ever trusted. 
She lifted her eyes to his and felt something shoot through her. Pain? 
Regret? Love? Katniss lifted her hand to Gale's cheek and caressed 
it, "You were always there for me." 


"| can still be here for you," he turned to her. "Let me be here for you, 
Katniss. Choose me." 


She lifted the corner of her lips in a small smile and said, "I love you, 
Gale. | can't deny that, but I'm in love with Peeta, and that's the 
difference." She dropped her hands to her sides. "Find someone else 
Gale. You deserve to find someone to love you the way | love 
Peeta..the way he loves me." Katniss ran her hand over the child in 
her belly. "One day you'll understand why l'm telling you this, and 


you'll see it was never a choice between you and him. Peeta and | 
were supposed to be." 


"So that's it, huh?" Gale looked down at his feet like a lost little boy. 


"That's it," Katniss confirmed. "I understand if you can't be my friend 
anymore." 


"| think Peeta would like that," Gale grinned at her. "But as for me...not 
so much." 


"I'm sorry, Gale." It would be the last time she'd ever apologize for 
putting him through this. 


"Hey, you can't blame a guy for trying," he shrugged it off. "Give Peeta 
my best. You'll understand if | don't come around to check on him." 
Katniss nodded. "Well...see ya around, Catnip." he lifted a hand and 
waved at her as he stepped from the room. 


"See ya, Gale," Katniss said to an empty room. As she watched Gale's 
back get smaller and smaller the further he walked down the hall, she 
knew no matter how hard they tried, one day very soon, she'd be 
saying goodbye to Gale for good. 


"We're bringing you into surgery right now, but someone wants to see 
you first." Dr. Valero said to him. 


Peeta began blinking rapidly when he saw Katniss standing over him. 
"You better not die, Mellark." She was putting on a brave face, but 
Peeta could tell she had been crying. "I mean it. If you die, I'll kill you 
myself," she whispered against his cheek before she placed a kiss 
there. "| need you Peeta." He closed his eyes and let her words sink 
in. "Banana nut and | need you." He felt the warmth of her lips press 
against his and a feeling of security washed through him. He would be 
okay now. Katniss and Maysilee were waiting for him, so he had to 
pull through. "I love you,” he heard her voice crack. "I lov..." Sleep 
enveloped him before she could even finish her sentence. 


"Have they told you about it?" Peeta asked Katniss about his 
upcoming mission as they spoke on the phone. 


"Only that Gale came up with a way to defeat the Nut," she answered. 
He wanted to tell her what Gale's plan entailed, even thought maybe 
she could convince him it was the wrong thing to do, but then she 
said, "I'm sure whatever it is you have to do out there is for the best. 
The sooner this war is over, the sooner we can all get on with our 
lives." 


"Yeah," he said quietly. "Suppose so." 
"Peeta? Are you okay?" 


He forced himself to sound more upbeat. "Yeah. Sure | am. Just 
missing you two, that's all." 


"Go complete your mission and come home to us," he could hear her 
trying to sound encouraging. "I just want you to come home. Actually, | 
want to be there with you. | hate that you left me behind." 


"It's not like you could go out into battle carrying banana nut, Katniss." 


"Why not?" She sounded like she was pouting. "That uniform would 
protect me." 


"Are you seriously telling me you'd be willing to put our baby in 
danger? That you'd trust a uniform to keep her safe?" 


"No," Katniss answered quickly. "I'd trust you to keep us safe." 
Peeta grinned. "Can't argue with that one." 
"Didn't think you could." 


Peeta's heart felt like it was about to crumble into little bits. Not only 
because he missed Katniss and the baby, but because of what he was 
about to do on this mission. "Katniss, tell me something happy." 


"Mmmm," she paused then said, "Wrap your arms around yourself." 
He did what she asked. "Now squeeze. We're holding you, Peeta." 


" wish you were. | bet you could warm me up." 
"Are you cold?" 


"I've been chilled to the bone since our hovercraft landed in Two," 
Peeta gave himself a shiver. 


"When you come back I'll warm you up." 
"Promise?" He asked. 
"Promise," she answered. 


"How?" The chills had become a permanent part of his life as of late. 
Even when the people that volunteered their homes at night to keep 


him safe, lit a fire for him, Peeta couldn't get rid of the icy feeling in his 
bones. 


"l'Il curl up with you in front of a fire and wrap one of our down quilts 
around us." 


He let his head sink down, "I don't think that will work." He didn't think 
anything could possibly bring heat back to his limbs. 


"Then I'll use body heat." Katniss let out a sigh. "There's nothing like 
body heat to combat the chills." 


"Body heat, huh?" He imagined her curling up under the blankets with 
him using her flesh as a source of heat. "I like the idea of that." 


"Me too," she said softly. "All you have to do is finish your mission and 
come home to us Peeta." 


His mission... "I will, Katniss.” He closed his eyes tightly. "Are you 
Squeezing yourself?" 


"lam now," she answered. 
"I love you, Katniss. Both of you so much." 
"We love you too, Peeta. We'll be waiting for you." 


Something was tapping on his hip. Peeta opened up his eyes and took 
his surroundings in. A dark hospital room, a curtain pulled around one 
side of his bed. There was an IV of something hanging up next to him, 
but the tube went under the curtain, not into him. The light tapping 
started again and Peeta looked downward. "Katniss," he whispered 
when he saw her sleeping next to him. She was laying on her side 
with her arms and legs wrapped around him and she wasn't wearing a 
stitch of clothing. The only thing covering him was a small bandage 


and some boxers. "Body heat," Peeta smiled to himself and let his 
hand trail down her bare back. 'What is that?' He asked himself when 
he felt the thumping again, thinking Katniss' hand was jerking in her 
sleep. Peeta lifted the covers and looked beneath. Katniss' belly was 
pressing up against him. He placed his hand on her stomach and less 
than a minute later, like a guest knocking on a front door, Maysilee 
rapped at her father's hand. "Maysee," he whispered to his daughter. 


"Welcome home," he felt Katniss place a kiss against his right 
shoulder. 


"She's kicking," his voice was quiet yet filled with excitement. 


"She knows her daddy is home," Katniss let out a sigh of relief. "You're 
home," it came out like a prayer that had been answered. 


Peeta lifted his left arm to put it around her and let out a little grunt 
wishing he had something for the pain. "Damn, how bad was that 
gunshot?" 


"It didn't get through the uniform." Katniss curled closer to him when 
his body shuddered and she began rubbing her hands and legs up 
and down his skin. "The force of the gunshot did something to your 
spleen and caused some internal bleeding. The doctors in Two have 
limited resources and were unable to detect it. " She ran her fingers 
through his hair, grateful that the damage hadn't been worse or he 
never would have made it back to Thirteen alive. Regina had 
explained to Katniss that it was a slow bleed, but the loss of blood, the 
impact of the gunshot, and the sheer exhaustion Peeta had been 
going through made it difficult for him to stay conscious. "You've got 
some badly bruised ribs and they had to remove your spleen, but 
Regina said you don't need one so don't worry about that." 


Peeta let his eyes close and his head sink into his pillow with the feel 
of Katniss bringing warmth back to his flesh. "You're naked," he rolled 
his face towards hers. 


"You've been gone for weeks, the baby just kicked you, | told you that 
you had internal bleeding and your spleen removed and all you can 
say is, 'You're naked?" 


"Well you are," Peeta gave her a mischievous grin. "It's kind of hard 
not to notice that." 


Katniss scowled at him and said, "I can put my clothes back on if it's 
that much of a distraction, but you won't be nearly as warm." 


"Oh no," a playful gleam glinted in his eyes, "don't get dressed on my 
account. In fact, | think we should become nudists. We'll just live life 
with no clothes on." Katniss arched a brow and smirked at him. "Of 
course, we'd have to spend every minute behind closed doors 
because | never want anyone looking at you." 


She let out a little burst of laughter and asked, "How will | hunt nude?" 


"Okay...we'll be nudists when we're home, but normal people when we 
have to leave the house," he suggested. 


"What if we have company over?" 


"Okay," Peeta quickly changed the rules of their lifestyle once again, 
"nudists when it's just you and me at home...normal the rest of the 
time." 


"What about when Maysilee gets here," Katniss nuzzled her nose into 
his neck and placed a soft kiss against his throat. 


"You're not making this very easy," he lifted his arm and ignored the 
sharp pain just below his ribs, cupping her face in his hand. "I need 
something to look forward to during my recuperation." 


"| can give you something to look forward to," she let her eyes close 
when he placed his lips against hers. "Mmmm," she had been waiting 
for his kiss for far too long. "I love you," she said quietly into it. 


"| love you too," he whisperer back and reveled in the feel of her lips 
moving freely over his, her hands running up and down his torso, 
staying clear of the area where there was a small gauze bandage, and 
her leg that kept running up and down his. Peeta let his hand trail 
down Katniss' cheek, over her neck, down her shoulder and over her 
bulging torso. The feel of her hard stomach pressing into his hip, her 
chest flattened against the side of his body and her tongue playing 
with his between their opened mouths caused his insides to flame, 
warming him from the inside out. "Katniss," he said softly, "my sweet 
girl. I've missed you so much." 


"| love it when you call me that," she smiled tenderly into their nonstop 
kiss. "Don't leave me anymore." 


"| won't," he couldn't bear the thought of ever being without her again. 
"God," he pressed his lips against hers in a hard stamp, "I'm going to 

have to." He hated that he remembered what was next. "I have to go 

to the Capitol." 


"I'm going with you." 


Peeta pulled himself away from her and stared into her eyes, "No. You 
are not putting our baby in that kind of danger, Katniss." 


"The fighting has stopped, Peeta. Now that we have control over all 
the districts Coin called for the rebels to stop fighting. | guess she 


wants the people in the Capitol to go through their resources or 
something like that, and the districts need to gather their 
supplies...tend to their wounded... According to Effie, it'll be a little 
while before we attack the Capitol, so | might have given birth to 
banana nut by then." 


"And if you haven't?" Peeta asked accusingly. 


Katniss grit her teeth and said what she felt in her heart, "Then Beetee 
makes some adjustments on my uniform and | go anyway." 


"How can you do that? Even think that way, Katniss?" 


"It's better than us losing the war and her getting thrown into the 
arena," Katniss snapped at him. "That can happen you know. They 
could put her in the arena as soon as she turns twelve." 


"No," Peeta's whole face turned to sorrow. "She'll never see the inside 
of the arena." 


"You think we'll win the war?" Katniss asked hoping he'd say yes. 


"| don't know, Katniss, but | do know Snow won't put her in the arena." 
Peeta faced her and said, "He'd take her from us and raise her as his 
own. He told me that's what he was going to do with her when he held 
me captive. Guess he figures it'll cause us more pain to watch her live 
under his roof, calling him father than dying in the arena." 


"No," Katniss gasped. 


Peeta pressed a hard kiss against her forehead. "I know. | know," he 
choked out. "Don't worry. We won't let him have her." 


"Johanna says if it looks like we're going to lose the war that you and | 
should take the baby and Prim and run. That we should hide in the 
woods and raise them away from civilization." 


"Would you do that?" 


"Yes," she answered. "I'd hide in the deepest part of the woods, away 
from everyone and I'd never think about the people we had to leave 
behind, because | know they'd want us to stay alive...to keep our baby 
safe." 


"Then we'll do it," Peeta agreed. "We'll run." 


There was another option. "Peeta what happens if we do win the war? 
Do you think Coin is going to want us to hang around here?" 


"We'll go home. We'll live a quiet life, promise her we won't bother 
anyone or anything. She'd let us," he tried to say the last part 
convincingly but it came out riddled with fear. 


"| think she wants us dead." 


"Maybe we should just run no matter what the outcome of the war is," 
Peeta suggested sadly. 


"No. Maybe we could convince Coin to let us live in Twelve, out of the 
public eye." 


"| hope so," he gripped her back with the arm that had been tucked 
under her. "That's all | wanted the entire time | was gone...was to be 
home with you. The thing is...| didn't even remember what home 
looked like. All | knew was that it felt cozy...warm. | know | baked there 
and cooked. | remember washing clothes and the front door." Peeta 


held Katniss gaze, "| remember pressing you up against the front door 
and kissing you. You were wet from a storm | think." 


Katniss grinned at the memory. "We were both wet from the storm." 
"That happened?" 


"Real," she placed a soft kiss against his lips and held his face in her 
hands. "That was very real." 


"You tasted hot, but your skin was puckered from the cold rainwater." 
"Do you remember everything that happened?" 


"No," he searched his mind for it. "I just keep seeing you with water 
dripping from your braid and your eyes..." he looked into them, "they 
were as stormy as the clouds in the sky." 


"Do you want me to tell you what happened that night?" 


He remembered that they had argued prior to the kiss. "Do | want to 
know?" He furrowed his brow slightly. 


"Katniss took his hand and ran it over her stomach. "That happened." 


"Oh," Peeta let his hand rest against the baby and said again this time 
with more of a shocked tone in his voice, "Oh." 


Katniss let out a little giggle, "Maybe | should keep that memory to 
myself," she gave her brows a little wag. "I'd hate to influence your 
way of thinking when it comes to that part of our life." 


"No," Peeta said with his brows raised into his hairline, "Feel free to 
tell me all about it. Don't leave out any details either." 


Katniss let out a laugh and whispered into his ear, "Or we could just 
relive it." 


"Wow," Peeta said with a hint of teasing in his voice, "I did ask for 
something to look forward to after my recovery." 


"And | told you I'd give you something to look forward to." She leaned 
her lips to his ear and whispered something then placed a long 
lingering kiss against his lips. 


"Oh for Christ sake!" Johanna bellowed from behind the curtain she 
threw open. "Speak up! | can't hear what you're saying to him!" 


"Johanna?" Peeta looked over his left shoulder while Katniss hid her 
face in his chest. "What the hell are you doing over there?" He noticed 
his tube was hooked into her IV. "And why do you have my morphling 
drip?" 


"Weren't you going back to your old room?" Katniss growled at her. 


"They put that kid with the bullet in his shoulder in there so | came 
back here. He kept groaning in his sleep. It was very annoying." She 
lifted her chin to Peeta, "Hey there buns. Nice to see you alive and 
kicking...or should | say kissing. Christ, you two are like freaking 
rabbits. The guy just got out of surgery and you're already dry 
humping him." 


"Dear God," Katniss turned her face from Johanna's line of sight. 
"Be nice, Johanna," Peeta scolded her. 


"Nice isn't my thing. That's your thing," she pointed at Peeta. 
"So...what did she say to you? | couldn't hear." 


"If she wanted you to hear she would have said it louder, now quit 
being so rude and give me back my morphling." The pain was 
beginning to take his breath away. 


Johanna lifted up the hand Peeta's drip was hooked up to. "I think 
they're giving the rest of us patients the crap drugs and you the good 
stuff. This morphling seems to have a kick to it," she rested one arm 
behind her head. "Good stuff." 


Peeta and Katniss shared a knowing look. "You're siphoning the 
medication they use to counteract my hijacking, Johanna," Peeta said 
with a grin. "It's got proteins in it based on what they found in Katniss' 
bloodstream." 


"| call it my pregnancy proteins," Katniss bit her bottom lip then let out 
a laugh. 


"Jeeesus," Johanna looked down at her hand and said, "I'm not gonna 
start crying like a wussy now, am I? Oh God, is it going to turn me into 
a horn dog like the two of you?" She shrugged, "Eh...nothing new." 


"Johanna!" Peeta gave his head a shake. "Why do you have to be so 
disgusting?" 


"Comes naturally, buns." She gave her head a jerk then suggested to 
him, "Tell me what she said to you and I'll give you back your knocked 
up wonder drug." 


Peeta glared at her and said, "She said she'd give me something to 
look forward to." 


"| heard that part, brainless." 


If he hadn't been in so much pain he wouldn't have said a thing. "Sex. 
Hot sex, now give me my morphling." 


"Peeta!" Katniss gasped in embarrassment. 


"It's not like people don't know." He took the tube from Johanna and 
handed it to Katniss. "Can you put this back in, please?" 


"| cannot believe you told her," Katniss sat upward and grabbed the 
blanket to cover herself. 


"Yeah because that giant lump on your stomach is the result of eating 
watermelon seeds," Johanna closed the curtain between them and 
yelled out. "Keep your moans and groans down. I'm trying to sleep." 


"Oh my God," Katniss hid her face in Peeta's chest. "I didn't know she 
was there," she said quietly. 


"Sorry. | hurt." Peeta was quickly feeling the effects of his morphling 
drip. 


"| Know," she leaned over him and brushed the hair back from his 
forehead. "Go to sleep. Regina said they're going to make you get up 
in the morning and walk around, but for now you need to rest." 


"Rest," it sounded like a really good idea. "I love you, Katniss." Katniss 
placed her lips against his and felt his arm encircle her waste, 
pressing the baby between them who began pounding away at Peeta. 
"| love you too, banana nut." 


"| think she's happy you're back," Katniss rested her head against his 
shoulder. "I love you Peeta." It was the last happy thought she had 
that night. Her sleep was plagued with nightmares of the baby being 
taken from her and Peeta. Clove, pinning her down in the arena, trying 


to decide where to start cutting Katniss apart and choosing her 
stomach only this time Thresh hadn't been there to pull the girl off. 
Katniss could feel the knife slicing into her womb and hear the baby's 
cries from within as Clove pulled the blood covered infant out of her 
and handed the child off to Snow. Another dream had Katniss pushing 
the child out and the second the infant was flopping around in 
Regina's hands, Coin swooped in and took the baby. Every time the 
baby pounded at her stomach, Katniss quivered with fear. She was 
certain that she'd never hold the growing life within her. That the child 
would die, or be put to death. That Snow or Coin would take their baby 
away. With each day that passed, Katniss' fears grew stronger and 
stronger. One of the only things that appeased her were the daily 
walks she and Peeta took through the woods, the escape plans they 
had begun to make in secret in case they lost the war and the trip they 
made to Twelve the day before Finnick and Annie's wedding. 
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When last in D13 Peeta came home and was recovering from 
some wounds he got while fighting in D2. Katniss and Peeta were 
about to head back home to D12 and the wedding of Finnick and 
Annie was just around the corner. 


Yes, | am still trying to catch up on life. | rewrote this chapter four 
different times. For some reason | felt the need to rain down fluff 
on the world. The war is just around the corner, angst, grief, 
death...it's all just waiting to be written, and I really needed a little 
pick me up. There is a surprise in this chapter. Something | really 
wanted to give to two characters. Closure. You will see what I 
mean as you read it. 


Thank you for your patience, your kindness, the sweet emails 
wishing me well, and for sticking with me. That means more than 
anything to me. 


S and A you two are the best. As your lives grow increasingly 
busier you are still there for me. Thank you so much and thank 


you for sticking around even after this trilogy is over. | have the 
best betas in the world y'all. THE BEST! 


Please come on over to my tumbir page jamiesommers23 dot 
tumbir dot com and follow me. You will be privy to all the early 
updates and stuff like that. 


Now let's take a peek at what life is like in... 
Mockingjay: Broken Wings 


Each day passed by at a slow and steady pace. Each walk through 
the woods held a new experience. For Peeta the short walks were 
wondrous. Learning from Prim about the vegetation that surrounded 
him. Being taught how to walk gingerly and how to pick up the trail of 
wildlife from Katniss. Ultimately attempting to learn in a few short 
weeks what Katniss spent her entire life learning, how to survive off 
the land. These lessons were helping him to heal in more ways than 
one. 


"If we make an escape we'll head that way," Katniss pointed towards 
what Peeta determined was the northeast. "Everyone will expect us to 
head south because winter will be coming up on us soon, plus it's 
towards Twelve, but we won't go that way." 


"| thought Johanna said we should fake our deaths," Peeta was 
indulging Katniss in this fantasy of hers to run into the woods, but he 
knew they'd never escape. If they lost the war, he'd be dead. If they 
won the war then everything was sort of up in the air. Peeta hoped 
with all his might that Coin would allow he and Katniss to somehow go 
back to Twelve and rebuild a life there, but he had no clue how, or if 
the woman would even be open to it. He just didn't see a chance for 
them to escape without being detected. He was willing to follow 
Katniss anywhere, and if she came up with a plan, he'd follow her into 


the woods in the dead of winter, but how they'd do that if she were still 
pregnant or with a newborn baby, Peeta hadn't a clue. 


"We could fake our deaths, but they'd figure it out with a DNA scan. 
Unless we charred ourselves or had Regina manipulate the DNA, but 
that wouldn't be any good. The Capitol has our real DNA on file from 
the Games. No, Peeta. | think we're just going to have to risk it and 
make a run for it. We can try the whole ‘fake death’ thing, but | don't 
think it will work." Katniss gnawed at her bottom lip as they passed a 
bush Peeta didn't recognize. 


"What's this?" He lifted the bright red berry, was tempted to squeeze it 
to see what was inside, then thought better of it. "Looks almost like a 
holly bush." 


"Those are preenberries, very sweet, makes a great jam as long as 
you can stomach them." Katniss pulled a few from the bush very 
carefully by the stem, avoiding the berry completely. "Most people 
can't handle the acidic content of the berry, but some can and those 
that can will spend lots of money on preenberry jam. We don't have 
very many bushes of them in Twelve. | avoided them. My dad told me 
that if you touch the juice of the berry and it doesn't give you a rash, 
then you should be able to handle eating them. | was brave enough to 
touch them once, and my entire hand broke out in hives." 


With reluctant fingers, Peeta took the few berries from Katniss' hand 
and squeezed them between his fingers. "When do you get the rash?" 


"Peeta!" Katniss scolded him when she saw what he had done. "Well, 
it won't be long now. You'll either feel your skin itching immediately, or 
you won't." She took out a napkin and a bottle of water from the 
backpack carrying their lunch inside and handed it to him. "Wash it off 
really well." 


"Don't | need to leave it on here so I'll know if I'm going to have a 
reaction to it or not?" Peeta took the items from Katniss' hand, careful 
not to get the berries juice on her skin. 


"Do you itch?" 


"No." He poured some water over the juice and dried it with the 
napkin, then rinsed it again. "Should it be bothering me by now?" 


"Yeah." Katniss held up his hand by the cuff of his sleeve. "Looks like 
you can probably tolerate the berry, but | still wouldn't. Maybe if you're 
close to starvation and you have to." She studied him for a brief 
second and he wondered what she was thinking behind her curious 
expression. "You can't eat too many of them or you'll get very sick." 


"Like nightlock?" 


"No. Nightlock will kill you the second it hits your stomach, these will 
only make you wish you were dead." Katniss walked on and turned to 
look over her shoulder at Peeta. "Step in my footsteps, and try to 
remain on the balls of your feet. Don't press down with your heel, and 
if you can avoid using your toes... | know that might not be possible 
with your prosthetic, but if you could try that would be great." 


During his weeks of recovery, Peeta spent almost every minute with 
Katniss. The only times he left her side or she left his was during their 
visits with the head doctor, Dr. Brown, Regina insisted they start 
seeing and when Peeta was restless at night. 


The first time Katniss went in search of him she found him painting in 
another hospital room. The second time she didn't find him at all, and 
spent over an hour worrying about him until he finally showed up 
smelling of the familiar scents she associated with their kitchen at 
home, and his hands stained with food coloring. Katniss had a feeling 


he was spending his time relearning an old skill, but Peeta never said 
anything, and she never asked. He'd tell her when he was ready, she 
reasoned. After that she no longer sought him out in the wee hours of 
the morning unless she had a nightmare, which was happening more 
often than not depending on how much the baby kicked. 


You would think that the large lump taking over her body, the 
bi-monthly visits to Regina to check that her blood pressure wasn't 
causing a problem, and listening to the baby's heartbeat would be 
enough to remind Katniss about the ever present life that grew inside 
of her, but none of those things bothered her as much as the thumping 
of the child's limbs against her uterus wall. It wasn't so bad during the 
day. Peeta would place his palm on her stomach, it didn't matter 
where, and speak softly to their child. Within seconds the baby would 
rap against Katniss' belly, searching out her father's hand and then 
thumping at it with a steady beat as though Peeta's hand was a toy 
drum for her to play with. 


"Why do you think she does that, Katniss?" Peeta wondered about his 
daughter's reaction to his touch. "Think she knows it's me?" The 
hopeful sound in his voice left Katniss eager to answer. 


"Prim says she recognizes your voice and searches out the heat from 
your hand. The baby knows you're her daddy because you're the 
second most recognizable voice there is to her. I'm the first." Katniss 
grinned bashfully. 


"Lucky girl gets to hear you talking around the clock." Peeta held onto 
her hand and placed a kiss against the palm of it as he led her outside 
for their daily walk. "Do you sing to her?" He hoped she did. 


"Yes," she answered quietly while looking to the side, almost 
embarrassed to answer him though she didn't know why. 


"What do you sing to her?" Peeta asked with delight, hoping he could 
coax a song out of Katniss. 


"Just...some songs | know." 


"Will you sing one for me?" He waited while she thought it over. The 
seriousness in her eyes, her furrowed brow, all had him worrying that 
she'd say no, but they were without a camera that day, they hadn't had 
one on them since a week after Peeta's return where he showed the 
world his bruises and healing scar from the surgery, and Katniss 
showed everyone how much their child was growing. They had both 
been hesitant about the topics they were discussing on air, but there 
were rumors about Peeta being dead and Katniss having a 
miscarriage that needed to be quelled immediately. "It's been so long 
since I've heard you sing." He took her hands in his and held her 
gaze. 


This was why she was hesitant to tell him that she sang to their child, 
music was still difficult to face, but for some reason singing to 
Maysilee made her as happy as when she sang with her father. As 
she looked into Peeta's eyes she knew she couldn't deny him his 
simple request. "What do you want to hear?" 


Peeta shirked a shoulder, trying his best not to get overly emotional 
about her singing for him. Scaring her into silence was not on the 
menu. "Did you sing to her while | was gone?" 


"Yes," Katniss rubbed at her stomach thinking of the song her father 
had sung to her when she was a child. The song that used to bring 
tears to her eyes even before she understood its meaning. 


She remembered her mother getting angry with her father for teaching 
it to her. "Clay, why on earth do you sing that song to her before she 
goes to bed? It always makes her cry." 


"Eve my love," her father kissed her mother lightly on the lips, "one 
day she'll know what it is I'm singing to her and why, but if it makes 
you happy, | won't sing it around you anymore." 


"It'll make me happy if you don't sing it at all. Period," her mother 
swatted away at her father's playful hands when they reached around 
her back. "Stop it. Katniss is watching." 


"Good, then she'll know what love looks like and won't turn it away 
when it comes knocking on her door." Her father turned to her and 
said, "Won't you little duck?" The nickname Katniss had passed on to 
Prim. 


Katniss let out a soft sigh at the memory of her parents so happy and 
in love, rubbed at her stomach, cradled Peeta's face in her hand and 
placed a tender kiss upon his lips. As her eyes fluttered closed she 
thought, 'I didn't turn love away, dad.’ Love was standing there staring 
her in the face with eager blue eyes. "While you were gone | sang 
banana nut a song my father taught me." She took a deep breath then 
opened her mouth, hoping she could make it through without breaking 
down in tears. 


"Take care of daddy 
who is over there. 
Said a tiny little girl 
in a tiny little prayer." 


Peeta was instantly captured by the clear voice and sweet melody 
Katniss began to sing. He had never heard the song before, but the 
words cut through his heart like a knife. 


"I know in dreamland 
we'll meet somewhere. 
Said a tiny little girl 

in a tiny little prayer." 


A child longing for her father to come back to her. Had he been taken 
by illness? By a war? Peeta's eyes searched Katniss'. By an explosion 
in the mines? 


"For this is the night 
Mommy shut off the light. 
How I wish he were here so I could kiss him goodnight." 


Had her mother thought of this song after her father's death? Had 
Katniss thought of it? And would their daughter ever have to listen to 
this song and long for him? Peeta's heart continued to break with each 
verse Katniss sang. 


"I know in dreamland 
we'll meet somewhere. 
Said the tiny little girl 
in a tiny little prayer.” 


Peeta brushed the pads of his thumbs under her eyes to wipe away 
the silent tears streaming down his face, then wiped his with the back 
of a hand. "That was beautiful." 


"It made me cry when | was a little girl." Katniss rested her head 
against Peeta's shoulder, the flat of her palms resting lightly on his 
shoulders. "After my father died, | never thought of that song. Not 
once. Not until you were in Two, and Maysee and | were alone. | kept 
thinking, hoping really, that our daughter wouldn't have to meet you 
only in her dreams. That you'd make it home to us, and she'd get to 
know you." 


"I'm home, Katniss," He whispered against the top of her head. "I'm 
home." 


Katniss lifted her face to his. Soft full lips met even softer, fuller ones. 
Peeta often thought of her lips like normal girl's lips that had been 
stung by several bees. The bottom one forming into a natural pout, the 
top barely thinner than the bottom, always aching to be kissed, and 
Katniss thought of his mouth as chiseled perfection. The arch of his 
top lip was overly defined. His bottom lip, much larger than the top, 
always looked like it was begging for her to attach herself to them. 
Their kiss tasted of salt, sadness and concern. A slow, unhurried tour 
of the other's mouth was in place. Heads twisted while hands toured 
and tongues tasted. Katniss gave herself a slight shiver when it was 
over and Peeta released a loud sigh. Both of them feeling content, but 
completely aware of their situation and their surroundings. 


In less than two hours they were scheduled to be in the Command 
Center for a meeting on the war efforts of the rebels of the districts. 
The Comander in each district, along with several soldiers, would 
gather round a monitor and an update would be given. With each 
meeting Katniss and Peeta knew that the invasion of the Capitol was 
moving nearer. 


For now Peeta had time to spend with just Katniss, and he didn't want 
to dwell on the upcoming events neither one of them could avoid. "I 
fell in love with you the first time | heard you sing." 


With a soft teasing voice she said, "My hair was in two braids instead 
of one, | was wearing a red plaid dress and it was the first day of 
school." 


"No," Peeta knew what time period she was speaking of, and though 
he remembered the young girl on the first day of school, and that the 
girl was Katniss, he didn't remember the emotions that went along 
with it. He took this opportunity to let Katniss know exactly when he 
fell in love with her and what it did to him. "Your hair was in one long 
braid down the side, like it is now. You were wearing your Mockingjay 
uniform, and had your bow slung over your shoulder. You were 
standing by a lake and you were clutching this," he pulled the locket 
out from her maternity dress. "The instant | saw you my heart flopped 
around in my belly, and then you opened your mouth to sing..." Peeta 
got lost in her silver pools. "I wondered who the song was meant 
for...wanted desperately for it to be me." 


"It was," she spoke in a barely audible hush. 


"When you were singing the mockingjays stopped making noise 
completely." A tiny spark flashed in his eyes. "The whole woods 
seemed to go eerily quiet, and then you finished your song." Peeta 
cupped both of her cheeks in his hands and rested his forehead 
against hers. "The mockingjays picked up your melody and began 
singing it in a breathtaking harmony, and that's when it happened." 


Katniss felt like the baby was tickling her from the inside, her stomach 
was quaking so. "What happened?" 


A smile so gentle lifted his lips and flickered in his eyes. "I fell," he 
paused. "That's when | knew...| was a goner." 


They had discussed their relationship, the fact that they both fell in 
love with the people they were now, but hearing Peeta say this had 
Katniss going through the same emotions she had the first time she 
heard Peeta say he loved her. "Peeta?" her fingers grazed his scalp 
as they got lost in the hair above his ear. "Regina said that she was 
going to release you from the hospital tonight, and | know we haven't 
talked about where you're going to live, and maybe it's presumptuous 
on my part, but | was wondering...hoping really..." 


It's not that he wasn't enjoying her searching for the right words to say, 
Peeta loved it when she had that wholesome purity to her, but they 
didn't have much more time and he didn't want to waste a second of it. 
"Katniss," he interrupted her shaky attempt at suggesting that their 
relationship move forward. "I don't want to be just your friend 
anymore," he grinned at her. They had been more than just friends for 
a while now, but saying that to her seemed like the right thing to do. 
By the look on Katniss' face, Peeta was certain he had said what she 
wanted to hear. 


"The day you said that to me, you told me you'd never mention 
marriage unless | brought it up first. | never wanted to get married, 
even told you so on more than one occasion, but you told me that I'd 
be begging you to marry me one day." Katniss gulped, licked her lips 
and then said, "Consider this me begging you." 


Peeta wrapped his arms around her, clutching her to his chest as tight 
as her baby bump would allow, saying, "I don't remember our vows, 
but if you're willing, I'd like to make them again. Nothing extravagant," 
he pulled slightly back from her when he felt Maysilee protesting 


against the pressure of his embrace. "Maybe we could just say a few 
words to each other in private?" 


Katniss looked up at the quickly darkening sky then back down at 
Peeta. Clutching his hands in hers, she pulled them to her chest. 
"Now. Let's do it now." The thought of waiting seemed unimaginable. 


It sounded perfect to Peeta. "Katniss, | Know we had a whole other life 
before Snow did this to me, and that most of it is lost in a jumbled 
mess known as my brain, but | swear to you, | love you more now than 
| ever could have before. Don't know why | know this, but | do. | can't 
breathe without you," the husky tone in his voice and the little pants 
coming from him only accentuated his words. "I can't live without you. 
| promise, | will be the best husband | can be. That I'll love you, take 
care of you and our baby, and any other children we may have one 
day, but most of all | promise, you will never be alone again. | will keep 
you in my heart...love you for all eternity." He had watched recordings 
of them together, seen the love they shared as though he were a 
member of the viewing audience, but now...now he got to feel what 
they had in their past lives. "I love you, Katniss and | can't wait to be 
your husband again." 


‘Could this be happening?’ She wondered to herself as the flash of 
lightning split the sky, not pulling them out of their own little bubble. 
"You love me," she sniffled. "Me. Not because you have the 
responsibility of fathering our child, but because you fell in love 
with...me." Her head dropped slightly back as she briefly noticed how 
gray the sky had become. She preferred the sky blue of Peeta's eyes 
to the dark gray clouds floating above them, threatening to release a 
small fury of rain down upon their heads. "After you got to Thirteen | 
was petrified that you had seen me for what | really was. A selfish, 
cold, stubborn girl that doesn't like most people." She tilted her head 
to the side and asked, "| ask myself all the time, why doesn't he see 


the real me? See the girl everyone else sees? And then | realize...you 
see the me nobody else can." She licked her lips again out of 
nervousness. "| am so in love with you it scares the hell out of me. | 
knew | loved you before, but this...now..." she squeezed his hands 
even more and pressed them to her lips. "This is the kind of love | was 
terrified of finding after my father died. If | lost you I'd lose myself too. 
Our daughter would be an orphan because there is no me without 
you." 


He could argue with her, tell her she was stronger than that, but the 
truth was, when they were apart from one another they were two 
separate entities taking up space. 


"I know why people call their spouses their better halves. We're two 
halves that make one whole, and that's what you are Peeta. You are 
the best part of me." She took the locket from around her neck and 
slipped it over his head. "One day we're going to pass that locket and 
my pin down to our children. We'll tell them the story of our love, but 
until that day, this belongs right here." She pressed her hand over the 
locket that lay in the center of his chest. "I promise | will be the best 
wife and mother | can be. | know I'm surly at times, and I'm hard to live 
with, but I'll do my best to change that..." 


"Don't," he interrupted. "Don't change a thing Katniss. | love who you 
are, so please don't ever change." 


An unintentionally coy smile played upon her lips. "Okay," she said 
softly. "I promise I'll never change. That I'll scowl constantly, and be 
leery of people's motives, and that I'll love you with every ounce of my 
being for all of eternity." She took a step into his space, her feet 
planted between his, their child pressing up against his stomach as 
the first raindrop fell. "I can't wait to be your wife again." Most people 
would run for shelter at the first sign of a storm, but Katniss welcomed 


the rain. Some of their most cherished moments happened during a 
thunderstorm. "Peeta," she whispered lovingly, "please kiss your 
bride." 


The warm water trickled down upon his skin, mingling between their 
open mouths as Peeta dipped his tongue between Katniss' lips. It 
started off as something warm and gentle between two people in love, 
then quickly changed to a wet, slippery kiss of passion between a man 
and woman in need. 


"Katniss," Peeta gripped her cheeks in the palms of his hands, taking 
in her dampening features before plunging in for another kiss. He 
could hear her words in the back of his mind, 'Peeta, please kiss your 
bride.’ It struck something within him he couldn't explain. A foggy 
image of her kneeling in front of him asking him to do that came to 
mind and was washed away the second Katniss wrapped her arms 
around Peeta's neck. He could sense her next movement before she 
even made it. He felt her jump upwards and quickly scooped her up in 
his arms, holding her by her bottom as she knotted her feet behind his 
back. He could feel her pressing the baby into him, and the baby's 
movements towards the side, like it had to get out of the way of the 
two lovers. The sound of thunder crashed through his ears as the rain 
began to pour down on them in buckets rapidly followed by the flash of 
lightning. 


Katniss' voice began ringing through his mind once again. She was 
yelling, as was he. As he continued to kiss her, he let his mind drift 
back to a moment in their life that filled him with an overabundance of 
emotions. The catalyst...a fight that had changed their lives forever. 


He and Katniss were standing in the middle of Victor's Village. She 
was pointing towards their house in District Twelve during the middle 
of a thunderstorm. "I'm not wanted there!" 


"Yes you are, Katniss!" Peeta couldn't tell what were tears and what 
was rain on her face, but he knew from the sound of her voice that she 
was crying. 


"Then why, Peeta? Why do you keep turning me away from you?" The 
sound of thunder crashed through the air. 


He could see the pain and anguish in her eyes, highlighted by the 
lightning, and it made him want to cry for being the cause of it. 
"Katniss, you have to understand what I'm trying to do here." Peeta 
gripped her arms. "We're in training.” It was a lame excuse, but all he 
could come up with. 


"Yes, we're Careers. | get that, but what the hell does that have to do 
with you and me, Peeta?" Desperation filled her voice. "Does being a 
Career mean we can't be husband and wife?" 


"Yes!" He had to tell her. "It means you don't give into your 
weaknesses, and you are, Katniss. You are my weakness and I'm 
yours!" 


She shook her head frantically and screamed, "No Peeta! You're my 
strength! You are my strength!" 


It took him only a second before reaching out to her and pulling her to 
him for a frantic kiss. She jumped into his arms and he carried her 
through the storm, back into their home. 


Peeta pulled his lips away from her for a second to make sure he was 
in Thirteen with her. "This is real?" He had to ask. For all he knew this 
could be a drug induced dream. "Tell me I'm not dreaming." 


"Real, Peeta. Real." she peppered him with kisses across his wet 
face, landing on his lips. 


"Are you sure?" he asked between pants and messy kisses. 


"If we're dreaming," she pulled away and stared into his face, "then | 
never want to wake up." Katniss attached herself to his lips, making 
small little mewing sounds into his mouth. 


"Maysilee," his voice thick with emotion. "| remember, Katniss. | 
remember that night...the night you got pregnant." Peeta began 
walking with her still attached to his body. He ignored the pain in his 
left side where his injuries were still healing and headed towards one 
of the barns Thirteen used for the few horses they kept on hand. 


"Stop," Katniss choked out. "Let me get down. She's kicking too 
much." Peeta let out a small painful grunt as he placed her feet down 
on the ground. "Sorry about that. | wasn't thinking," she held a hand 
over her eyes so she could make him out in the downpour. 


"It's fine." He squinted into the distance, gripping her hand in his and 
said, "Can you run?" She nodded. "Come on." He tugged her 
alongside of him as their feet pounded into the wet earth. By the time 
they entered the barn they were both laughing uncontrollably. "I think 
it's going to rain," Peeta said with a straight face, then cracked up 
laughing. 


"We're wet." 


Peeta stared at the thin material that was clinging to her like a second 
skin. "You think?" 


"We could make a run for the..." Katniss stuck her head slightly out the 
barn doors trying to determine how far it would be to make a run back 
into the shelter of Thirteen's underground fortress. "Peeta, why'd you 
lead us here?" As it turned out, the barn was farther away than the 
main building, if you could call it that. One look in his eyes answered 


her question. Peeta didn't want to be interrupted, which happened 
more often than not when they were indoors. 


"Just wanted to be alone with my...wife," he picked up the end of her 
braid that was dripping down her body. "Do you want to go back 
inside? It's not like we're going to get any wetter than we already are. 
Soaked is soaked." Every stich of their clothes was saturated. 


Katniss stood at the wide double barn door's entry way, held frozen in 
place by Peeta's gaze. "No," her body began to tremble. From the 
cold? From what was about to happen? She didn't know. "I don't want 
to go inside." She took a tentative step towards him, held her hand out 
and was tugged into his embrace. 


"| remember, Katniss." 


It suddenly hit her, what he had said while they were sharing a kiss in 
the rain. "You do?" 


Peeta dropped to his knees, cradled the sides of her belly in his hand, 
and placed his cheek against her stomach. "I remember creating this 
beautiful little girl. | remember how | felt that day,” he lifted his eyes to 
hers, "and | was right. | just keep falling deeper and deeper into love 
with you." Katniss closed her eyes as he skimmed the dress up over 
her belly and placed his dewy skin against her wet stomach. "If | never 
remember another thing from my life, I'll be all right with that, because 
this...you..." he kissed her just under her navel, "...making you is a 
memory I'll always cherish," he spoke to their daughter. "Some things 
you just don't forget." 


Katniss ran her fingers through his wet curls. She wished she was an 
artist like Peeta so she could capture this moment forever. "Peeta do 
you think you'd be able to sketch this? Or paint it maybe?" 


"The barn?" he lifted his eyes to hers in question. 


"No. Our family. | want to remember this moment for the rest of my 
life." She watched as understanding entered his eyes then that 
familiar intensified look. The one that said he was hard at work 
studying...memorizing his surroundings. Taking a mental photo that 
would soon be put into a sketchpad or painted onto a canvas. When 
Peeta focused on her face, she could tell he was through. He got all 
he needed. As he stood up and held a hand out to her, leading her 
towards an empty stall full of hay, and kissed her with more love and 
passion than she had ever felt in her life, she realized that neither one 
of them would ever get all that they needed from the other. 


Prim had argued with Katniss about the trip to Twelve. She wanted to 
go back home. "Maybe if I'm there Lady will hear my voice and she'll 
come to me?" 


The world had already put her sister through too much pain, and 
taking this last bit of childhood from Prim seemed heartless. "Prim, I'm 
sure someone took her by now, or she's found shelter in the woods." 
‘Blown to bits by firebombs,' Katniss refrained from saying it out loud. 
"It was hard enough getting Coin to allow my prep team and Annie to 


come with me and Peeta. There's no way she'd let you come too." 
President Coin hadn't really objected to anything when Katniss 
suggested that she and Peeta take Annie and her prep team back to 
Twelve to get the remaining items she'd need for her wedding day. 
"Sorry, Prim, but you can't come." Katniss hated to suggest it because 
putting her sister in the slightest bit of jeopardy didn't sit well with her, 
but Prim's puppy dog eyes were breaking her heart, and the truth was 
Prim had discovered things no one else had. "Why don't you and 
Regina listen to more of those journal entries?" Katniss lowered her 
voice down to a whisper. "We really do need to figure out what Beetee 
and Gale are working on." This much was true. Katniss had entered 
Beetee and Gale's work space during another refitting of her 
Mockingjay uniform and noticed the differences in the bomb they were 
creating. 


Though Prim had wanted to go back to District Twelve, Katniss was 
right, they needed to find out more information pertaining to the 
chemical compound that doctor had created, and if there was some 
sort of antidote or precautionary medication that could be taken to 
prevent being affected by the pox in case something happened. "I 
know you said you overheard them mentioning test runs, but did they 
say when?" Prim asked quietly. 


"No." 


"Okay, Katniss. I'll stay here and talk with Regina. She's still pretty 
upset about that doctor's accusations about Coin turning in Justus." 
Prim gave the chair she was on a little swirl. "Do you think he told the 
truth?" 


"| don't know Prim. | hope not." And Katniss did hope the doctor was 
lying, but she feared that he wasn't. "What did Effie say when you told 
her?" 


"Not much. She just got that lemony look on her face and..." 
"Lemony look?" 


"Yeah," Prim said it like Katniss should already know what she was 
talking about. "Like she just bit into a lemon." Katniss let out a snort of 
laughter at Prim's description of Effie when she pursed her lips. 
"Anyway, she got all lemony and just tapped her foot." 


"Effie didn't say anything?" 


"Not one word. Regina and | just stared at each other...waiting for her 
to say something, but she stood up and said, 'Primrose it's time for 
history class, and I'd like you to attend from now on and not skip to 
come to the medical bay.' Regina adjusted my schedule so | could go 
to those and the sewing classes. Regina's actually going to teach one 
of the sewing classes. Turns out stitching and sewing are pretty much 
alike, and Venia practically gushed over Peeta's stitches after his 
surgery saying how tiny they were and that Regina would make an 
incredible stylist." Prim giggled. "Regina and | laughed our butts off 
after she agreed to teach one of the classes. Apparently to Venia 
being a stylist is a much nobler profession than being a doctor." 


Katniss' eyes rolled to the top of her head in disbelief. "That sounds 
like my pets. They do mean well, but some of their thinking is beyond 
my comprehension." 


"And you're taking them to Twelve?" Prim joshed. "Will you at least 
look for her, Katniss?" 


"I can't go far, Prim, but yes...Peeta and | will take a walk around 
Victor's Village and the meadow," "What used to be the meadow,’ her 
mind instantly went to the corpse filled plot of land that used to hold so 
much beauty. "We'll look, Prim," Katniss left it at that. 


"Thanks." Prim reached out and placed her hand on Katniss' stomach 
without asking, a habit she had taken up after she had felt the baby 
kicking. Katniss knew she was hoping banana nut would do the same 
thing she did with Peeta, search out Prim's hand and start pounding, 
but she never did. Peeta was the only one the baby searched for. 
"How are you and Peeta doing?" 


Katniss felt a slight blush creep up on her cheeks as she thought 
about all the progress they had made since the rainstorm. "We're 
good." 


"I'd say," Prim rubbed Katniss belly like it was a magic lamp. "Mom 
and | can hear you two at night. Mom always makes me cover my 
ears with my pillow, but | don't mind. It's not like | don't know..." 


"Oh my God! You can hear us?" Katniss' entire face turned beet red at 
the thought. "Prim, I'm sorry. |...I...0h my God," she buried her face in 
her hands. 


"For goodness sake, Katniss. It's a natural part of life. Get over it." 
Prim shook her head trying to figure out why her sister was so bashful. 
"How on earth did you get pregnant? I'm surprised you let Peeta lay a 
hand on you, you're so..." she searched for the right word. 


"Pure," Katniss grimaced behind her hands as Peeta's word for her 
escaped. 


"Yes!" Prim agreed and Katniss grunted. "Anyway, l'm glad you two 
seem to be doing all right, but mom's a bit worried about his 
flashbacks. We heard that one he had last night. It woke us from a 
dead sleep." 


"You don't have to worry, Prim. We've got them under control." Katniss 
remembered how scared she was when Peeta jumped out of bed and 


began throwing things around their quarters. "They're normally not 
that bad. He can feel them when they're about to happen 
now...notices the signs, and gives himself a shot, but when he's 
sleeping he just wakes up in the middle of one." 


"Well, mom, pops, Haymitch, Effie and | all agree that you should 
come get one of us to give him the shot so he doesn't hurt you or the 
baby." Prim held up her hand in defense before Katniss could say 
anything. "Don't bother saying he won't hurt you. | know what you 
think, but | also know what he's capable of and heard the things he 
called you last night, Katniss. The truth is, we all think Effie's the best 
one to give him the shot when he's like that. She calms him down the 
most out of all of us...not you, but you know what | mean." Prim let out 
a sigh and gave up on feeling the baby kick. "I don't think she likes me 
at all, Katniss." 


"She does, Prim. She's just sleeping right now. You should feel her at 
night when I'm trying to sleep. The girl never stops moving. Peeta 
says it's because I'm rocking her to sleep during the day and when | 
lay down she thinks that's time to play." 


"Peeta's right," Prim grinned. "I take it he's been reading that book | 
gave him." 


"Yeah. He won't put it down. Every time something else happens he's 
turning the pages of that book looking for an answer. It's kind of cute." 
The beeping on Katniss' bracelet told her it was time to go. "Prim I've 
got to head down to the Hangar." She glanced at the clock. "I didn't 
realize what time it was. Will you tell mom and pops | said bye?" The 
wristband buzzed, begging for Katniss to push the button and talk to 
whomever was on the other end. 'Plutarch no doubt,’ she thought to 
herself ignoring the third summons from the device. "Shut the hell up," 
she said quietly to herself as she headed down in the elevator. "I'm 


coming.” The fourth time it went off she finally pushed the button. 
"WHAT!? I'M COMING!" 


"Damn, you really have anger issues, Catnip," the humor in Gale's 
voice had her chuckling. 


"What do you want, Gale?" 


"| was going to ask you to stop by the kitchen and pick up the food for 
our trip, but since you're on your way, | guess I'll go." 


"Oh," now she felt like that thing Johanna constantly called her, 
brainless. "Sorry." 


"That's okay. I'll meet you in the Hangar." Gale's end of the 
conversation went dead. 


District Twelve was waiting for them, and though Katniss wasn't sure 
that Gale should be part of their trip, for Peeta's sake, she was happy 
that things seemed to be smoothed out between them since their last 
talk. She never mentioned it to Peeta, but she hadn't asked Gale to 
keep it to himself. 'Better do that before Gale opens his mouth up.’ 
Katniss never thought Gale would be one to run his mouth, but then 
she found out that he told Peeta she kissed him and told him she 
loved him while they were in Two. Granted Gale had explained that 
she was thinking of Peeta and was mentally disoriented at the time, 
but he was still upset she had never told him. They talked it through, 
rather uneventfully, but that night he had a flashback, and it wasn't 
pretty. "Let's hope today works out for us banana nut," Katniss ran her 
hand over her stomach. She walked...waddled into the Hangar where 
Peeta was waiting next to her prep team, Annie and a handful of 
guards. "Gale stopped to pick up our lunches. He'll be here in a 
minute." She tucked her hand inside of Peeta's and rested her head 
against his shoulder. "Ready for this?" 


"| don't know," he answered. "To be honest, I'm nervous as sin." 


"The doctor said going back might help you to remember, but if it 
doesn't then no big deal, right?" She shirked her shoulder. 


"Right," he said noncommittally. "No big deal," but they both knew it 
was. 


Weddings were always cause for celebration back home. Not that 
Haymitch went to a lot of them, and when he did he spent most of the 
time drunk off his ass, sitting in a corner, slowly growing pissed off with 
the couple that found love and got married. He hated them all. Though 
it wasn't their fault for finding what they thought was the love of their 
life and getting married, Haymitch blamed them all for rubbing their 
happiness in his face. "The last wedding | went to must have been 
about eight years ago," he said to Effie in their dark quarters. 


"So long ago? Don't they have many weddings in Twelve?" Effie rolled 
over in bed and rested her head on her arm. "Or were you just not 
invited?" It wouldn't surprise her considering the belligerent oaf he 
used to be. 


"No, everyone wanted the rich victor at their wedding...you know, 
maybe they'd get a gift, but | couldn't handle it. The worst part was 
when the wife would get knocked up shortly after." It made Haymitch 


sick to his stomach to see the women of his district reproducing. "I'd 
always think to myself, don't you know the hell you're about to rain 
down upon that kid?" 


"Oh Haymitch,” Effie placed her free hand in the center of his chest. 
"When | think of the horrors all of you lived through, and that | was so 
blind to it for so long, it gets me so angry. Not only with President 
Snow, but with myself...my friends...my family," she gave her head a 
little shake. "People should never have to fear having a child. That 
must be the most wonderful thing in the world," she said wistfully. 
"When | think about how much Katniss has changed since finding out 
about our little girl, it makes me wonder what pregnancy does to a 
woman." 


Haymitch had never thought about it. Being a father wasn't his thing, 
but Effie would make a good mother and she was still young enough 
to have kids. "You don't want to...Jesus Effie, | can't be a dad. That 
just can't happen." 


"And | cannot be a mother," she said with a hint of sadness in her 
voice. "| shall never be able to have children." 


"Christ," Haymitch mumbled while running his hand down his face. 
Now he went and made Effie feel like she could never have a kid, and 
he was pretty sure he was scarring her for life. He didn't think he could 
reconsider his position. He'd be a horrible parent. "Effie," it was going 
to kill him to say this, but he didn't want to begrudge her anything this 
world had to offer, "I get it if you want to find someone else. Somebody 
that wants kids. | just...1 can't Effie. | can barely handle Katniss and 
Peeta, and they're grown." 


"Haymitch," she furrowed her brow, "did you not hear me when | said | 
cannot be a mother?" 


"Yeah, | heard ya." 
"Then why would you say such a thing to me?" 


He went over what she said in his head then it struck him. "You're not 
able to have kids?" 


"No." Effie rolled onto her back and stared up at the ceiling. 


"Why not?" It never dawned on him that it wasn't really something she 
wanted to talk about. 


"Most women are born with about two million...eggs," Haymitch 
noticed Effie's fluster, "however, | was not. Or perhaps | was and | 
simply lost them." She swallowed a few times before saying, "| was 
never really concerned with having a child. | thought, it would happen 
when it happens, but for me...it will never happen." 


"You don't have any ovaries or something?" 


"No, | have one, it's simply empty of anything productive. It was shortly 
after | got the job as escort that | noticed my monthly cycle skipped. | 
knew | couldn't be pregnant, but | went to the doctor just the same. As 
it turns out, | only had a few hundred eggs left in my body at the time." 
Effie looked towards him, and he could see the pain in her eyes. "They 
attempted a procedure with stem cells hoping that I'd produce more, 
but that didn't happen. That's when I was given a treatment option. | 
could stop my monthly cycle from occurring and live with the 
remaining eggs, thus providing my body with the necessary hormones 
| needed, or | could allow nature to take its course and be put on 
hormone shots. Obviously having my own eggs was preferable, and it 
allowed me the option of having them extracted in case | wanted to 
attempt artificial insemination." He gave her a strange look like he had 
no clue what she had just said. Thankfully Effie explained a little 


further. "They would extract some eggs and fertilize them in a lab then 
implant them inside of me with the hopes that | would get pregnant." 


Haymitch was growing increasingly full of guilt after hearing her talk 
about herself so clinically, but once she said she still had a shot at 
having a kid, he felt slightly better. "So if you wanted you could still 
have one, right?" 


"Unfortunately not," he noticed the blank expression in her eyes. 
"Why not? You said you kept your eggs." 


"| did, but there was a slight accident." She rolled over with her back to 
him. "If you don't mind, I'd rather not talk about this any longer, 
Haymitch. And really...this is not something a lady speaks about with 
just anyone." 


"I'm not just anyone," Haymitch rested his hand on her shoulder and 
gently turned her towards him. "What kind of accident, Effie?" He had 
a horrible feeling in his gut when she said that word. 


"Prior to the Quell, | fell down some stairs and had some damage 
done to my reproductive organs. They needed to be removed," she 
answered vaguely. 


"What kind of damage? And how'd you fall down the stairs?" Haymitch 
was starting to get a picture in his head. "Prior to the Quell you were 
shacking up with that bastard Bettes. Did he do something to you?" 
He saw her avert his eyes confirming his suspicions. "That son of a 
bitch!" Haymitch jumped out of bed and began pacing around the foot 
of their bed. "What the hell did he do to you?" 


Effie sat up and adjusted her pillow behind her back, "I had never 
intended on you finding out." He had rarely seen her cry, and expected 


her to do so while telling him all that she had gone through, but his 
Trinkie didn't shed one tear. She told him of the abuse Viggo put her 
through, the broken bones that were instantly fixed at the medical 
centers, the avoidance of questions by medical personnel because of 
who she was romantically associated with, the bruises she hid with 
makeup and finally, the emergency surgery she had when Viggo had 
kicked her so many times in the gut and shoved her down a flight of 
stairs. "| was hemorrhaging from the damage he caused. Now the only 
ovary | am left with is practically empty. The last time | saw the 
physician | was told | had less than fifty eggs, so no...| cannot have 
children." 


Suddenly Haymitch wanted to find a way for her to have a baby. He'd 
suffer through it, find a way to be a father if he had to for her sake. 
He'd even see that shrink the rest of the victors had been seeing if he 
thought it could help, but he didn't’ voice any of this. He bellowed out a 
few expletives, swearing he'd kill the man responsible then squeezed 
his eyes closed when Effie said, "You're too late. | shot him myself." 
That's when it happened. That's when Effie lost it and began to cry. "I 
have taken lives Haymitch." He had taken the lives of children so he 
knew what she was going through. It didn't matter if you were sixteen 
or sixty, murder is murder, and when you're forced into it, regardless of 
who's on the end of the death blow, it's not an easy thing to live with. 
"How will | ever forgive myself?" She cried into her hands until 
Haymitch sat on the edge of the bed and took her in his arms. 


"You did what had to be done to save the children in this country." He 
rubbed her back in a slow circular motion. "To save Katniss, Peeta 
and their baby." He knew she loved to refer to the baby as their 
grandchild, heck he liked the thought of being a grandfather himself, 
which was completely different than being an actual father, so he used 
the term in an attempt to perk her spirits up. "Too bad our 
granddaughter isn't here yet. She could be one of those girls in the 


little dresses that throws flowers in front of the bride. Wouldn't that be 
nice?" He brushed the hair back from her face and placed a hard kiss 
on her head. "She'd be a knock out, don't ya think?" 


"Yes," Effie sniffed, reached for a tissue from the nightstand and 
dabbed at her eyes. "She's going to be a stunning child with Katniss' 
fiery lust for life and Peeta's easy going ways." 


"Good luck with that," he said jokingly and was pleased when he 
heard Effie let out a tinkle of laughter. "I was thinking, maybe you 
should help with all this wedding stuff? Plutarch's having a bitch of a 
time with Coin, and you two seem to be hitting it off lately. What'd ya 
say?" 


"Well, | do have an awful lot on my plate, but..." he saw that sparkle he 
had grown to love twinkle in her eyes, "...yes. | do believe | can work 
that into my schedule. | shall have to get together with Annie to make 
sure l'm not overstepping any lines, but if she says okay, then I'm all 
right with it." She blew her nose in a quiet little way that had Haymitch 
thinking of her in a truly delicate manner. "| do so love weddings," she 
said happily right before she curled her head against his arm to go to 
sleep. 


"Did you want to get married, Trinkie?" He was just asking in general. 


"Maybe...one day, but right now | think I'm enjoying my new found 
individuality." She gave him a tiny pat on the chest. "Are you okay with 
that?" 


"Yeah...sure...1 suppose." To his surprise he wasn't okay with that. As 
Haymitch drifted off to sleep that night he wondered what the hell was 
wrong with him. In less than an hour Effie Trinket had him not only 
wanting to be a husband, but a father as well. 'Jeeeeezus!’ he thought 
angrily to himself. ‘This woman's gonna be the end of me.' He looked 


down at her fragile features that were no longer hindered by the gobs 
of makeup that was the norm at the Capitol thinking, ‘And you wouldn't 
have it any other way.’ 


"Here comes the bride...blah blah blah white...| mean greeeeen," 
Finnick corrected his song melodically as he secured the collar of the 
shirt Peeta loaned him for the wedding with a perfectly executed knot 
in the sea foam green necktie. 


"I've never heard that song sung with just one note before," Katniss 
moved around him to reach for the tray of food that was brought in for 
her, and that Finnick was making a serious dent in. "Shouldn't you 
have lost your appetite from nerves or something?" 


"Nope," he picked up a piece of toast with a slice of meat and cheese 
on it and popped the whole thing into his mouth. "I knew | chose the 
right person to stand up with me." It had shocked Katniss when he 
asked her. 


"So listen, it's tradition to have a family member stand by your side on 
your wedding day and since Annie's sisters are gone, and my brothers 
aren't here...we were wondering if you would do it?" 


Katniss scrunched up her face a little and glanced at Annie. "Finnick, 
to be honest, | barely know Annie. | mean...the only time | spent with 


her was when she tried some of my dresses on. She seemed to be 
closer to Effie. I'll do it if you want, but if it's supposed to be a family 
member..." 


"No," he let out a laugh. "Annie's asking Effie to stand up with her. She 
says if it wasn't for Effie Trinket she'd have never gotten out of the 
Capitol alive." Finnick turned to face Katniss. "I want you to stand up 
for me. You know...like my little brother." 


"Your pregnant little brother," Katniss grinned at him and nodded. "I 
can do that." 


Finnick took her in a headlock and rubbed his knuckles across her 
scalp. "Great! Now don't tell Johanna because | don't want her to get 
Jealous." He released Katniss' head when she punched him playfully 
in the stomach. 


Finnick almost chuckled when Katniss didn't even bother to fix the 
mess he made of her hair like most women would and asked him, 
"Why didn't you ask her?" 


"Johanna has spent the past...well, since I've known her, calling Annie 
a crazed lunatic," he smirked in displeasure. "I know that's just who 
she is...that she doesn't mean anything by it, but...guess you sort of 
got it when it came to me and Annie. Most people don't." If there was 
one thing Katniss understood, it was nontraditional love. 


"You get food all the time and not just designated hours." Finnick 
rubbed his tummy and made a, "Mmmm," noise. "So, how's Peeta 
doing? Everything good with him?" Finnick didn't wait for an answer, 
he just gave Katniss a rap on the shoulder and walked past her 
towards Plutarch who was entering the room saying, "Great, glad to 
hear it." 


"Fine. Good," Katniss said to herself. "Visiting Twelve sucked but 
things got better when we came back to Thirteen. Much better." 


"Did you say something, Katniss?" Plutarch looked at her like she had 
sprouted a second head when she got caught mumbling to herself. 


"Nope. Just yacking at the baby," she took the opportunity to sit down 
and finish the food on her tray before Finnick did, silently grumbling to 
herself that he should know better than to take food from an expectant 
mother, but the truth was, she got more than enough to keep her and 
banana nut full each day. She kicked her feet while sitting on the arm 
of the chair, ignored the conversation Finnick and Plutarch were 
having and thought back to the trip back home she had taken only a 
few days earlier. 


Peeta's doctor had hoped the trip to Twelve would spark some 
recognition, and it did. Peeta recalled quite a few things when they 
went home, most of it a blur, but it was the trip to the oak tree that 
stood out during their visit, and not in a good way. 


Katniss watched Peeta's reaction to the oak tree very carefully, hoping 
it would bring some good memories back. "We shared a lot of lunches 
here," she said to him when he ran his hands up the bark of the tree. 
"Look up there," she pointed to a spot up high where the branches 
shot out of the tree. "That's where you carved our initials." 


"I didn't know I could climb trees," Peeta glanced upwards. 


"You can't," Katniss let out a little giggle. "Delly told me you almost fell 
flat on your face trying to get out of it.” 


The disgruntled sound coming from him had Katniss asking what was 
wrong. "I just get so..." he began to shake his fists in the air, 
"frustrated! | come here hoping to get something back, instead I'm 


left with more questions than answers." He turned to her and said in 
displeasure, "Do you know why | turn down the cup of tea you offer 
me almost every night?" 


"No." 

"Because | don't know how | take it," He sulked forward a few steps. 
"You could just ask, you know. I'd tell you about..." 

"I'm tired of asking, Katniss!" 


She stood without saying a word, wanting to tell him things he was 
desperate to know. 


"Sometimes | feel like | don't know who | am at all." 


The tone in his voice practically broke her heart. He might get angry 
with her, but she had to take a chance. "You're a painter," she started 
with her voice full of conviction. "A baker." He turned to face her with 
questions in his eyes. "Your favorite color is orange. Not bright, but 
muted like the setting sun." 


"What's yours?" 


"Gre...green," she answered between a crack in her voice. "You like to 
sleep with the window open, and you never take sugar in your tea." 
She waited for his response, getting none in return for at least a few 
minutes. 


Peeta simply nodded and turned towards the tree again. He brushed 
his fingers over a spot in the center of his chest, unbuttoned the top 
portion of his shirt, looked at his skin, then closed his shirt back up. "I 
guess it was just a nightmare or something," he said quietly. 


"What was?" 


"[.... could have sworn I had a scar right here," Peeta tapped at a spot 
on his chest. 


"You did. The Capitol did a body polish on you and erased your old 
scars." She hated that he remembered that one in particular, but more 
than that she hated that the visit to the tree brought back a terrible 
memory instead of one of their happy ones. "Do you want to leave? 
We can go back to Thirteen now." She wanted to leave. She wanted to 
run as far away from this place as she could get and forget what he 
was remembering. 


"No," Peeta shuffled around some of the fallen leaves that surrounded 
the wide trunk, kicking at the dried foliage. "She burned me." Katniss 
didn't need him to expound on his statement. He was speaking about 
the injury his mother had caused. "You asked me about it, didn't you?" 


"Yes, but you didn't tell me how you got it.” ‘Could talking about it now 
help him,' she wondered. "Peeta, it's not too late. You can tell me 
about it now if you want. Do you remember how you got the scar?" It 
was easier asking that than asking if he remembered how he got the 
wound. 


It took about a minute before Peeta started speaking. "My brothers 
and | were unloading a delivery truck, and they had dropped a bag of 
flour. It split open, and my mom got angry." He reached out and took 
Katniss’ hand in his. "| wasn't even in the same room when it 
happened, but she blamed me for it. My brothers even told her it was 
their fault, but she yelled, 'He should have been unloading the flour, 
not you two. He knows what he did wrong.' Only I didn't do anything 
wrong." Peeta sat on the ground and pulled Katniss between his legs, 
wrapping his arms around her from behind. "We used to make an icing 
out of corn syrup and sugars that would harden as it cooled. We used 


it to decorate cookies. You've got to cook it for a little while until it 
reaches about two hundred and forty degrees. | went up to my mom, 
she was Stirring it on the stove, and told her I was sorry and that I'd 
clean up the flour, but she was furious with me." Katniss' insides were 
cringing when she realized where Peeta's story was going. "She 
started yelling at me. Telling me | was worthless, that all | was good for 
was eating their food and wasting their money on clothing me." She 
could feel him trembling behind her and hear the gravely tone in his 
voice. "That's when she flung the wooden spoon towards me. It was 
covered in the boiling syrup and a wad of it landed on my chest. | 
remember clawing at my shirt, trying to pull it off of me. It was scalding 
hot and hardening at a rapid rate. My brothers heard me yelp | guess, 
because | just stood there pulling my t-shirt away from my skin, only it 
was stuck to me, when they came dashing in. Miche, he yanked me 
towards the sink and Whytte tugged my shirt over my head, but he 
took a little bit of skin off with it. He didn't mean to. My t-shirt didn't do 
a thing to protect my skin from the icing." Peeta had tears in his eyes 
when he said, "You know what my mom did? She yelled at them to go 
away and let me deal with my punishment. | remember Miche handing 
me a wet towel and whispering to me to keep rinsing my skin with it, 
but my mother turned the water off and said | was wasting it.” 


Katniss' throat began to close up as the tears welled in her eyes. 
"What did you do?" 


"I just kept pressing the wet towel against me trying to cool the spot 
off, but it had already blistered, plus there was a piece of flesh missing 
and it..." Peeta sucked in a breath and let his tears drip down his 
cheeks, "...it hurt so bad, Katniss. She made me finish unloading the 
truck by myself." 


"Where was your dad during all of this?" Katniss found it hard to 
believe that Bing would allow Peeta to go untreated for his wound. 


"With some customers in the front of the bakery. He didn't even know 
what was going on until he saw my face covered in tears and the giant 
red blister in the middle of my chest." Peeta wiped a hand under his 
eyes. "He got me a piece of ice and made me press it on there. He 
even wanted to take me to your mom, but mine was having a fit. She 
kept yelling at my dad, lifting up a rolling pin over her head, and | 
could see him slinking away from her." Peeta's teeth began to chatter. 
"I thought she was going to hit him, but she didn't. She just yelled at 
him, but not like...like when you and I get into an argument and we 
scream at each other. | consider that normal fighting between people. 
| mean...everyone has arguments with their significant other, but 
this...the way she hollered. It terrified me to my very core...and my dad 
too | guess, because | wound up all alone in the back of the bakery 
cleaning up the flour." Peeta gulped. "It was winter...there was snow 
outside...and Prim," Katniss turned to face him head on. "She handed 
me a wad of snow with something green on it, told me to hold it 
against my skin and that it would help. Katniss, | don't know how she 
knew what happened. She just appeared out of the corner of my eye, 
but if it hadn't been for Prim...1 just don't know what I would have 
done. It felt like someone had stabbed me in my chest." 


"Oh, Peeta," Katniss began placing soft kisses across his forehead. 
"I'm so sorry." 


"It's not your fault," he dug his fingers into her back and held onto her 
for dear life. "I remember you making me show the burn to you...! 
didn't want to tell you where it came from, but somewhere inside | 
guess you already knew, huh?" 


She wasn't sure what to say to him. His mother was dead, and she 
knew it hurt him. For some odd reason Peeta loved her, but the pain 
that woman made him suffer through his whole life made Katniss glad 
she was out of their lives for good. "She can never hurt you again.” 


Peeta was quiet for a few seconds then Katniss felt his body start to 
quake. "Sometimes | wish Snow hadn't been lying when he told me 
that Effie had adopted me as her son. | know it sounds stupid, but | 
really like the thought of having a mother...a real one that loves me no 
matter what." 


"Effie does love you like that, Peeta." Katniss gripped him and tried 
her best not to cry with him. 


"Could you imagine if she had, Katniss? If Effie adopted me. | know 
legally I'm almost an adult, and God knows mentally | am." With all 
they had faced in the arena they had both aged more than any young 
person should. "But it would have been great having a mother, even if 
it was only for a few months of my life.” 


"She may not have given birth to you, but no one in this world loves 
you the way Effie Trinket does." 


Peeta pulled slightly away from her, "Not even you?" Katniss could tell 
that he was trying to lighten their mood. 


"You can't compare the love I have for you with Effie's. It's two 
completely different things, but I'll tell you a secret." Katniss wiped 
away his tears. "I know you love Effie more than anyone else in this 
world, and I'm okay with that. It makes me love you all the more." 


"Earth to Katniss," Finnick was snapping his fingers in front of her 
face. "Have a nice trip?" 


'No,' she thought to herself, but then quickly remembered what had 
happened earlier in the morning that brought Peeta so much joy and 
said, "Yes. As a matter of fact | did, Odair." She stood up and said, 
"Ready to get this show on the road?" 


Walking a woman down the aisle was not something Peeta expected 
to do, but there he was walking step by step with Annie, ten feet 
behind Effie. 'Left foot...step together...right foot...step together...left...' 
It had been drilled into his head to start on his left foot when walking 
Annie down the aisle, and to take a pause between steps. It was an 
awkward way to walk, but Peeta managed it with ease, giving Annie's 
arm a gentle tug when she'd start walking too soon, hurrying towards 
Finnick who was waiting with a childlike grin only a few yards away. To 
his side stood Katniss looking absolutely gorgeous in a peach colored 
dress that had to be altered for her. Peeta almost laughed out loud 
when he remembered her trying the thing on, and how Octavia 
couldn't zip it up the back because her breasts had grown two sizes 
since getting pregnant. 


Katniss had stared down at her bosom and said, "At least we know 
the kid won't starve." 


"You're horrible," Octavia's laughter was infectious, and Peeta joined 
in on it. 


"Isn't she?" He asked before stepping behind Katniss and placing his 
hand on her stomach. "You're not supposed to outshine the bride, 
Katniss." His heart did a little flutter when she turned her head over 
her shoulder and placed a carefree kiss against his lips. 


There you go outshining Annie anyway,’ Peeta couldn't take his eyes 
off of her. When he and Annie reached the end of the aisle, he should 
have been looking at the man from District Ten, Dalton, they had 
found to officiate the ceremony, but Peeta's focus was glued on 
Katniss, and hers on him. 


It was Effie's whispering, "Peeta," that pulled him from his stupor. 


"Say, | do," Katniss mouthed to him when he glanced at her as though 
he was in trouble. Apparently she knew something he didn't because 
when he followed her instructions he was told he could take his seat. 


Peeta had one job to do, give Annie away. She had asked him 
because she said he gave her hope that she and Finnick would be 
together again while they were held prisoner at the Capitol. As he took 
his seat his glance darted between Katniss and Effie. Vows were 
being said, papers being signed, a knot being tied in the hand weaved 
net that hung above the bride and groom, but Peeta's mind was 
nowhere near this particular service. His head kept drifting back to 
early that morning when his life was changed yet again, by not only 
Katniss' actions, but Effie's and his father's as well. 


Peeta captured Katniss' hands in his the moment they stepped into 
their quarters. "What did you do, Katniss? How...! mean..." 


"I was surrounded with all those clucking women in our quarters last 
night, not to mention Flavius," Katniss rolled her eyes, "and | hate all 
that syrupy girl talk. | really should have claimed to be too sick like 
Johanna, anyway | said | was going to check on pops. We had a cup 
of tea and he told me that you seemed pretty upset after our trip to 
Twelve. That's when | explained to him what happened under the oak 
tree." Katniss lifted Peeta's fingers and placed a kiss upon the 
knuckles. "It was your brother Miche that got word to Prim. Your dad 
asked him to sneak out of the house and find me, my mom or Prim. | 


guess Miche climbed out of an upstairs window and down the trellis so 
your mom wouldn't catch him, then ran into Prim while she was 
walking Lady." 


"Whatever it was that she gave to me helped. | remember the stinging 
stopping almost as soon as | put that stuff on me." 


"Come here," Katniss pulled him in for a hug and kissed his cheek. "I 
wish | could go back in time and take care of you." What she really 
wished was that she could go back in time and rescue him like he had 
rescued her at the age of eleven. Katniss felt Peeta's hand drifting 
downward and cupping her stomach. It didn't take long for Maysilee to 
start kicking at the spot his hand covered. "Pops felt pretty guilty when 
| told him about our day in Twelve, and then he said to me, 'What if I 
could give Peeta the mother he deserved his whole life?' | had no clue 
what the hell he was talking about, but then he explained himself and | 
knew it would be the right thing to do. We went to Coin to find out what 
it would take. Turns out it's as easy as getting married. Sign some 
papers and you're done, but she didn't want to waste the resources. 
Claimed that the paper and ink printing up the documents could be 
used for more important things. Personally, | think she was afraid of 
what Effie would do to her once she signed the papers. Needless to 
say, | had an issue with that," Katniss gave him an evil grin. "You 
would think people would learn not to mess with my family by now." 


Peeta let out a loud laugh. "Katniss, | don't know how to thank you for 
this." 


"I didn't do anything. It was your dad that came up with the idea." 


"And he never would have had it if it hadn't been for you," he placed a 
kiss on the inside of each wrist. "Thank you." 


The bride and groom were being told how important their roles would 
be if ever they brought children into the world, and Peeta's eyes met 
first Effie's then Katniss'. "Being a parent is one of the greatest joys a 
husband and wife may be blessed with, but you must understand that 
by doing so you are promising to care for that child not only in its early 
years, but its entire life. This is why your bond as husband and wife..." 
As Dalton spoke, Peeta gave what he had said serious thought, 
smiling to himself when he saw the faces of two of the women he 
loved most in the world staring back at him. 


"Peeta?" His father walked into his quarters behind Katniss. "Do you 
have a moment?" 


"Sure pops. Is everything okay?" He noticed Katniss continually 
swallowing like she was trying to hold back her tears, or going through 
another bout of morning sickness. In a way he hoped for the latter 
since she told him that they took it as a sign of good health while they 
were in the arena. 


"Katniss and I were talking last night about your mother," Peeta gave 
Katniss a quick look of disapproval when his father started with that. 
"She told me how upset you were...how upset both of you were, and | 
know | never did anything to help you when you were a child. Not as 
much as | should have anyway." 


"Pops, you did what you could," Peeta reached a hand out to his 
father's shoulder. "That woman did things to both of us, and | 
don't...not for one minute, blame you for anything | went through as a 
kid." 


"| know that son, and with your help, | realized that we all suffered at 
the hand of Myrna, but I think it's time we stop letting it control our 
lives." He put some papers down on the table and pushed them 
towards Peeta. "I don't expect this to wipe out the years of being 


abused, but I'm hoping it helps. Maybe it's silly since you're expecting 
your own baby, and you're married and all. Heck, your 18th birthday is 
only a few months away, but I thought...even if it's only for a few 
months..." 


Peeta picked up the documents his father had pushed towards him 
and sucked in a breath. "Are you serious, dad?" 


"It's up to you." His father nodded at him. "All you gotta do is say the 
word, and we'll have Effie sign them. I've already gotten Coin's 
approval, though I will say, she wasn't too thrilled with the idea, but 
Katniss here got her to jump on board pretty quickly." 


Peeta lifted his eyes towards Katniss and asked, "How long have you 
known about this?" 


"Pops and | went to the Command Center last night while you were 
with the prep team," she answered. 


A lump began to form in Peeta's throat as tears pooled in his eyes. 
"Does Effie know?" 


"She does," his father answered. "And son, she understands no 
matter what you decide." 


"Of course she understands. That's what good moms do. They put 
their kids first." Peeta quickly ran his hand under his running nose. 
"Damn," he sniffed. "| need a tissue." 


"Here," Katniss handed him one of the many she had in her hand. 
"So? What do you say?" 


Peeta could see the excitement in Katniss' eyes and he was sure his 
mirrored hers. "YES! Oh my God! Of course!" He threw his arms 


around his father and got one of his dad's bear hugs in return. "Dad, | 
don't know what to say.” 


"Say you forgive me for not being able to protect you all those years," 
his father sniffled in his ear. 


Though he wanted to tell his father there was nothing to forgive, Peeta 
knew how important acceptance of an apology was. "Of course I do, 
dad." 


"Okay," Katniss blew her nose into one of her tissues and said, "That's 
enough tears. If we want to do this before the wedding this afternoon, 
we better go now." 


"Yeah. Okay," Peeta smiled and blew his nose too. "Where's Effie? 
Wow, I can't wait to see her." 


"She's waiting in Haymitch's quarters." His father took one of the 
tissues Katniss held out to him and wiped his eyes. "Let's get this 
done." 


Within fifteen minutes they were standing in the Command Center with 
Haymitch and Effie in front of President Coin. "You're sure," Effie 
asked Peeta. 


"Positive," Peeta grinned from ear to ear. "I've never been more sure 
of anything in my life." he lifted his eyes which sparkled with 
anticipation and joy. "At least | don't think | have." 


"Maybe your choice to marry Katniss? Hmm?" Effie said with rosy 
glow on her cheeks. 


"He doesn't remember that, so don't worry," Katniss gave him a look 
that said it was okay for him to think of this as the best moment of his 


life. "But when he does remember...that better be the best thing that 
ever happened to him," she teased. 


"Miss. Trinket," Coin pointed to a spot on the documents and said, "If 
you'll sign there, and Peeta I'll need your signature there. Mr. Mellark, 
yours goes right next to Peeta's." The three signed where Coin 
pointed on the duplicate documents and then lifted their faces 
expectantly. "That's it," she gave them some copies. "Now if you'll 
excuse me." Coin turned her back while the group of them walked out 
of the Command Center. 


They all stood silently waiting for the elevator door to open. Peeta 
tapped Effie on the shoulder and waited until she lifted her gaze to 
him. "Congratulations. It's a boy." 


Effie's wide eyes glassed over and she threw her arms around Peeta 
who lifted her off the ground and spun her in a circle. "Oh my." He 
could hear her teeth chattering in his ear. She captured his face in her 
hands and stamped a kiss on each of his cheeks once Peeta set her 
down on the ground. "My darling boy." 


"It's legal now," Peeta lifted up the papers and waved them in the air. 
"You're my mother." 


"You're my son," Effie said with a hitch in her voice. She reached out a 
hand to Peeta's father and said, "I shall never know how to thank you 
for doing such a thing." Peeta could tell she was just as shocked as he 
was by his father's offer for Effie to adopt him as her son and share 
custody of him. It might be silly to most, but to the members of their 
tight knit family, this was one of the most momentous occasions of 
their lives. 


"The boy needs a father and a mother. | can't think of anyone else that 
loves him as much as you do, except maybe Katniss here," Bing 


squeezed Effie's hand in return. "What do you say we get ready for a 
wedding now?" 


Once in the elevator they all agreed on waiting a few days before 
sharing the news with anyone other than Prim and Evelyn. "After all, 
today belongs to Annie and Finnick. I'd hate to take anything away 
from them," Effie said in a proper tone while riding up to their floor. 
Peeta held her hand the entire way. Even when she turned to 
Haymitch and whispered, "Who knew I could have a child after all, 
Haymitch?" 


Peeta's eyes met his mentor's over the top of Effie's head, and he 
could have sworn the man had tears in them. 


The bride and groom were sharing a boisterous kiss as the crowd of 
people exploded in jubilation. Peeta got to his feet like the rest of the 
guests, waited patiently for the wedding party to walk back down the 
aisle then hurried to catch up with his family. "Come on, pops," he 
turned to his father, who was on his heels like an anxious little boy. 
"They're waiting for us." Katniss and Effie stood standing at the end of 
the long walkway looking eagerly at them. "Move it old man," Peeta 
called to Haymitch who was lagging behind. There was a party to 
attend, and though Peeta Mellark wouldn't be the one with the camera 
focused on his every move, he felt like today was made for him. 


Having Effie help with the wedding plans worked out better than 
anyone had expected. Finnick didn't really care what was planned as 
long as the end result was that he got to marry Annie. He shared 
funny looks with Katniss, Peeta and Haymitch whenever Plutarch 
brought up the wedding propos to Coin at the end of their meetings. 
Plutarch had asked for a three day celebration and Coin wanted them 
to sign some documents on camera. It was Effie that interrupted the 
argument between Coin and Plutarch, much to Finnick's chagrin, 
because he was enjoying the entertainment. 


"Plutarch, you must be realistic!" Effie scolded the former Head 
Gamemaker like a child. "We do not have resources to waste here in 
Thirteen. Yes, a wedding is a glorious occasion, but we are in the 
middle of a war, not the banquet of the century." 


"Thank you Miss. Trinket," Coin seemed to be pleased by Effie's 
outburst towards Plutarch. "It's good to know someone understands." 


"Yes, | do understand, and so must you," Finnick covered his laugh 
with a cough when Effie took to Coin. "We are trying our best to give 
this country something to look forward to and to get people on our 
side. What is that saying Plutarch?" Effie asked not waiting for an 
answer, "Panem et Circenses." 


"Huh?" Haymitch twisted his face when he said what they were all 
thinking. 


"It means Bread and Circuses," Plutarch answered giving a short 
definition as to what the translation meant. 


"So that's what the districts are for," Katniss said as if she had finally 
caught on to Snow's secret, "to provide Bread and Circuses." 


"Yes, my dear," Effie gave her head a nod. "The rebels are now 
controlling the food, which means the Capitol is no longer being 
supplied with the Bread, and the Games are now a thing of the past, 
which means we have the opportunity to provide the Circus, or 
entertainment in this case." 


"And who doesn't love a wedding?" Plutarch jumped on Effie's 
bandwagon, but she gave him a curt shake of the head to shut him up. 


Finnick had to admit, he was impressed with Effie Trinket's skills. The 
woman masterfully manipulated Plutarch into writing a list of demands, 
looked them over with an eye roll and handed them to Coin, then 
poured over the list, not giving Coin a chance to say yes or no, and 
began crossing things off left and right, saying, "Oh, don't be 
ridiculous...this most certainly isn't happening, Plutarch...we may be 
able to pull this off with volunteers..." The woman operated the 
president of Thirteen like a puppet on a string, and Coin had no 
problems taking credit for everything Effie already approved of. 


"Yes, | can work with this," Coin took a pencil to the list making a few 
marks here and there, but ultimately Finnick walked out of the 
Command Center shocked to high heaven when Coin said she'd 
make an announcement looking for children to volunteer to sing the 
wedding song from District Four, and someone to officiate the service. 


"Effie, you are an amazing woman," Finnick rested his hands on her 
shoulders, giving her a little shake of approval. "Annie's going to be 
thrilled. Hell, I'm thrilled." 


"That's my Trinkie," Finnick noticed the pride in Haymitch's voice as he 
said it, as well as the way Effie blushed at his comment. 


The day Annie went to District Twelve with Katniss, Peeta and their 
prep team, Finnick had spent the day pacing and worrying. The last 


time he let Annie out of his sight Snow had gotten a hold of her. 
Though the districts were now under the rebel's command, Finnick still 
worried that Snow would have someone hiding out, like Peeta had 
been when he was rescued, but his mind was put somewhat at ease 
after Effie explained that the only ones who knew the tunnel's exact 
location were their tiny group of rebels that had met up in the Capitol 
hideout so long ago. When Annie got back chattering away about the 
accessories Katniss' prep team picked up for her to wear, and the 
dresses they picked out for Effie as a surprise, Finnick was thrilled he 
had allowed her to go. As they left the Hangar, Finnick noticed the 
forlorn expression plaguing both Peeta and Katniss, but Annie was 
happy and right now that was all that mattered. He made a mental 
note to stop and talk to them about their day, but never got around to 
seeking out Katniss, and when he looked for Peeta, he was nowhere 
to be found. 


He and Annie each collected greenery from the woods for their half of 
the net, and spent much of their free time weaving the intricate design 
with flowers at the last minute. Finnick and Annie both taught the 
children that had signed up to sing, pretty much all of the words to 
District Four's wedding song. Katniss brought Prim to both of the 
rehearsals, but neither one of them sang with the choir, though Prim 
did copy the lyrics down in a book, so Finnick had hope that maybe 
she'd sing with the rest of the kids. Ideally, he would have loved to ask 
Katniss to sing it, but she was already standing up with him, and he 
didn't want to push his luck. 


The day of the wedding she kept him pretty well occupied. Plutarch 
had come and gone telling Finnick that there was some sort of delay, 
but not really explaining in detail, which scared the hell out of Finnick. 
Suddenly he wondered if Annie was giving pause to marrying him, and 
the confidence that he had been full of only minutes earlier was now 
out the window. 


"You think Peeta's with her right now?" Finnick wondered where his 
bride to be was, and what she was doing. 


"Annie?" Katniss gave him a little grin. "Of course he is. Where else 
would he be?" 


"| don't know. Didn't you say he's been disappearing these past couple 
of nights? How do you know Peeta hasn't gone to...wherever he's 
been going?" He surely hoped Peeta was with Annie and keeping her 
calm. "She's probably nervous," Finnick said with a false sense of 
security in his voice. 


"Because you're the picture of calm," Katniss mumbled and Finnick 
threw her a disconcerting look. 


"lam calm." He bit at one of his cuticles then realized he was a total 
wreck. "Okay, I'm a little on edge, but can you blame me? What if she 
changes her mind? What if she realizes I'm not worth her love? What 
if Plutarch only came in here to buy Effie and Peeta time to talk Annie 
into marrying me after all? What if..." 


"What if you shut the hell up?" Katniss scowled at him. "Christ, you're 
worse than a girl. How the hell did | get talked into doing this thing with 
you anyway?" 


"| asked and you said yes." 


"If | had known what it entailed | would've said, no...hell no!" Katniss 
gave Finnick a little jab with her elbow. "Calm down and eat 
something,” She picked up one of the last remaining things on her tray 
and shoved it in his mouth. "There you go. Good boy," Katniss gave 
Finnick a pat on the top of his head. 


"And you're going to be a mother?" Finnick said with a mouth full what 
he guessed to be a piece of cheese covered bread. "I don't see it." 


"Try using your eyes," Katniss gave him a side view of her stomach, 
and Finnick had to chuckle. The petite girl that had dominated inside 
of the arena looked like she was about to topple over from the growth 
in the center of her body. "It's happening whether you believe it or 
not." 


"Poor kid doesn't know what she's in for." Finnick felt slightly relaxed 
as Katniss shoved another of the snacks they brought for her into his 
mouth before he could say anything else. 'I'm glad | chose you, 
Katniss,' he thought to himself about the girl he called his little brother. 


"There you go," Katniss patted his tie down and gave his sleeve one 
last swipe when they got the order that they would be taking their 
spots soon. "In the words of Effie Trinket," she pulled out her Effie 
impersonation for the event, "You look quite dashing. Simply divine." 


Finnick chuckled at Katniss' comment through his nerves and gave 
himself one last look in the mirror. "It's almost time." He glanced at the 
clock. "Correction, it /s time." 


"Then let's go Odair," Katniss brushed her hand over her stomach, 
stopped then asked, "Think | have time to go to the bathroom?" 


"| seriously doubt it," Finnick answered. "Plutarch's on a time table 
here." And so was he. Annie could still make a run for it. 


"| suggest we make time." Katniss rushed towards the tiny bathroom 
off of the makeshift remake room. "Trust me, you don't want me doing 
the pee pee dance at the front of the alter on national television." 
Finnick smiled at her when she slammed the door closed, and was 
thankful he asked her to stand up with him that day. She had provided 


him with entertainment, constantly swearing when the baby would 
jump up and down on her bladder, plus she was able to get food 
delivered to her throughout the day which meant Finnick got to nibble 
too. 


‘| wonder if Annie would want to get pregnant right away?’ Finnick 
grinned to himself when he thought about Katniss letting him feel the 
baby kick earlier. ‘She'd be a great mom though | seriously doubt most 
would think so.' When Katniss walked out of the restroom talking to 
the baby and telling her she needed to behave during the ceremony, 
Finnick knew, Annie wasn't the only one that would be misjudged 
when it came to parenting skills. 


"What the hell are you grinning at?" Katniss snarled a corner of her lip 
at him. 


"You're going to be a pretty good mom, Katniss." 


"Oh Christ," she rolled her eyes at him. "Please don't get all 
sentimental and shit. | just got over the morning sickness thing, and | 
have no desire to start puking again." She turned her back to him and 
started walking out of the room then stopped and said, "But thanks 
just the same." Finnick knew better than to say you're welcome 
besides, there was another woman quickly taking up his thoughts. 


The wedding of Finnick Odair and Annie Cresta had been as 
traditional as they could get it considering a couple from District Four 
normally said their vows while on a raft their families built together, 
using pieces of driftwood and palm to weave it together. The net that 
Finnick and Annie wove symbolized each of their individuality as his 
side was woven with his favorite knots, and hers in her favorite. It 
would then be woven together by the pair the night before the wedding 
with the exception of the end. The final knot would be made during the 
service when they were pronounced husband and wife. In Four it was 


known as the knot that binds. The engaged couple would normally 
start off standing on the raft with the person officiating the ceremony 
and the people they chose to stand up for them, at one end of a pond. 
On the other end of the pond the guests would be anxiously awaiting 
the happy couple's arrival. The people standing up for the bride and 
groom would use long poles to push the couple seamlessly towards 
their matrimonial bliss. The couple would say their vows while 
traveling on the raft, and by the time they reached their friends and 
family, the service would be through and they'd be married. To Finnick 
and Annie the quiet union didn't matter. They didn't care one bit that 
the whole world was watching. As far as they were concerned this was 
cause for celebration, and the more the merrier. 


The reception for the bride and groom was a complete success in the 
eyes of everyone including Plutarch who was certain that the party 
couldn't be done on the mere crumbs President Coin threw at him, but 
even he had to admit that Effie pulled it together and provided the 
entire nation an exceptional event. In the end, Finnick and Annie had 
done what they always assumed was the impossible. They got 
married. They stood in the center of the dance floor eagerly awaiting 
another of Four's traditions, the wedding song, and were pleasantly 
surprised when Katniss stood in the center of the children taking the 
lead. By the end of the song, Finnick and Annie both had tears in their 
eyes. If the dinner and song wasn't enough, then the cake was more 
than anyone could have asked for. 


"Is this where you've been hiding yourself?" Finnick asked Peeta. 


"Who was hiding?" he answered in a good nature tone, and gave 
Finnick his heartfelt congratulations. "I'm thrilled for you both. | hope 
you two have an eternity of happiness." 


The party went on late into the night and early into the morning, but 
Finnick and Annie left shortly after the cake had been served. "Ready 
to get out of here?" He whispered in his bride's ear. 


"Yes," she said quietly then followed it up with a tinkle of laughter. 


It wasn't easy dodging the cameras to make their escape, but they 
had finally done it with the help of Peeta and Katniss, and now Mr. and 
Mrs. Odair were standing in their quarters, searching the other's eyes. 
Wishing for the briefest moments that they could be home, and forget 
there was a war going on around them. 


"One day, Annie," Finnick brushed a wisp of hair away from her cheek, 
"we'll go back home and have a family. We'll teach our children how to 
swim and fish, how to sail and we'll be there on the end of the pond 
when they travel across with their bride or groom. You'll see Annie. 
We'll have the best life." He stopped himself before he said a long life, 
because the truth was, even now that they had won the districts 
neither one of them knew how long they'd live, or if they'd ever see the 
shores of Four again. 


"It was such a lovely service, don't you think?" Katniss asked Peeta as 
they walked arm in arm into the Dining Hall. 


"| guess," he answered sheepishly. 


"| loved it when they recited that poem together," Katniss said. 


Peeta crinkled his forehead trying to recall if there was a poem and 
why on earth Katniss sounded like she was getting all sappy over it. 
"Sure." 


"| knew it!" She gave his shoulder a little jab. "There was no poem. 
You weren't paying attention to that service at all," Katniss laughed a 
little when Peeta gave her a, 'whoops,' face. "You should be ashamed 
of yourself, Peeta." 


"Don't blame me." He twirled her into his arms and kissed the crook of 
her neck. "I told you that Annie was supposed to be the one to hold 

everyone's focus today, and you went and got all dolled up." He toyed 
with the ends of her curled hair knowing how much she hated wearing 
it down, but loving it just the same. "You look breathtakingly beautiful." 


Katniss' lashes fluttered as her eyes drifted to the left, "I look like a 
barely ripe pumpkin." She glanced down at the peach colored dress 
that had been altered for her to wear and the round stomach that was 
somehow enhanced in the loosely pleated dress. 


"You look gorgeous," Peeta took her hands in his and kissed each 
one. "Absolutely beautiful," he lowered his voice down as he spoke 
into her ear, "Mrs. Mellark." 


A chill shot through her spine at the sound of her name flowing off of 
his lips. "We've got a long night ahead of us, so don't you dare start 
anything with me," she gave him a warning before his flirting got out of 
hand. "And | have somewhere | need to be," she noticed the children 
gathering in a semi-circle. "Come on. You want a good view, don't 
you?" She pulled him towards the singing group and left him on the 
sidelines where Plutarch had instructed her to. "I'll be right back. Wait 
here." Katniss took her position in the center of the children thinking, 


‘Don't screw this up.' Silence washed over the crowd like a wave, from 
front to back then three separate notes were played by the fiddle 
player that had escaped from Twelve with his instrument, to let each 
child know what note they had to start singing in for their basic 
harmony. 'One...two...three...' It was time to sing District Four's 
wedding song. 


"This is the moment 

I've waited for 

| can hear my heart singing 
Soon bells will be ringing" 


Katniss felt her heart rapping against her breastbone as she sang into 
the microphone Plutarch had set up for her. 


"This is the moment 

Of sweet | love you 

I will love you longer than forever 
Promise me that you will leave me never" 


As the children softly joined in with their three part harmony, Katniss 
looked towards Peeta and saw his chest rise and fall. 


"Now that we are one 

Clouds won't hide the sun 

Blue skies of our love smile down 
On this, our wedding day 

| do..." 


The children echoed Katniss' | do with one of their own. 


"Love you with all my heart." 


She gave Finnick and Annie a quick hug, then walked straight into 
Peeta's waiting arms. 


"Why didn't you tell me you were planning on doing that?" He asked 
with a thick voice. 


"| wanted it to be a surprise," she answered somewhat nervously. "Did 
you like it?" 


"| loved it..." his fingers threaded through hers, "...love you. With all my 
heart." The cameras had been on both the bride and groom as well as 
the Mockingjay and the Jabberjay that night, and they hated it. 


When the fiddler began playing upbeat tunes, it was Johanna that 
walked up to them and asked if they were really going to pass up on 
the opportunity for Snow to see them dance. They shared one look, 
grabbed Prim and made for the dance floor. To Peeta and Katniss' 
surprise, he remembered almost all the dances from home, and the 
ones he didn't, he sat down for. Both he and Katniss knew he was 
overdoing it, as was she, but neither one of them cared. There was so 
little cause for celebration in their lives, that this night wasn't going to 
go to waste. 


"Hey," Peeta held onto her by the shoulders and twirled her around to 
face him. "I'll be right back. Will you wait here for me?" 


"Sure," Katniss started looking around for the rest of her family, 
wanting to use any excuse to get away from the camera. "Have you 
seen my mom or pops?" She asked Peeta before he could go 
anywhere. 


"Yes, they're busy." He took hold of her arms and stared her down. 
"Do not move from this spot, Katniss. | mean it." 


"Okay. Geez," she stood there waiting, taking up conversation with 
anyone around until Gale joined her, and turned his offer to dance 
down. "I'm not allowed to move. Got orders from Peeta that I'm not to 
leave this spot." 


Gale let out a laugh, "Never thought I'd see the day that Katniss 
Everdeen obeyed a man's order." 


She knew he was just kidding, but still felt the need to defend her 
decision. "That's because l'm not Katniss Everdeen anymore. I'm 
Katniss Mellark, and she'll do anything her husband asks of..." her 
attention was immediately distracted at the large tiered cake making 
its way in her direction. The bride and groom were only a few yards 
away from her, but now Katniss knew why Peeta wanted her to stay 
there. The cameramen had a path cleared, and Katniss walked blindly 
towards the confection being brought out with Peeta and his father 
behind it. "Oh my God," Gale was forgotten. Everything was forgotten 
except the delicate décor placed upon the cake's layers. "Peeta," her 
hands went to her mouth in awe. Though her father in law was close 
by and worked in the kitchen, Katniss knew the hand that crafted this 
work of art was none other than Peeta's. "Why didn't you tell me?" 


He gave his head a little tilt and answered her the way she answered 
him. "| wanted to surprise you." 


"Well you did!" She wrapped her arms around his neck and gave him 
a hard peck on the cheek. "It's extraordinary, Peeta." She stepped 
back as he and Finnick exchanged some words and admired the 
gentle slope of the waves he created, the schools of fish swimming 
beneath the ocean's surface, the intricate dots of white sand on the 
beach, the boats that sailed across the sea and the setting sun that 
shone down upon the entire scene. 


"Want a slice?" Peeta held out a plate for her, and she had to agree 
with Effie who thought it was a sin to cut into something that should be 
considered a work of art, but Katniss took the plate just the same, 
diving into the lemon cake with raspberry filling. 


"You remembered," she gave her head a little shake. "How did you 
remember?" 


"My dad showed me how the first night...just some basic designs..." 
"No," Katniss stopped him. "| meant the flavors." 


"Oh that," Peeta took a fork full of cake and let it sit in his mouth for a 
second before swallowing. "My dad asked what flavor we should 
make it, and | didn't think chocolate banana cake with marshmallow 
frosting would go over very well for a wedding, but then | heard this 
voice in the back of my head saying, 'Good God, Peeta. If you ever 
run out of chocolate, make this for me.” He gave Katniss a little grin. 
"Turns out | remembered what 'this' was." 


"This is my second favorite cake ever!" Katniss pointed the fork at him. 
"Personally | don't see any reason why you couldn't make a chocolate 
banana cake for this shindig. Who would know if it was an appropriate 
flavor or not? They'd just be thrilled to have something sweet to eat." 


"Good point. Next wedding that's what I'll make." They finished their 
cake, Katniss nibbling off of his plate when she devoured hers before 
him. Peeta handing her the plate insisting she eat it. "I've never really 
been a sugar fan. When you work with it all the time, you tend to get 
sort of...over it." When he said it, she knew he wasn't making an 
excuse. This is the explanation he gave to her when he first gave her 
a treat he brought for lunch one day under the oak tree. 


"These people are going mad for your cake, Peeta." Finnick and Annie 
headed over to Katniss and Peeta. "There could be riots." 


"Wouldn't surprise me in the least," Katniss agreed. "You two having a 
good time?" 


"Yes," Annie answered. 


"Yeah," Finnick said while staring at his bride. "We were just saying 
what a long day it's been, and how much we'd like to get out of here." 


"Tell me about it," Katniss ran her hand over her stomach realizing 
how much her back was aching, as well as her feet. "I think my whole 
body is swollen." 


"Good Lord," Peeta said under his breath when the cameras 
approached, but couldn't get around the crowd that had gathered next 
to the cake. "Don't you ever wish you were just Mr. and Mrs. Smith or 
something?" He asked Finnick and Annie who had gotten a tiny taste 
of what he and Katniss went through on an almost daily basis. 


"I'm happy with being Mrs. Odair," Annie pressed her hand against 
Finnick's chest and stared up at him as though she were in a world of 
her own. 


"You two want to get out of here?" Peeta suddenly felt sorry for the 
couple who only wanted to be alone on their wedding night. "Katniss 
and | can cause a distraction." 


"Ooh, a distraction," Katniss nodded at him. "I like this idea. What 
should it be Mellark? Should | faint? Or maybe you should have a 
flashback and really throw them for a loop?" Peeta laughed, but 
Finnick and Annie just stared at them like they were insane. 


"Apparently that's only humorous to us," Katniss mouthed to Peeta 
behind her hand. 


"I've got a better idea." Peeta spoke quietly into Finnick's ear then took 
Katniss' hand and led her towards the empty dance floor. "Mrs. 
Mellark, may | have this dance?" 


"There's no music playing," Katniss answered with a befuddled 
expression. 


"Yes there is," Peeta held her hand against his chest where his heart 
beat. "All you have to do is listen." 


Katniss knew this may have started off as a diversion on their part, but 
it turned into one of sweetest things Peeta had done for her. "That's 
my favorite song,” she said as she allowed him to lead her in a slow 
dance across the floor. All eyes, and cameras, were on the pair who 
twirled in a circle, staring at each other as though there was music 
playing that only they could hear, and within minutes the fiddler picked 
up a slow melody that had the floor filled with couples. 


They slid out shortly after the bride and groom, heading to the private 
quarters Katniss had set up for them that hardly anyone knew about. 
As they walked, shoeless down the hall, wanting to avoid alerting the 
guards that were patrolling the halls, they soaked in as much of the 
night as they could. They days of walks in the woods were quickly 
coming to an end, and nights hiding in the president's former quarters 
would be few and far between. Rebels around the nation were 
reinvigorated by the "Circus" they now knew the Capitol could no 
longer provide. 
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Chapter Eighteen: What a Difference a Day Makes 


Our last episode of MJ:BW had Finnick getting married to Annie 
and Katniss and Peeta renewing the vows they made to one 
another. Peeta was healing up from his injuries and the rebels 
took a brief respite from fighting to prepare for the invasion on 
the Capitol. Now it's time to see what's going on with K/P and the 
war efforts. 


This chapter is laid out a little differently, but for good reason. 
The title says it all. 


Thank you to all of you that continue to read and leave reviews, 
send PM's and enjoy what I'm writing. It means the world to me to 
know you're still hanging in there with me. To S and A, I cannot 
say enough good things about you two. They are wondrous 
individuals and help in more than ways than one. They keep me 
on my toes, but never let me forget how to laugh. You two are the 
greatest! To BB, thanks for keeping me sane when it seems like 
the world is going crazy. You're the best! 


And now, what you've all been waiting for... 
Mockingjay: Broken Wings 
8:38 PM 


The echo of Peeta's footsteps bounced off the walls as he ran down 
the stark hallway leading to the hospital with Katniss in his arms. 
"Don't worry, Katniss. We're almost there," her painful whimpers 
motivated his feet to move that much faster. The double doors were a 
few yards away, and Peeta could make out the top of a woman's 
head. Who she was he hadn't a clue, but right now she was a 
welcomed sight. "HELP ME! SOMEONE HELP!" The woman Peeta 
had seen as a life preserver turned away, not hearing his calls for aid. 


"Peeta," Katniss' tiny cry reverberated through his ears. 
"Anoth...ano..." 


"Breathe Katniss," he threw his back against the swinging double 
doors and called out again, "WWE NEED HELP!" This time heads poked 
out from behind a desk, and the woman who Peeta remembered as 


the nurse that had helped Katniss when her blood pressure 
skyrocketed raced towards him. "She's in labor." 


"|...caaan't..." Katniss' eyes held a look of terror as she clutched 
Peeta's shoulders and panted. 


Voices began to call out for help, a nurse began talking into a speaker 
built into the wall next to their station. "Katniss Mellark has gone into 
early labor." 


Just hearing the words coming out of someone else's mouth scared 
the daylights out of both Katniss and Peeta. 


A gurney was pushed towards Peeta, but he didn't put Katniss down 
until they reached the hospital room the staff directed him to. "It's 
going to be okay." He gave her a quick peck on the forehead as the 
doctors and nurses began to work feverishly on her. 


"Mr. Mellark, you'll need to come with me," a feminine voice spoke to 
him, but Peeta ignored it. "Mr. Mellark. Mr. Mellark!" 


"What!?" He snapped at the young woman that was speaking to him. 


"They need to work on her. Please step out of the room," her hand 
clutched his upper arm, urging him to move. 


"I'm not leaving her." There was no way on earth Peeta could walk out 
of this room with Katniss screaming out in pain. "I'm staying, Katniss," 
he spoke to her as she reached blindly for his hand. "I'm here," Peeta 
pushed past the staff and clutched her fingers in his hand. "Please 
stop it. It's too soon," he lifted his eyes to the woman that seemed to 
be in charge. 


"We can't stop it," the doctor spoke from a spot between Katniss' legs 
as a sheet was draped over her from the waist down. "I'm sorry, 
Katniss. Your water has broken and there's no stopping the labor, but 
we can try to slow it down so we can give the baby some medications 
to help mature its lungs." The doctor lifted her eyes to Peeta's tear 
filled ones, then called out an order. "Can someone please go down 
the hall and get Evelyn and Prim? They'll want to know about this." 


"Peeta," Katniss' eyes were pleading with his to stop the inevitable. 
"Peeta," her cheeks were streaked with tears, her voice filled with 
anguish, and Peeta wondered how an innocent little life could go 
through so much before even making her appearance to the world. He 
wondered how this happened. His mind began to go over each and 
every little thing, dissecting the past few days events in search of an 
answer. 


Two Days Earlier 


"When did she go into labor?" The entire table of residents turned their 
attention towards Peeta awaiting the answer to Finnick's question. 


"Right in the middle of her sewing class." Peeta jabbed at an 
overcooked carrot on his plate. "Prim said she was just about to show 
the class the difference in stitching techniques, and her water broke.” 


"Three weeks early," Katniss added. "She's been in labor since..." 


"Three thirty yesterday afternoon," Peeta finished her sentence for her 
without skipping a beat. "We were waiting in medical for her to give 
birth, but it seems that Adam is being stubborn." 


"Regina says he's waiting for the right moment to make his grand 
entrance," Katniss scraped the carrots onto Peeta's tray and he 
spooned some broccoli onto hers, neither one of them broke from 


conversation. "I said, ‘he's already making a grand entrance by 
showing up three weeks early." 


"Maybe Maysilee will come early?" Peeta said with excitement in his 
eyes. 


Katniss' features read sarcasm. "Yeah, right. Because banana nut's 
been so cooperative already." 


"You never know. She might decide to make up for all the heartburn 
she's been giving you for the past month or two, and come a few 
weeks early." Peeta could only hope whenever their daughter showed 
up, that she'd be healthy. 


"I'm pretty sure she's going to stay in here," she rubbed at the top of 
her stomach, "until hell freezes over, or she's turned me prematurely 
gray." Katniss looked down at her stomach and shook her head from 
side to side. "I feel like my skin is going to rip apart, my belly has 
gotten so big.” 


"How far along are you now, Katniss?" Delly asked from the end of the 
table. 


"Almost seven months," she answered. "I'm about a week away from 
reaching my third trimester." 


"You two must be so excited," Delly smiled towards Peeta and 
Katniss. "If you two ever need someone to babysit, I'm available.” 


"Get in line chipmunk," Johanna said under her breath before 
shoveling some stew into her mouth. "What?" She gave Peeta an eye 
roll when he stared her down with a condemning look. 


"Must you be so rude all the time?" He said in a hushed tone so Delly 
couldn't hear them from her spot four people down. 


"What can I say? I have a gift for picking the perfect name for people." 


"What makes you think Delly should be called..." Peeta looked both 
ways before lowering his voice down another notch, "...chipmunk?" 


Johanna eyed up Delly who was talking across the table with her 
brother. "For one thing she's got chipmunk cheeks. Like she's storing 
nuts in there for the winter or something, which she better not be or 
security around here will take a whip to her. For another thing she 
tends to squeak when she talks." 


"She does not," Peeta argued in defense of his lifelong friend. "Delly is 
a good person, so quit making fun of her." 


"You ready to go yet? | want to get back to the hospital," Katniss stood 
up and placed a hand on Peeta’'s shoulder. 


"Yeah," with a narrowing glare towards Johanna, Peeta took both his 
and Katniss' tray and said, "Have a good dinner. We'll see you guys 
later." He leaned over the table towards Johanna and said, "Behave 
yourself." His hands began to tremble, his head began to pound. 
"Katniss," he choked out before dropping the trays back onto the 
table. "Do you have..." his thoughts began to float towards the ugly 
images in his mind. 


"What's going on?" Finnick asked. "He okay?" 


"Yeah," Katniss patted at her pocket for the pen needle and 
remembered that she didn't have one anymore. "Peeta, do you have 
one," her hands began frantically patting him down. 


"Get off of me!" Peeta screamed at her, wanting nothing more than to 
shake the hell out of Katniss. "What makes you think | want your 
hands on me!?" 


"Peeta," Gale came from behind, which terrified Katniss to no end. 
"Go away, Gale.” 
"I'm not leaving you here with him like this." 


"Oh, the gallant boyfriend rides in to save the day," Peeta narrowed 
his eyes dangerously at Gale. "You two make me sick, you know that? 
Pretending to be friends, when everyone knows what you really are." 


"Let's take this out to the hall," Gale suggested prior to making a 
motion towards Peeta who smacked his hands away. "Or we can stay 
here." 


"Stay here," Johanna sat back with a smirk on her face. "I wouldn't 
mind seeing buns kick your ass." 


"Johanna, stay out of this," Katniss glared at her. "Peeta, all we're 
trying to do is help you." She reached a tentative hand out for his 
pocket where she felt the bump of a syringe. "Let me give you your 
shot. It will make you feel better.” 


"What will make me feel better is if you two finally admit the truth to 
me." Peeta stood back, crossed his arms and said, "Did you really 
think | was going to be fooled into believing the line of crap you've 
been feeding me lately, Katniss? Have you been feeding one to him 
too?" Peeta pointed towards Gale. "Tell me something Hawthorne, did 
you know what the two of us were up to on the train during the Victory 
Tour, because | remember an awful lot of nights on board the train 
Katniss." 


"Peeta," Delly walked slowly around the table, "Why don't you and | 
take a walk?" 


"Did you know about them, Delly? Did you know the whole time you 
were covering for me and Katniss that she was screwing around on 
me? Hell, she was screwing around on you too Gale. With me," he let 
out a demented chuckle. 


"I need his needle," Katniss ignored Peeta's words regardless of how 
sharply they stung. "I can see it in his pocket. If someone could just 
hold him while | get it," she was hoping that their friends would help 
before security showed up and things turned ugly. 


"Peeta, I'm going to reach into your pocket," Delly walked closer to 
him. "Don't get violent with me," her voice got about an octave higher 
when he made a growling noise at her. As she pulled the pen needle 
from his person, Peeta instantly thought that she did sound like a 
chipmunk. "Here, Katniss," Delly handed the needle to Katniss. 


"I'll hold him down," Gale made a move and Katniss held up her hand 
to stop him. 


"No. Don't worry about it. I've got it." She could feel all the eyes on her 
from around the Dining Hall. Everyone was sitting on the edge of their 
seats waiting to see what would happen. It would be a matter of 
seconds before security reached them, so Katniss couldn't waste any 
time. "Banana nut hasn't moved this afternoon, Peeta. | need you to 
make her move," she reached out and grabbed Peeta's resistant hand 
and held it to her stomach. 


"Are you crazy!?" Gale started from his spot. 


"Don't, Katniss," she could see panic mixing with anger in Peeta's 
eyes once he touched her. "Get out of here." 


"/ will," She pulled the cap off with her teeth and spit it out. "Do you 
want me to give you this to you? You look so hot, Peeta. Are you hot?" 
His body temperature always got out of hand when flashbacks hit him. 
With one hand holding his on her belly and the other prepared to stab 
him in the neck, Katniss took another step closer to Peeta. "There," 
the baby's first kick hit the palm of his hand and Peeta's eyes were 
glued to it. "Feel it?" They were told not to use the shots anymore 
unless absolutely necessary. Peeta had built up a tolerance to the 
small amount of morphling in each dose, and it was no longer 
providing as much of a calming effect as it did in the beginning. If they 
increased it, his system would react for a short while, but the same 
results would occur, he'd grow accustomed to the drug and they'd 
have to increase it again. Katniss and Peeta had decided that it was 
time to learn how to deal with his hijacking without the aid of artificial 
drugs. She stood close to him, taking one miniscule step at a time. 
The entire Dining Hall was silent, so when the guards entered with 
Effie and Haymitch close behind, the sound of their boots on the floor 
and the creaking of the door's hinges echoed through the entire place 
announcing their arrival. "She found your hand," Katniss reached 
towards Delly, handing her the needle full of medication. "Hold this for 
me, will you?" She wrapped her arms around Peeta's middle, ignored 
his attempts at pulling away from her, and turned his face to hers. 
“Banana nut wants to meet you," her words were silent, but Peeta 
understood everything. "What's her room look like, Peeta?" 


"The woods," he answered by moving his lips so no one else could 
understand them. "The ceiling looks like the sky because | painted 
clouds on it, but when it gets dark outside, the tiny lights we put in look 
like stars are shining over her." 


"Where does she sleep?" Katniss could feel the tremor in his body 
slowly dissipate. 


"She sleeps inside of the oak tree." 
"Tell me about the oak tree.” 


"/ painted it on the wall of her nursery. It looks just like our tree, 
Katniss, but I painted a giant black hole in it so it looks like it's hollow, 
and we Set her crib against it." 


"What hangs above her head?" Katniss felt Peeta's fingers begin to 
stroke her stomach in a slow circle and heard the breath he blew out. 


"Tree branches and autumn colored leaves." Peeta rested his head 
against Katniss' and pulled her closer. "Get me out of here," his voice 
came back in a low and painful tone. 


"Let's go," she took the needle from Delly, stepped over the cap and 
walked past the guards. "He's fine," she answered Effie's questioning 
eyes and got a nod in return. "We're going to medical to check on 
Regina's progress." 


8:49 PM 


Had it been Peeta's flashbacks putting too much stress on Katniss? 
Had her blood pressure become an issue again? 


"Katniss!" Prim's voice broke Peeta out of his spell. "What happened, 
Peeta?" He had just been wondering that very same thing. 


"|... don't know. We had just gone to bed a little while ago. We were 
asleep.../ was asleep, she was awake. She'd been complaining of 
heartburn all day today and a bad backache. She thought maybe she 
over did it or something today with the filming of the propos." Peeta 
lifted Katniss' hand and began stroking the hair back from her 


forehead as she screamed in pain from the contraction the doctor 
pointed out on a monitor. 


"If you see this blip start to move upwards you know she's having 
another contraction. Peeta, your job is to keep her calm through them. 
Have you gone over any breathing exercises?" The doctor asked. 


Seven Weeks Earlier 


"Quit it," Peeta poked at her rib causing Katniss to let out a giggle. 
"You're going to regret it if you don't learn these breathing exercises 
Regina told you to do." 


"Peeta, I'm going to be pushing the equivalent of a cantaloupe out of 
my nostril. All the breathing in the world isn't going to help me," 
Katniss rested her back against his chest while they sat in the middle 
of their bed. "But if it will keep you from being a nag, I'll breathe." 


"Thank you," he kissed her temple. "Okay, let's start with some deep 
cleansing breaths," Peeta inhaled. "In through the nose," his chest 
swelled up as he breathed with her. "Out through the mouth...slowly," 
he said when he heard her pushing the air out of her lungs with 
brusque force. "You should take the entire ten-count to let the air out." 


"So count!" Katniss snapped. 


"Will you quit being so grumpy," he placed his lips against her ear. "If 
you behave yourself and do at least an hour of these, I'll take you 
hunting." She had been so pleased since Beetee added something to 
her bow that helped her to keep her aim on her target. 


"An hour? No way in hell. I'll do fifteen minutes," Katniss bargained. 


"Forty-five," Peeta countered. 


"Twenty." 
"Forty. " 
Katniss threw a scowl over her shoulder at Peeta. 


"Okay, how about we compromise and meet halfway?" Peeta offered. 
"Thirty minutes?" That was all Regina wanted them to do anyway, but 
there was no way Peeta could tell Katniss that. He knew she would 
hate doing them and try to get him to cut the time in half. "So?" 


"Fine. Thirty minutes, but you better take me hunting right after, or 
you're going to regret it, Mellark." She faced front. "Okay, count." 


"In through the nose," they both took a deep breath. 
"One...two...three..." They had made it through the entire thirty 
minutes without Katniss complaining once. "We need to practice that 
every other day until you go into labor. We'll have Prim and Effie do a 
few with you too." He didn't need to say, in case | have to go to the 
Capitol. The implication hung in the air. 


"Do we have to do them every other day? What about three days a 
week?" 


Regina had told Peeta they only needed to go over it twice a week. 
Since Katniss offered three times, he instantly agreed. "That should 
be fine." He rested his chin on her shoulder and wrapped his arms 
around her middle. "You still want to go hunting?" 


"Yes," Katniss sighed. "But not right now." 


"What do you want to do right now?" Peeta was supposed to be in 
training classes, but he had yet to make it to one of them. Leaving 
Katniss on her own for six hours a day didn't sit right with him, plus he 


was afraid she'd find a way to worm her way into a class. "Want to go 
to Special Weaponry and shoot?" 


"No," she turned her face into his neck. "Can we just..." her silence cut 
through him when he saw the expression in her eyes. 


"What is it, Katniss?" 

"I don't want to do this without you." 

"Give birth?" 

Katniss shook her head from side to side. "Raise her." 


Peeta pulled her into his lap and clutched her to his chest. "I don't 
want you to do it alone either, but we both know that's a possibility.” 


"I want to tell you not to go to the Capitol, and | know if | asked you to 
Stay, you would, but | can't do that. | know you have a responsibility to 
this country. We both do, but | want to be selfish so badly, Peeta. | 
want to beg you to stay with me." 


He cupped her face in his hands and placed his lips against hers in a 
soft kiss. "If you asked me, I'd stay. Please don't ask me, Katniss. | 
need to do this for Maysilee." His hand lifted to her stomach and 
rested there. "Not only our Maysilee, but her namesake as well. For 
Rue, for Glimmer, for Foxface...for all of them, and for us. | don't ever 
want another child to go through what we did, and I want Snow to pay 
for every child that ever shed blood, their own or others, inside of the 
arena." 


Katniss rested her forehead against Peeta's. "I wish | could go with 
you. Protect you." 


"That's what we do, isn't it? Protect each other?" He didn't need her to 
answer. "Hey," he tilted her forlorn face upward, "We have a couple of 
hours before dinner. Want to pose for me? | haven't sketched her 
growth yet this week." Peeta had drawn a sketch of Katniss every 
week since coming back from Two in the same pose so they could 
document the baby's growth. 


"If | say yes, what do | get?" She nuzzled his neck. 


"Hmmm?" Peeta scratched absently at his chin. "If I hurry up with the 
sketch we could make out like a couple of middle school students." 


"I'd rather make out like a married couple." Katniss gave him a long 
kiss. 


Peeta spoke with closed eyes. "That is soooo much better than when | 
was in middle school." 


8:50 PM 


"We've been doing breathing exercises since she reached her fifth 
month," Peeta answered the doctor. 


"And she's in her," the doctor looked at a computer pad containing 
Katniss' medical records, "twenty-fifth week of pregnancy. You've had 
a good amount of time to practice, so | suggest you utilize your 
knowledge. While her contractions are mild..." 


"These are mild?" Katniss interrupted the doctor. "Are you insane!? 
You're a crazy bitch! | don't want you in here! Get out! GET OUT! 
REGINA! REGINAAAA" Katniss yelled at the top of her lungs as she 
reached the peak of another contraction. 


"Katniss, Dr. Valero is unable to be here. She is still in postnatal care,’ 
the current physician spoke. 


"|...hate...you," Katniss' staccato words were accompanied by the 
daggers in her eyes. 


Peeta had read in the book that Prim had given him, that most 
pregnant women go through a variety of emotions during childbirth, 
and to let their words of anger roll off your back because chances 
were they'd be followed up with a heartfelt apology. "We do the little 
pants when her contractions get stronger and longer, right?" Peeta 
addressed the physician. 


"Yes." The doctor stood over her patient. "Katniss, | know I'm not Dr. 
Valero, but | promise you, | am the doctor you want taking care of you 
right now. | have spent my entire career specializing in Obstetrics. I've 
delivered almost every child under the age of twelve in our district." 


Katniss blew out a cleansing breath and gave Peeta's hand a 
squeeze. "| don't know you. I've never even met you." She and Peeta 
flashed their eyes towards Evelyn. 


"Katniss, Regina had Adam only a few hours ago. She can't deliver 
your baby," her mother spoke in a reassuring voice. 


"Katniss," Peeta had to find a way to make Katniss comfortable with 
the physician. "We really have no choice but to let doctor... I'm sorry, 
what's your name?" 


"Dr. Madge Euclaire," she answered. 


Peeta quirked the corner of his lip. "Her name is Madge, Katniss." He 
squeezed her hand. "You can't ask for a clearer sign than that, can 
you?" 


Katniss shook her head frantically from side to side. "No." Her whole 
demeanor changed as she began crying. "I'm sorry. | didn't mean to 
say those things to you. I'm sorry." She gripped Peeta's hands and 
placed them against her face. "I'm so sorry, Peeta. | didn't mean to yell 
at you earlier." 


"You're in labor. You're allowed to yell," Prim reached out to stroke her 
sister's hair out of her eyes. "You can say or scream anything you 
want, Katniss. No one's going to care." 


"That's right," Peeta agreed. "It's kind of like me and my flashbacks. 
They're not my fault, right?" Katniss nodded at him. "And don't you 
hate it when | tell you I'm sorry afterward?" 


"Yes," Katniss sniffled. 


"Then we'll call this payback," Peeta's eyes flashed towards the blue 
line that began to move upward on the computer monitor. "I'm going to 
sit behind you like we did when we practiced, okay?" He moved 
behind her, sliding his legs outside of hers and resting her back 
against his chest. "Time to take a deep breath, Katniss. In through 
your nose...now," his voice held a gentle urgency. "Good. Now slowly 
release it through your lips. One...two..." She squeezed his fingers in 
her hands until her nails dug into his skin. "Eight...nine...ten," Peeta 
looked at the monitor and noticed that the contraction had ended. 


Katniss released his hands and slumped forward. "My back aches so 
badly." 


"| Know," Peeta began rubbing at the base of her spine in slow circles. 
"Mom, can you get someone to contact my mom, dad and Haymitch 
please? l'm sure they'll want to be here." 


"This is my fault," Katniss started talking softly. "| shouldn't have done 
those propos. | shouldn't have gone hunting afterward. | should have 
listened to you, Peeta." 


"This is not your fault," he curled his body over hers. "We don't know 
why this happened, so quit blaming yourself." 


"What are we going to do? It's too soon. She's too young," Katniss 
buried her face in her hands and bawled. 


"Katniss, Dr. Fletcher has the most experience here in Thirteen with 
premature childbirths. He has Beetee going over our equipment to 
make sure it's in tip top shape, and if there is any room for 
improvement I'm sure Beetee will find it," The sound of Regina's voice 
had everyone turning towards the door. "Dr. Euclaire here is going to 
take excellent care of you. Even if | were able to be here for the 
delivery of Maysilee, | still would have called her in for her expertise, 
but if you want me to be here, | will be." 


"No," Katniss shook her head. "You just had a baby. You shouldn't be 
working." 


"Oh, please," Regina waved her off. "Women have been giving birth 
and going back to work within hours for thousands of years." 


"We'll be fine, Regina," Peeta spoke. "You were in labor for three 
days. | think you should give yourself a break." 


"Peeta," Evelyn gestured to the computer monitor. 


"Okay, Katniss. | need you to lean back into me again and take a deep 
cleansing breath," Peeta's eyes stayed focused on the monitor that 
showed the progression of the contraction. The bright blue color 
moving upwards forming the side of a jagged hill, climbing towards the 


peak then heading down the other side before tapering off. "Good 
job." He brushed Katniss' hair back as she fell back against him. 
"You're doing so good, Katniss. So good." 'But to what end?' He asked 
himself, afraid of what their baby's birth would bring. "What are the 
chances that the baby will survive?" His question went out, but the 
person that answered took both Peeta and Katniss by surprise. 


"The staff here will slow down Katniss' contractions," Prim spoke up. 
"The longer we go without delivering the baby, the better chance of 
survival she has. They'll give you some medicine, Katniss that will 
help the baby's lungs mature however, those will only help the baby if 
you don't deliver in the next twenty-four hours. Be prepared, even 
though you'll be having a typical delivery, the birth itself will be 
completely different than Regina's because of the baby's size." Peeta 
was grateful for Prim facing the difficult issues. At the age of fourteen 
she stood next to Katniss, answering questions a doctor should be 
answering with confidence, knowledge and provided a sense of hope. 
"As far as whether or not the baby will live, well, that's up to the baby 
now isn't it? No amount of medical technology can save a life that 
doesn't want to fight, but this baby has been through an awful lot, so 
my personal feelings are that Maysilee Mellark is a fighter. She's the 
daughter of two victors, and there's no way on earth she's not going to 
fight for her right to live." Prim stroked Katniss' hair away from her 
forehead, and Peeta could feel Katniss' whole body stiffen at the 
touch. "Any specific questions you have about the baby's development 
should probably wait for Dr. Fletcher. He's the one that will have the 
best answers for you." 


"Your sister is right," Regina spoke from her spot near the door. "You 
should really wait for Dr. Fletcher to arrive before asking questions. He 
knows things about your baby's chances the rest of us don''t." 


"So he's treated a lot of prematurely born infants?" Peeta asked as he 
watched drugs being pushed into the tubes the staff had put into 
Katniss' veins. 


"Like I've delivered almost every child in the past twelve years, Dr. 
Fletcher has treated them over the past fifteen. He is the best we've 
got," Dr. Euclaire answered. "In the meantime, these medications 
we've given to Katniss will slow down the labor. Once Dr. Fletcher and 
| consult with one another, we'll decide when to have Katniss deliver 
the baby." 


"Isn't there anything you can do to stop this?" Katniss' voice quaked. 
"I'm not even seven months pregnant yet." 


"Perhaps, if your water hadn't broken we could have put a stop to it, 
but without fluid, stopping your contractions causes a greater risk of 
infection and can cause the cord to collapse. Your body will continue 
to produce amniotic fluid however, chances are it will not stay inside of 
you. Depending on how her heart handles the labor is how we'll 
determine when to deliver. We always prefer natural childbirth, but 
there may be a chance of having to perform a Cesarian." The 
physician gave Peeta's hand a light tap. "Try to have her get some 
rest between contractions if you can. They should stop coming one on 
top of the other now and slow down some. l'Il be back shortly," the 
doctor waved her fingers at her staff members and they all gathered in 
the hall outside of Katniss' room including Prim and Evelyn. 


"You heard the doctor, you need to get some rest before the next 
contraction comes on, okay?" Peeta stroked the side of her head. 
"You comfortable?" 


"No," she dropped her head back against Peeta's shoulder. "I want to 
lie down. Help me lie down." 


Peeta pulled himself from behind her and positioned her on her side 
then lay facing her. "Better?" 


"A little," her breaths were coming out in tiny little pants. "I think there's 
another..." 


Peeta could see the blue blip on the rise. "Look at me, Katniss. | want 
you to focus on my eyes." 


Three Weeks Earlier 


"Regina said you need something to focus on," Peeta had several 
different things sitting out on the bed. "Here are your current choices, 
a picture of Prim, one of you and me, I'm a bit partial to this one," he 
held up a sketch he drew of them as children. Katniss was wearing a 
red plaid dress and he was wearing a toothpaste stained shirt. "Then 
there's this bottle of cinnamon..." 


"What's the purpose of this whole focus thing?" Katniss ate a few 
crackers. "| swear to God, my insides feel like there's lava flowing 
through me." 


"Heartburn again?" Peeta felt horrible for the way Katniss had been 
suffering. "My dad said that means she's going to have a lot of hair. 
Prim says it's an old wives tale, but since my father isn't an old 
wife...l'm hoping he's right." 


"I'd rather have a bald baby than this friggin’ heartburn. It sucks." 


"Why don't we stop thinking about it, and focus on what you're going 
to focus on." Peeta sat next to her. "And the purpose is pretty simple. 
You need to keep your energy on one specific object so you don't 
concentrate on the pain of labor. Now what do you think will help draw 
your attention away from being in pain?" 


"Your eyes," Katniss cupped his cheek in her hand. "That's what | 
want to use as my focal point. | don't need to stare at a piece of paper 
or a bottle of cinnamon. All I need to do is look in your eyes and that 
will help me." 


"Lucky for you | take them with me wherever I go." Peeta was about to 
stand up and put the items away until he realized what he had said. 
"Just in case though, how about I sketch you a picture of me looking 
back at you?" 


"I'd rather have the real thing, but...yeah. | think that would be a good 
idea." 


9:15 PM 
"Peeta, it's so hard," Katniss grit her teeth through the pain. 


"Just keep looking at me, Katniss and take a deep breath. Come on," 
his voice got a little louder until she stared into his eyes. "Good girl." 
Peeta rubbed at her back, felt the muscles tense up beneath his 
fingers and began another count of ten. 


Once the contraction subsided, Katniss' entire body went from tense 
to putty in Peeta's arms. "Why did this happen, Peeta?" 


"It just did, Katniss. That's all." As he spoke the words he couldn't help 
but wonder if something triggered it. A combination of stress, physical 
exertion, anxiety... 


Thirty-Six Hours Earlier 


"I'm signing up for training classes," Johanna sat on the edge of her 
hospital bed. "These rat bastards told me | couldn't go to the Capitol 
unless | went through training, so I'm signing up for them." 


"1 got scheduled for them, but | haven't been going to the classes," 
Peeta wondered if his lack of participation would keep him in Thirteen. 
"I've been in battle with less training so I'm sure I'm still going." 


"Think again, buns. Effie said no one will be going unless they pass 
some sort of test at the end of training." Johanna kicked back on her 
bed and began punching a fist against her mattress. "They took me off 
the damn morphling yesterday. So now I'm going cold turkey.” 


"Maybe that's for the best, Johanna?" Katniss shared a concerned 
look with Peeta. 


"No shit brainless. Like they're going to send some morphling addict 
into battle. Though I have to admit. Sometimes | think those addicts 
from Six had it all right. Lose yourself in drugs and paint yourself into a 
field of flowers." She shrugged her shoulders. "They sure seemed a 
lot happier than the rest of us did anyway.” 


"| would argue with you if | could remember if | was happy or not," 
Peeta's joke only resonated with Katniss. "Geez, you really need to 
loosen up a bit," he gave Johanna a rap on the shoulder. "Quit taking 
everything so damn seriously." 


"| would if | could find my sense of humor, but it seems to have gotten 
lost somewhere," Johanna glared up at him. "Sorry Peeta, but I just 
don't see the point in laughing anymore. There's just too much shit in 
this world." 


"Which is why you need to find a reason to laugh. If not you'll lose 
your mind, Johanna," he held his hand out to Katniss. "We'll see you 
later." 


"Hey," Katniss paused before leaving with him and faced Johanna, 
"Peeta's right. The girl that gave me shit in the arena was a lot easier 


to swallow than this self-pity thing you've got going on. It's really kind 
of pathetic." He knew Katniss was only trying to get a rise out of 
Johanna, so Peeta didn't say a thing. "Pull your head out of your ass 
and quit having a pity party for yourself. That's my job," Katniss ended 
with a self-depreciating joke which caused Johanna to smirk. "Better. 
Not perfect, but better." The second they were out of Johanna's 
earshot Katniss asked him, "You going to talk with Effie about this test 
thing?" 


"No," Peeta answered. "She hasn't brought it to my attention, which 
means my mother is acting like one and not a rebel. I'm going to 
Coin." 


"| want to come with you," Katniss' eyes flashed to his. "Not to the 
Capitol, though | do want to go there. | meant, | want to go in with you 
to speak with Coin. She's going to ask what I think about you going 
and leaving me behind. | want her to know I'm in complete support of 
it." 


"Are you?" Peeta stopped and held her hands. "Are you in complete 
support of this, Katniss?” 


"Yes," she puffed out her chest. "I am. | know you have to go there, 
and I won't have you thinking for one second that I can't survive 
without you. | have my own job to do, and that's to have your back no 
matter what." 


"You're such a bad liar, Katniss," his voice was soft, but grateful. 
"Thank you." 


"You're welcome," she stepped into his hug. "Now let's go talk to 
Coin." 


Running into Haymitch and Effie on their way to the Command Center 
hadn't been planned, but it happened just the same. "What do you 
mean, l'm not going?" Peeta's stern tone filled the tiny elevator. 


"They don't need the Jabberjay or the Mockingjay to fight. There are 
enough soldiers to do that job," Haymitch answered. 


"| had a deal with her," Peeta was trying desperately to control his 
anger. "I got to kill Snow.” 


"Obviously our deals meant the world to her," Katniss spoke with 
sarcasm. "The only way you'll get to go is if you talk to her, so I say we 
still stop by and speak with her." 


"Peeta, please," Effie had an almost pleading tone. "There is no need 
for either one of you to go back to the Capitol. They'll need you two to 
speak to the country after we win." 


"This country needs us to do more than talk," Katniss spoke up and 
said exactly what Peeta was thinking. "We need to fight side by side 
with the rest of the rebels, so don't try to protect us. If | could go | 
would. I'd be there, but | can't. So Peeta's going, and he is going to 
come back and he'll still be able to speak to the people of this country 
when the war is over.” 


"Katniss is right, mom. | need to do this." 


"Then you'll have to talk with the president and see what she says." 
Effie's pursed lips told Peeta she didn't approve, but she'd keep her 
opinion to herself. 


"Good luck with that, boy," Haymitch gave him a head shake. "I think 
we'll keep out of this meeting," he held Effie back by the hand when 
the elevator stopped on their floor. 


"But Haymitch," Effie started. 


"No buts, Effie. This isn't our fight. It's theirs." Haymitch gave them an 
encouraging nod, "See you two later." 


"This ts it," Katniss straightened her shoulders when they got to the 
door. "Ready?" 


"Yes, ma'am." Peeta gave her hand a quick kiss, then dropped it to the 
side. "Let's do this." 


9:32 PM 


Katniss could feel the dull stabbing pain start just above her tailbone 
and radiate outward. In her head she was warning Peeta that another 
contraction was coming upon her, but it was Peeta's voice that 
prepared her for it. 


"Here we go, Katniss," the feeling of his fingers gently kneading at the 
sore muscles in her back almost made the pain bearable. The 
intensity in his blue eyes, the sound of his voice and the love that was 
radiating from him was what got her through each and every pain. 
"Goooood," he pressed his lips hard against her forehead several 
times before resting his cheek against it. "You're doing so good, 
Katniss," the hitch in his voice didn't go unnoticed by her, but she was 
so tired. 


"These things are wiping me out," Katniss stayed on her side facing 
Peeta allowing him to hold her as close as he could. "Peeta, I'm so 
tired." 


"| know sweetheart. | know." 


"Don't..." her automatic reply about not calling her sweetheart was 
about to burst out, but she stopped herself. "Can you call me 
something other than sweetheart?" 


"Anything," she could feel his arm tucked beneath her body, his hand 
continually massaging at her back while his other hand stroked her 
hair away from her forehead. "You tell me what to call you, and I'll call 
you that." 


"| don't know...just not sweetheart. | hate that." A tiny smile played at 
the corner of her lips when she remembered one of their last nights 
together at the Capitol when he called her baby and it pissed her off to 
no end, but he had intended to get under her skin. By the fifth time he 
called her that it had surprisingly made her melt. "Baby," she tucked 
her head under his chin. "Normally I'd hate for you to call me that, but 
today | think it might be okay." 


"Baby?" Peeta pulled away from her and looked down into her eyes. 
"When did | call you baby? And why? | can't ever imagine calling you 
that." 


"You did," Katniss' mind flew back to that night. "The training scores 
for the Quell came out that night and we both got a twelve." 


"| remember that, but | don't remember why we got them, or what 
happened after Caesar announced it." 


"We had one of the best nights of our lives," Katniss released a sad 
sounding laugh. "And you called me baby. God, how | wanted to 
punch you for that." 


"Why didn't you?" He noticed her attempting to roll over and gave her 
a helping hand. "Here, hold onto my hands and we'll move you." It 
took them a couple of minutes considering the motion brought on 


another labor pain, but once it passed Peeta spooned around her 
back, tucked his knees behind hers, and encircled her with his arms. 
"Finish telling me why | decided to take my life in my hands and call 
you something like baby." 


Fifty-Seven Hours Before The Quarter Quell 


The night was going to be long, but memorable. Katniss curled up 
against Peeta's side and blew out a loud breath. "Do you think they 
heard us out there?" She really didn't feel like providing her mentor, 
escort or stylists with a show. 


"Want me to go out there and see if they're still here?" Peeta yawned 
and stretched. "They probably left a while ago, Katniss." He gave her 
a playfully lecherous grin. "Or should I say, baby?" 


"You and your damn baby." It got on her nerves when he first said it, 
but then he got that damn melodic tone in his voice that pretty much 
sent her into a trance, and now she wanted to hear him call her that. "I 
already agreed that you could call me baby tonight, but if you even try 
to use that term outside of this..." she pointed between their bodies 
that had a fine sheen of sweat drying on them, "...anywhere else, I'm 
going to kick the living hell out of you." 


"Yes, ma'am." He rolled to his side and placed a kiss against her 
forehead. "You're not going to be one of those cranky old women 
when you get older are you? You know the ones the kids all point at 
and say, ‘there goes old lady Mellark,'" Peeta let out a chuckle. 


"I'm already crabby," Katniss stretched out and wiggled her toes. 
"Crabby, stubborn, and for some reason completely insatiable tonight," 
She pulled his face to hers and planted a kiss on his lips. 


"Oh really?" He wagged his brows at her. "Katniss | know I'm young, 
but even I have to rest." 


"So rest. I'm talking about food. | need food," she sat up in bed and 
began thinking about the different things she wanted to order from the 
kitchen. "Think they have cheese buns?" 


"I seriously doubt it, but if they can get me inside of a kitchen I'd bake 
you some." 


"Nah, I'd rather keep your cute little butt in bed. Hmm," she knit her 
brows together. "What about those potato rolls they served with 
dinner? Those are really good and squishy. | like squishy." 


Peeta let out a loud laugh. "Where the hell have you been putting all 
this food lately, Katniss?" He tickled her ribs until her entire body 
began to squirm against the mattress. Bouts of laughter came from 
Katniss as Peeta lightly brushed his fingers back and forth over her 
ribs. "You don't have an ounce of fat on you and you eat more than 
any human being I've ever known." 


"Stop it," she pushed his hands away and let out a sigh when he 
finally stopped torturing her. "I've always been a healthy eater. When I 
have food that is." She tilted her head to the side and looked up into 
his eyes. "Can | ask you something?" 


"Sure," he held her gaze and stroked the loose strands of hair away 
from her cheeks. 


"Where on earth did you come up with baby?" Her lip quirked. "It's not 
really something | can see you using in conversation." 


"Some of my friends call their girlfriends that. My older brother Miche 
likes to use the term quite a bit, but | always found it to be kind of 


condescending...until tonight that is." He pressed his lips against her 
cheek and whispered into her ear, "I love you, baby." 


Katniss' head fell back into the pillow as a sigh escaped from within. "I 
hope you don't think | like that," she said it with a forced edge in her 
voice. 


"Of course you don't like that name, baby," He chuckled against the 
crook of her neck. "Tell you what, you say the word, and I'll stop calling 
you that tonight." He waited as her fingers got lost in his curls, but 
Katniss said nothing. 


"What do you say you order us some food, Peeta?" her lips curled 
upward. 


"What my baby wants, my baby gets," he stood up and yanked on his 
pajama pants before speaking into the communication device on the 
wall. 


"Damn right she does, and this baby wants something chocolate...and 
something salty like...uh...bacon or a pickle or...both. Mmm," Katniss' 
mouth began to water. "I want a pot of chocolate, and bacon, and a 
pickle and a fried egg on an English muffin with cream cheese and 
Jelly." 


Peeta gave her a slow head shake and placed her order then crawled 
into bed with her again. "They said it would be about twenty minutes. 
Think maybe we should put some clothes on before they get here?" 


"Nope," Katniss tucked her hands behind her head. "I think you should 
take those pajama pants off and make the most of the next twenty 
minutes...sweetheart." 


"You got it, baby," they both let out tiny laughs before Peeta threw the 
blankets off of Katniss and tugged her into his lap. 


10:23 PM 


"Sounds like we had fun that night," Peeta rubbed at the spot their 
daughter was pushing at on Katniss' stomach. "Did we know you were 
pregnant?" 


"Not yet, but | think you had already guessed it. | was completely 
oblivious to it," Katniss let her head rest back against his shoulder. 
"What | wouldn't give for a pickle right about now. God | miss salt." 


"Pretty soon Maysilee will be here and you can have salt again," 
Peeta stroked her back and her belly simultaneously. "You'll be able to 
eat whatever you want all over again." 


"And I'll be stuck eating those pathetic amounts of food the rest of you 
do. That totally sucks." 


"If you could somehow convince banana nut to stay inside, then you'd 
be able to eat as much as you wanted," He tucked his leg between 
hers. 


"| wish there was a way to stop this," Neither one of them wanted to 
start asking the questions they needed the answers to. "Peeta, what 
are we going to do?" Katniss asked with a voice barely above a 
whisper. "She's going to die if she's born now." 


"Knock that off right now," Peeta positioned himself on the other side 
of her so he could face her, cupped her cheeks in his hands and 
delved into her eyes. "When we were in the first arena, you didn't think 
either one of us would get out of there alive. Real or not real?" 


Katniss thought back to how different things were back then, how she 
had been willing to allow Peeta to die for her so she could go home to 
Prim and her mother. She hated herself for it and instantly thought the 
worse of herself. "Real." 


"Yet here we are," Peeta's tone was soft and gentle, as were the 
hands that caressed her skin. "When we got back to Twelve you knew 
we'd get married and have a baby. Real or not real?" 


"Not real," Katniss could feel the heat of her breath bouncing off his 
cheek as she spoke. "I didn't want to get married or have kids." 


"But here we are. Married and having a baby." He closed his eyes and 
kissed her softly before asking his next question. "We both thought 
we'd be out of the arena forever. Real or not real?" Peeta's voice 
cracked a bit. 


"Real," Katniss sniffled when she thought of the devastating reading of 
the card. 


"Yet we both wound up back inside of the arena again, and when we 
were in there did you ever think we'd make it out? That the baby 
would survive the Games?" Peeta held her as close to his body as he 
could. 


"No," her tears were beginning to form a wet spot on his shirt. "I never 
thought she'd make it out of there alive." 


"But here she is, Katniss." Peeta sprinkled hard kisses across her 
forehead. "Fighting for her life all over again." 


Katniss stared into his eyes when he brushed his nose against hers. 


"This pregnancy has been like her own version of the Games, hasn't 
it?" 


"In a way, yeah," Peeta agreed. "But Prim was right, Katniss. This little 
girl is the daughter of two victors, and not just any two victors either. 
Maysilee is a Mellark," he spoke with a strong breathy tone, "She's an 
Everdeen. Don't count her out yet." 


Their tears flowed together as they held each other tightly. Right now 
their daughter was alive, but once she entered the world it could turn 
out to be a whole other story. 


"| wish we were able to have what Regina and Justus had," Katniss 
cried softly against his chest. "They looked so happy. They're a 
family," her chest began to vibrate as did Peeta's. "It's not fair," 
Katniss' voice cried. "It's not fair." 


"No, it's not," Peeta's tears were flowing freely, "but we don't want to 
wish them ill or anything Katniss. What will that solve?" 


"I'd never do that," she wiped her nose against the sheet. "Adam is a 
beautiful baby. Besides," she gave him a pathetic grin, "they named 
him after us. The ultimate rebels." 


Five Hours Earlier 


"Knock. Knock," Peeta and Katniss stuck their heads through the 
hospital door and looked in on Regina. "Can we come in?" Peeta 
asked. 


"Yes," Justus waved them in while Regina spoke for them both. 
"Please. We've been waiting for you two." 


"Oh Regina, he's beautiful," Katniss stared at the baby boy with envy 
in her eyes. "Look at those cheeks." The baby smiled a tiny smile. 
"He's got dimples." 


"He's beautiful. Truly," Peeta agreed wanting desperately to reach out 
and touch the infant's soft skin. "Can I hold him?" He asked as though 
he were afraid she'd say no. 


"Here," Regina lifted the baby up towards Peeta. "That will free up my 
hands to sign," she moved her hands with ease so Justus could 
understand them all. "You two almost ready for this?" 


"Yes," Katniss answered with conviction. "No," she followed up with 
the truth. "I'm petrified, but really excited." 


"There's nothing to it. A few hours of pain, some screaming and 
pushing, and then there's your baby." Regina looked up lovingly at 
Justus. "Our baby." 


"So Adam, huh?" Peeta ran his finger over the infant's smooth cheek 
wondering if he'd ever get the opportunity to do this with his own 
daughter, or if he'd die when he went to the Capitol. "I like that name. 
Adam Valero." 


"That's not his full name," Regina spoke for Justus who was signing. 
"Regina and | wanted our son to know about this time in his life and all 
that the world was going through. That's when we decided to name 
him after you two," This came as a surprise to Katniss and Peeta both. 
"Without you two we'd still be at the Capitol. | would be living my life 
as an Avox named Nero, and Regina would have to pretend to be a 
single mother. She'd never be able to tell our son about me, but 
because of your defiance of the Capitol in the Games this world finally 
built up enough courage to fight back. That's why we decided to name 
him after the ultimate rebels. The Mockingjay and the Jabberjay. His 
name is Adam Rebel Valero." 


Regina spoke for herself, "We came up with the name Rebel because 
we didn't think Adam Katniss Peeta Valero would sound too good, and 


you two have been rebelling your whole lives. Katniss you against the 
laws the Capitol set in place by hunting, and Peeta, you against the 
rules society set in place. You loved Katniss and took care of her 
regardless of where she came from. Yup... the ultimate rebels." 


Katniss reached out and wrapped her hand around Peeta’'s as he held 
Adam. "Hear that little guy? Yourmommy and daddy gave you the 
best middle name ever." 


Peeta smiled brightly at Regina and Justus, then handed the baby to 
Katniss so she could take a turn. "We can't thank you two enough. It's 
an honor you thought so highly of us." 


"Peeta, you should take him," Katniss grimaced. "My back is cramping 
up a bit from that propos | filmed earlier." 


"What did you do?" Regina went into doctor mode. 


"Plutarch wanted to film a propos of us training, and he thought it 
would make for good television if Katniss here was filmed training with 
the rest of the classes," Peeta answered for Katniss with a lecturing 
expression condemning her. 


"I shot a gun. Get over it," Katniss said flatly. "Seriously," she directed 
her statement towards Regina. "I'm fine. | just did a little bit too much 
today and pulled a muscle in my back." 


"Katniss, you really should know better," Regina took her to task. "How 
bad is the pain?" 


"It's a little twinge. It's nothing a hot shower wont help." 


"You're already down here, why don't you have your mom or Prim take 
a quick peek at you. They can run a scan, do some tests..." Regina 
started. 


"Okay, that's my hint to leave." Katniss didn't feel like putting up with 
any of this. She was sick of everyone treating her like she couldn't tie 
her shoes simply because she was having a baby. "I'm going back to 
our quarters," she said to Peeta. "Justus...Regina, congratulations on 
Adam, though I think I'm going to have to call him my little Rebel," 
Katniss gave the baby's head one last stroke. "I'm really happy for you 
both." 


"Thank you, Katniss," Regina smiled and took Adam from Peeta's 
outstretched arms. "Peeta." 


"Sure thing," he smiled down at the sleeping baby. "And I promise I'll 
drag her butt down here if her backache gets worse.” 


"I still think she should stop by and get a checkup." 


"| had one yesterday and everything was fine," Katniss waved from 
the door. "Regina, | swear, it's nothing." This form of defense didn't 
seem to be working in Katniss' favor so she opted for something else. 
"Do you honestly think I'd blow this off if | thought for one minute it had 
something to do with the baby? This is just my body telling me that 
carrying this kid around is a job in itself." 


"Thank goodness we arent still trying to hide that baby," Regina let out 
a little burst of laughter at the thought. 


"We wouldn't have been able to hide this kid after | got to the end of 
my first trimester." Katniss stared accusingly at Regina through thin 
Slits in her eyes. "I thought you said | probably wouldn't show because 
| was small." 


"Obviously | was wrong. Then again, you may be hiding a twin in there 
for all | know." Katniss and Peeta's eyes flew to Regina who began to 
laugh along with Justus. "I'm just kidding. There's only one baby in 
there. She's a little on the large side, but there's nothing to worry 
about. Your mother brought me your test results from yesterday's 
checkup, and | looked them over between contractions. You two are 
doing great." She turned to Peeta, "But I'm holding you to your word 
about her strained back." 


"Come on, Peeta," Katniss stuck her hand out for him to grab. "We've 
got to go or we'll miss dinner." 


"Before you go, Justus wanted to ask you something Peeta?" Regina 
spoke for Justus. "I hear you've decided to go to the Capitol no matter 
what Coin said?" 


"Yes. Katniss and | both feel it's our responsibility to stand next to all 
of you soldiers and fight. She won't be going anywhere, but I will be 
representing both of us when | get to the Capitol. | may even take up 
shooting a bow and arrow," Peeta gave Katniss a playful jab with his 
elbow. 


"Sure, and I'll be sitting back here baking pies like a good little wife." 
She leaned her head towards Justus and spoke like she was in a 
private conversation with the man. "My husband has some serious 
mental instabilities. He's under the impression that I'm domesticated." 


"And my wife thinks she's the only person in the world qualified to 
protect me. She doesnt realize that | need more protection from her 
when she's mad at me than from Snow's men," Peeta chuckled along 
with the rest and said a final farewell before heading for the elevators. 


10:38 PM 


"That was a bad one," Peeta stroked the hair that was clinging to 
Katniss' sweat covered brow away from her face. "We've got about six 
minutes before the next one. You want me to braid your hair for you?" 


Katniss was nodding frantically. "Yes and can | have some of those ice 
chips Prim brought in here. My tongue is sticking to my teeth." 


"Sure," he placed a spoonful on her tongue. "Don't chew them. Let 
them melt in your mouth," he advised her when he heard her 
crunching the ice between her teeth. With brush in hand, he sat 
behind Katniss and began plaiting her hair into a tight weave over her 
shoulder. "You should really wear it in two braids for me again 
sometime." He placed a soft kiss against her shoulder. "You look like a 
school girl when you wear it that way...with those adorable little 
freckles...oh yeah. | love it when you wear your hair like that." 


"You would find a way to flirt with me while I'm in labor." She didn't 
mind. It was actually a good distraction from the pain and her 
concerns. "That doctor is coming in here," Katniss noticed an 
exceptionally tall man walking towards her room thinking that Gale 
would look short compared to him. 


"Mr. and Mrs. Mellark," he stuck his hand out to Katniss first then to 
Peeta. "My name is Dr. Jess Fletcher and I'm the resident pediatrician 
here in Thirteen. I'm sure you have a ton of questions for me, but let 
me go ahead and give you an idea of what to expect after your baby is 
born. I'm sure it will answer the majority of your questions for you." 
The doctor spoke without taking a breath. "First let me tell you that we 
will no longer be slowing your contractions down, Katniss. We need to 
get that baby out of there. Your blood pressure had increased greatly 
over the past two hours and it will start to take a toll on your daughter. 
She's already going to have a series of issues, and we don't want a 
weak heart to be one of them. Your child..." 


"Maysilee," Katniss wanted them to call the baby by her name. 


"Maysilee is a bit on the large side which is actually going to work in 
our favor. We're estimating that she currently weighs about two 
pounds. Most babies at this stage of the game are only one to one 
and a half pounds." 


"That's just a half pound," Peeta couldn't really see what difference 
such a small amount of weight could make. 


"Yes, but that half pound means your daughter has some fat on her to 
fill her skin out, and that she's a little larger than most babies at this 
stage of the game. It sounds silly, but that's very important. We'll still 
keep her body temperature regulated, but now her skin won't appear 
like it's hanging off her body, and since we don't know how she'll be 
eating, the extra bit of weight can't hurt. The next thing to discuss is 
her internal organs. Her heart has been good so far, but her lungs are 
what we really need to worry about. They are not fully grown so your 
daughter will most likely not be able to breathe on her own." 


Katniss and Peeta squeezed each other's hands until their knuckles 
went white. 


"Beetee and | have discussed an artificial lung, and if need be, we will 
have an operating bay at the ready. This is another area that her 

larger size will be of value. Believe it or not, operating on a two pound 
baby as opposed to a one and a half pound baby makes a difference." 


"An artificial lung?" Peeta thought of his leg, the way it was wired into 
his nervous system and how it was now as much a part of his body as 
his head was. It felt real enough, did everything a real leg could do, 
but was stronger than the appendage made of flesh. "Will that grow as 
she gets older?" 


"Yes. It will work like her own lungs would have if she had gone to full 
term." The doctor started telling them about infections, blindness, 
brain damage... everything they were both worrying about in silence. 
"Now that you know what's going to happen after Maysilee is born, I'll 
answer any questions you might have." 


"She can die from the birth, can't she?" Katniss sat there with an 
emotionally blank expression on her face. 


"Yes, but that can be said about any infant. Childbirth is a strenuous 
event, but these babies are much stronger than most give credit for." 


"What are the chances of her living a regular life?" Peeta released 
Katniss' hand when he felt her back stiffen and started the familiar 
process of rubbing, telling Katniss to breathe, having her focus on his 
eyes then drying her brow. "We've got less than six minutes to the 
next one so let's hurry up here. Do you think our daughter can make it 
through all of this and live a normal healthy life?" 


"There is a small chance, yes." The physician gave them a nod. "Mr. 
and Mrs. Mellark, | will not beat around the bush here. Pardon the 
phrasing, but the odds are not in Maysilee's favor. There is a great 
chance that she will not survive very long after childbirth, so please 
prepare yourselves." 


"How!?" Katniss snapped at him. "How do you prepare for the death of 
something...someone you've been fighting to keep alive for almost 
seven months!? You tell me how to do that and l'Il do it!" She turned 
her face into Peeta's shoulder and began sobbing. 


"Do you think you can keep our daughter alive?" Peeta's voice was 
low and threatening. "Because if you're not willing to fight as hard as 
our Maysilee is, then we want another doctor." 


"I will do everything in my power to keep your daughter alive," The 
physician reached his hand out and shook Peeta's. "You have my 
word on that. In the meantime, we'll be stopping the medications 
they're currently giving to Katniss to slow down the contractions, and 
starting some new ones that will have her delivering the baby sooner 
rather than later." The doctor left without another word. 


"Shhh," Peeta stroked the back of Katniss' head. "She's going to 
survive, Katniss. No," he corrected himself, "not survive. Banana nut is 
going to live...really live." Peeta lifted Katniss' face by the chin and 
stared into her eyes which were magnified by the puddle of tears in 
each one. "You'll see. Maysee is going to be running us ragged in no 
time at all. Before we know it we'll be beating the boys away with a 
stick, walking her down the aisle and holding her hand when she gives 
birth to our first grandchild. You just watch and see, Katniss." Peeta 
spoke through a thick voice filled with sorrow. "You'll see," the kiss he 
placed on Katniss' lips tasted of salt from his tears that had mingled 
with hers. Now all Peeta had to do was make sure his daughter had a 
world in which she could live without the threat of death constantly 
looming overhead. 


Thirty-Six Hours Earlier 


"You have missed every training class that has been scheduled for 
you soldier Mellark," Coin stood in her traditional pose with her hands 
behind her back. "We are sending in the best of the best to finish this 
war, and right now | don't think you'd be able to keep up with our 
beginners classes." 


"Peeta's strong," Katniss snapped. "He can do anything he sets his 
mind to." 


"It's okay, Katniss," he gave her hand a little pat. "I'll go through 
training with your beginners if that's what you want, but I will be going 


to the Capitol whether you like it or not. | don't care if | have to swipe a 
hovercraft to do it. | am going to capture and kill Snow." 


Coin wrote something down on a piece of paper and handed it to 
Peeta. "Find Haymitch Abernathy and give him this. He'll direct you on 
who to see and where to go from there," Coin paused. "Oh and 
soldier, try not to undermine your commanding officer, just follow 
orders. You are our Jabberjay. You should be setting the example for 
the rest of the people here in Thirteen." She arched her brow, 
"Dismissed." 


It wasn't too difficult finding Haymitch since he and Effie were standing 
in the hallway waiting for Peeta and Katniss to leave the Command 
Center. Peeta shoved the note Coin wrote at Haymitch and stared 
straight ahead. "Where to?" 


"First you need to get your uniform, not the Jabberjay one," Haymitch 
pointed at him. "You'll have to train wearing that thing eventually, but 
you're not physically ready yet. There's a soldier, think her name is 
Henna, anyway, you can find her on lower level sixteen. She'll get you 
suited up and provide you with a rifle." Haymitch leaned his palm 
against the wall and swept his eyes around the hallway. "Where the 
hell did Trinkie go?" 


"| don't know," Katniss glanced over her shoulder in search of the 
woman. 


"She was just here," Peeta asked the guards that were posted in front 
of the Command Center, "Did you see which way Effie Trinket went?" 


"She's in there," one of them thumbed at the closed door. 


"Shit," Haymitch ran his hands down his face. "Son of a bitch." 


"What?" Katniss wondered why Haymitch was swearing. 


"If she's in with Coin then that means she's either giving our president 
a piece of her mind or she's..." Effie walked out of the room with a 
piece of paper in hand and shoved it at Haymitch. "Damn it Effie!" 


"What did you do, mom?" Peeta's whole body began to tremble. 


"I've signed up for training. Now let's go. The elevator is here,” Effie 
kept her lips pursed and her eyes away from everyone's. It didn't take 
Katniss by surprise in the least that Effie Trinket was volunteering to 
go into battle. She had heard Effie say on more than one occasion 
that she would have given anything to be inside of the arena instead 
of Katniss and Peeta. 


"You really think you're doing the kid any good taking your skinny ass 
to the Capitol?” 


"Do not swear at me Haymitch," Effie said with a tight tone. "This is my 
son, and I refuse to let him go into battle without me by his side. | 
promised | would do anything in my power to keep him safe, and that's 
what I intend to do." Effie's explanation didn't sit well with Peeta or 
Haymitch. 


"And what the hell about me? You plan on just up and leaving me 
again?" Haymitch tugged Effie into a corner of the elevator, but had no 
intentions of keeping his voice down. "You said you wouldn't leave my 
side again, and here you go, first chance you get to run back to the 
Capitol, hauling ass." 


"And you said you'd support me while exploring my new found 
independence. | guess | can see you were just feeding me a line of 
malarkey like all the other men that have come and gone." 


"| wasn't feeding you shit!" 


"If you don't stop swearing at me, l'm going to make you sorry," Effie 
screeched. 


"What are you going to do? I'm not a drunk anymore! | can defend 
myself! As a matter of fact...l'm going back upstairs," Haymitch 
pushed the button for the floor the Command Center was on. "If you're 
going to the Capitol, then I'm going to the Capitol." 


"You will do no such thing!" Effie gasped and yelled simultaneously. 


"lcan do whatever the hell I want. It's not like I'm committed to anyone 
out here. I'm my own man." 


"What on earth is that supposed to mean," Effie's voice went quiet 
while Katniss and Peeta exchanged looks that clearly stated they 
would rather be anywhere other than the elevator. 


"Since you've been back you've spent time living in my quarters, but 
that's about it Trinkie. We're roommates." 


Effie began to fluster. "This is not the time or the place to discuss this 
sort of thing." 


"Fine," Haymitch crossed his arms and leaned against the wall. "I'm 
tired of this shit, Effie. Really tired of sitting back on my ass and 
waiting for you to make up your mind about what you want. I'm here," 
Haymitch spread his arms open. "You want me, I'm here. If you don't, 
then go ahead and grab a uniform and a gun." 


As Effie was eyed up for a training uniform, and handed her gun, she 
turned to Haymitch and said, "He is my son." Though this was causing 
a rift between Haymitch and Effie, Katniss felt a hell of a lot better 


knowing that someone would have Peeta's back while he was in the 
Capitol. Someone that loved him just as much as she did. 


10:49 PM 


"What's that?" Peeta asked the nurse who was shooting a syringe into 
the IV that was hooked up to Katniss' veins. 


"This will cause her cervix to soften and her contractions to grow 
closer together. It won't be long now," The nurse left quietly. 


Peeta and Katniss stared at the drip providing the medication to 
Katniss' system with doubtful eyes. Within seconds Katniss began 
screaming at the top of her lungs in pain. 


"Look at me," Peeta raised his voice and tilted Katniss' chin upward so 
she could focus on his face. "Open your eyes, Katniss. Look at me," 
he kept his emotions in check knowing he'd have to be strong for her. 
"We're going to do little pants now, okay? Little pants, Katniss," he 
began demonstrating for her as she followed his lead. "If you want to 
scream, you go ahead and do it, but | want you to try and keep 
breathing through this one for me." From the corner of his eye Peeta 
could see the blue blip spiking higher than any of the others had 
before. "You're doing great." 


Evelyn and Prim entered the room alongside of a couple of nurses 
and Dr. Euclaire. Evelyn reached out to rub Katniss' back and said, 
"It's almost over sweetie." 


"DON'T TOUCH ME!" Katniss yelled at the top of her lungs at her 
mother who quickly recoiled her hand. "Don't let them touch me!" She 
screamed in Peeta's face. 


"| won't," he quickly peeked at the others in the room. "I'm the only one 
touching you right now, baby. Come on, breathe through this." He saw 
the flash of anger in her eyes when he used the term of endearment 
and finally realized why she said it was okay to call her that. She didn't 
want to take her anger out on anyone but him, and if he gave her a 
reason to be mad, it would be a lot easier for her to yell. "Let's go, 
baby. You've got this." She narrowed her eyes at him and panted out 
some breaths. "Good, now one deep breath and blow." 


Katniss collapsed back onto her bed the second the contraction 
passed. "I'm sorry, mom. | didn't mean to yell at you," guilt washed 
through her. 


"Don't apologize to me. | should have known better than to touch you. 
Many women don't want anyone to handle them during labor," Evelyn 
stood back as the doctor and nurses began speaking amongst 
themselves and laying out trays of equipment. "I'm surprised you're 
letting Peeta touch you. | didn't even want your father next to me when 
| was in labor with you." 


"Prim, can you get me a cool cloth for her," Peeta sat on the edge of 
the bed facing Katniss. "Just a little while longer and it'll all be over." 
He took her in his arms when she reached up for him. "I've got you, 
Katniss. Don't worry. | won't let anyone touch you unless they have to, 
okay?" 


"Okay," she gulped. "Peeta, | don't know if | can do this." Self-doubt 
began to plague her as the next wave of pain shot through her four 
minutes too soon. "NOOOOOOO!" 


"You've got this, baby." Peeta felt her fingers digging into his arms as 
he held her at arm's length and talked her through the next labor pain. 
"You're so brave, Katniss. You can do this. You can do anything, now 


pant." Unfortunately that had been Katniss' frame of mind earlier that 
day. That she could do anything. 


Fifteen Hours Earlier 


"It will make a wonderful propos," Plutarch was almost giddy at the 
thought of filming Katniss in training. "A few clips of you shooting at 
some targets. We'll have to get you into a uniform like the others, it 
would look odd if you were in your Mockingjay uniform and Peeta 
wasnt wearing his Jabberjay one." Plutarch stood with Fulvia at his 
side. "Well, what do you think, Katniss?" 


"Sure," she may not have been actually training for the invasion on the 
Capitol, but she sure as hell didn't want to sit back and look like a 
pansy. "Get me a uniform and a gun, and I'll be there." 


"Wonderful." Plutarch turned his attention to Fulvia. "Get the prep 
team together and notify the trainer. | want her outside with the rest of 
them by the time they get back from their run." 


Her prep team did a light makeup job on her, braided her hair and 
helped her to put on one of the uniforms Thirteen's soldiers wore. 


"It's a man's shirt, but it was the only one we thought might fit you,” 
Octavia buttoned up the last few buttons for Katniss. "You look like a 
rebel fighter." 


"Where to now?" Katniss was eager to do something productive. 


"They've got a training area outside so we'll be going there," Venia led 
the way. "I took a peek at those trainees earlier and | couldn't believe it 
when I saw Effie Trinket out there. She was running alongside of the 
rest of the soldiers like she was born for this sort of thing." 


"I think she was," Katniss grinned. "She most certainly wasn't born to 
be an escort." The sight of all the soldiers lined up with targets across 
an empty field got Katniss' blood pumping. Her fingers were itching for 
her bow and arrow, but she had to use a gun like all the rest of them. 
"Here?" She stood at the end of the row of soldiers trying to avoid the 
condemning looks from her new mother in law. 


"That's perfect," Plutarch stood back next to the cameraman. "We'll be 
getting a few minutes of you taking aim on the targets.” 


The trainer showed Katniss how to operate the rifle, but her large 
abdomen threw her aim off entirely. "Damn it!" She grumbled at 
herself when she missed the target completely. 


It took Effie all of ten minutes before she was at Katniss' side. "What 
do you think you're doing young lady?" 


"I'm just filming a propos." Katniss took her stance and shot off a 
couple of rounds only hitting the edge of the target once. "Not that it's 
going to be much to see." 


"You're standing wrong," Effie took a position next to her. "Like this,” 
Katniss' jaw dropped when she watched Effie take a bead on the 
target and hit the center each and every time. 


"How the hell did you do that?" 


"You didn't actually think | was going to therapy with Lavinia and 
Justus all those weeks, did you?" Effie clucked at Katniss. "Our trainer 
said | have a natural gift. | said, ‘anyone can do this if they learn how 
to aim properly.' Now, let's try this again." 


Katniss followed Effie's instructions to the tee, getting closer to the 
target, but her aim was still off. "| can't keep my damn balance," she 
said through a clenched jaw. 


"Then you must rid yourself of any previous knowledge regarding how 
to shoot, and find a new way. That little baby isn't going anywhere for 
awhile. Why don't we figure out what to do?" As it turned out all 
Katniss had to do was adjust her stance, widen her feet about two 
inches more apart, and quit resting her arms on her sides. "Much 
better," Effie said encouragingly. 


"| wonder if this will work with my bow and arrows too?" Katniss took 
her stance again and was stopped by a hand on her back. 


"You want to tell me what the hell you think you're up to?" Peeta's 
glare bore right through her. 


"It's a propos," She threw her hand up in the air. "Christ! Can't you 
people give me a freaking break? All I'm doing is filming a propos for 
Plutarch. I'm not going into war or anything so stop. Just stop." She 
yanked her arm from Peeta's grip and said over her shoulder, "Stand 
back. | don't want you to screw this shot up for Plutarch." 


"Since when are you so concerned over Plutarch's filming?" The edge 
in Peeta's voice didn't disturb Katniss one bit. 


"Since filming propos is all l'm good for lately," Katniss glanced over 
her shoulder at Peeta. "Are you seriously going to have a fit because 
I'm holding a gun?" 


He made a little growling noise, eyed her up from behind, and said, "I 
guess that's all right, but that's it, Katniss. | don't want to find out you 
were jogging five miles or doing core exercises." 


"Did you miss the part where I said | was holding a gun, Peeta?” She 
took a bead on the target and started shooting. 


"You're impossible!" She could hear Peeta screaming something, but 
chose to ignore it. "Absolutely impossible!" 


"She's busy, darling," Effie gave his hand a pat. "Why don't you go on 
and I'll take care of Katniss? She won't be out here much longer." 


"Let's go, Peeta!" Johanna tugged at his arm. "The rest of our class is 
lining up for weapons training." 


"Fine!" He pointed towards Katniss. "Do not let her do anything else 
out here." Then jogged by Johanna's side towards the rest of their 
class. 


Katniss propped the gun on her hip. "Got anything else you need me 
to do?" 


"I think we've got everything we needed," Plutarch began speaking to 
Fulvia and ordering the film crew back inside of Thirteen. "Feel free to 
keep the uniform in case we need to get any other footage of you, and 
leave the gun with the trainer. Thank you, Katniss. | do hope we didn't 
get you into too much trouble with Peeta," Plutarch's attempt at a joke 
fell flat with both Effie and Katniss who just stared at him. "Well 
then...toodle ooh ladies." 


"That man is a complete oaf at times," Effie shook her head and 
removed the gun from Katniss’ grip. "I shall walk you indoors." 


"| don't need a babysitter, Effie. Besides, | wanted to do some hunting 
while | was out here. Between that adjustment Beetee made to my 
bow and my new stance, maybe I'll actually hit something.” 


"Oh, come now Katniss. Do you really expect me to believe you 
haven't been able to hit anything with your bow and arrows?" Effie 
was a little surprised to hear this. 


"She's thrown my entire balance off, and that's pretty important when 
shooting," Katniss reached out automatically to grab onto Effie's arm 
when she stepped over a large branch. "Sorry. Even lifting my foot to 
walk over something has caused me to teeter lately.” 


"I will admit, you look to be about the size of Regina only a month or 
so ago. | take that to mean my grandchild is either going to be quite 
large, or Regina is having a tiny child." 


"No, she's pretty big. l'm going to go ahead and blame it on Peeta's 
side of the family since Prim and | aren't giants or anything.” 


Effie let out a tiny giggle. "Yes, his father is a bit larger than Peeta is. | 
don't remember his brothers though." 


"They were taller, broader in the shoulders. Kind of like a bigger 
version of Peeta, but realistically, none of them were giants or 
anything. Now Gale's dad was a big guy and Gale is..." Katniss let her 
sentence trail off when she noticed the strange look on Effie's face. "I 
didn't mean anything by comparing Gale to Peeta." 


"Katniss, | do not doubt that you remained faithful to Peeta, but | 
would refrain from saying anything like that to him considering he's 
been having to deal with the flashbacks on his own now." 


She felt like an imbecile even bringing Gale's name up while talking 
about the baby and wanted quickly to change the subject. "So how's 
things with Haymitch? He still pissed at you for going into training?" 


"Yes, but we talked things through, and he understands why I have to 
go. " 


"Um...Effie, do you mind if I| ask you what's up between the two of 
you? I mean...you don't have to answer if you don't want." 


Fortunately Effie didn't mind answering, because it was actually 
driving Peeta nuts trying to figure out whether or not he should be 
happy Effie and Haymitch were a couple, and Katniss wanted to give 
him an answer. "I have had some, shall we say, issues with men. My 
last relationship, though it was an undercover mission for the rebellion, 
still left me with several scars. Both literally and figuratively. I will admit 
that I haven't so much as given Haymitch much more than a peck on 
the lips since I've been back, but only because I have had a difficult 
time getting past some of the more...difficult images Mr. Bettes left 
behind." 


"You mean, he hit you?" Katniss hadn't heard about that, and if it were 
true, she didn't think she could tell that to Peeta. 


"Yes, he did." 


"Haymitch doesn't hit you, does he?" Katniss would kill her mentor if 
he did. 


"Of course not!" Effie chagrined. "Haymitch is not one to lift a hand. He 
may be a victor, but he has no desire to cause physical pain...at least 
to me. | suppose there are some he would like to harm, but | digress." 
She turned to face Katniss as they reached the elevator. "Haymitch 
and I have found a happy medium. | have agreed to stay in Thirteen if 
someone suitable can be found to protect Peeta while in the Capitol, 
and he has agreed to take it slowly with me when it comes to our 
personal lives." 


"How will you determine who's suitable to protect Peeta?" 


"I told Haymitch if someone could out shoot me on the range, then | 
would stay back," Effie let out a little giggle. "He had no idea that | had 
spent so many hours with a gun in my hands." She looked over her 
hands and said, "Who knew | was so gifted?" 


Katniss let out a loud burst of laughter. "You better hope | don't have 
this baby before they go to the Capitol, or | just might be that person, 
Effie.” 


"That's the only reason I struck that bargain with Haymitch," Effie 
seemed quite pleased with herself. 


After they stepped into the elevator Katniss found herself asking, 
"Effie, do you think I'm ever going to be able to have a friend in Gale 
again?" 


Effie remained quiet until they stepped off of the elevator in Special 
Weaponry where Gale could be seen through some windows working 
with Beetee. "He's my son, Katniss. | love him, and I know you hate 
being told what to do, so the choice will be up to you, but I will ask you 
to put yourself in his position. If you were the one that had been 
shown video clips of him kissing...Johanna or that girl, Delly...and she 
were pregnant. Worse than that, you were told the child she carried 
was Peeta's..." Katniss could feel her blood beginning to boil at the 
mere thought. "Would you understand if he continued a relationship 
with her?" 


She immediately hated Johanna and Delly, regardless of whether or 
not they were innocent. Just picturing one of them with Peeta, hanging 
onto him, drove her insane. In the back of her head she could see 
Johanna kicking her tree costume to the side and jutting out her bare 
breasts. She could hear Delly's laugh and see her playfully smacking 


at Peeta's arm when he asked her about their first kiss. "Let's try not to 
be seen," Katniss walked through security and headed down a 
hallway away from Gale. "I just want to get my bow and go." 


"Or we could forgo this all together and you could get some rest?" 
Effie suggestion fell flat. "You are one stubborn young woman, 
Katniss." 


"You make that sound like it's a bad thing." 


"I fear that one day your stubborn streak may lead to irreversible 
damage," Effie glanced over her shoulder towards Gale. 


11:23 PM 


"Hey mom," Peeta left Katniss' side for all of a minute to talk to his 
family. "Dad...Haymitch," he took his spot next to Katniss on the bed 
and fed her a few more chips of ice. "Want something for your lips? 
They look dry." 


"No," she shook her head and gave Effie a pathetic smile. "Guess | 
should have listened to you when you told me to get some rest earlier, 
huh?" Though Katniss knew Effie had been speaking about her 
relationship with Peeta when talking about how stubborn she was, 
Katniss couldn't help but think that this was a result of it as well. 


"It wouldn't have mattered, Katniss," Prim answered from her mother's 
side. "You didn't do anything to cause this." 


"Then why is it happening, Prim? Why?" She didn't believe for a 
minute that this wasn't her fault. 


"The doctor thinks it may have something to do with your spike in 
blood pressure," Evelyn answered for Prim. "It's one of the main 
reasons for early labor." 


"So this is happening because | had high blood pressure?" The sharp 
pain in her lower abdomen caused her to suck in a breath. "Peeta," 
she didn't even have to say anything to him, he already knew. 


"Okay, this is going to be a bad one. Just look at me and we'll get 
through it, all right?" He didn't pull his focus away from her when he 
said to his family, "I think the rest of you should wait outside." His 
breathing rate joined hers as he eased her through it. "Yell all you 
want, baby. It's okay." The glare directed at him instead of at one of 
their family members was exactly what he was hoping for. 


Katniss' loud scream had her mother and sister pausing at the door for 
a brief moment before exiting the room. "I...don't...want...any...one..." 
each pant held a word, "...else...in... hereaaaaaaaaah!" She squeezed 
Peeta's fingers as the wave of pain flowed around her and began to 
push their child out of her body. "She's coming!" 


"No she's not. Not yet." The doctor had told Peeta to expect this once 
she got further along with the contractions. "Come on, Katniss. You 
can get through this. It's almost over." He pressed his lips against her 
sweaty brow and allowed her to collapse in his arms when the pain 
subsided. "I'm so proud of you." He wiped the tears that started to fall 
on his shoulder. 


"Okay, Katniss," Dr. Euclaire and her medical staff were ready to bring 
their baby into the world, but Katniss and Peeta weren't. "You're going 
to want to push with the next contraction, but you can't. Whatever you 
do, do not push." 


The pain began almost immediately after the last one. 
"AAAAAAAAAAAAAHHHH!" 


"Don't push. Don't push," Peeta kept repeating the words to her over 
and over again, holding her stare the entire time. 


"Great job," Dr. Euclaire made eye contact with Dr. Fletcher. "Are you 
ready?" 


The words Portia first spoke to Peeta the morning of the Games 
seemed to hold a pattern in his life. Though the physician hadn't 
directed them at Peeta he couldn't help but ask himself if he was 
ready for this. Was he was prepared to be a father? Worse yet, was 
he was prepared for the death of their child? With each contraction 
Katniss went through Peeta felt the inevitable growing nearer. "Are 
you ready, Peeta?" a voice inside his head asked him. "Let's do this," 
he whispered against Katniss' forehead as he placed one last kiss 
there. With her cheeks cupped in his hand Peeta sent as much 
strength as possible to her, willing Katniss to make it through this. 


Through the Games, through the threat of starvation...the life of a 
victor, Katniss always found a way to dig deep and find courage deep 
within herself, but now she relied upon the man holding her focus. 
"Okay," she said to Peeta on a raspy breath. "I can do this." 


"That's my girl," he took her hand in his and stood by her side as each 
of the medical staff took their position. 


"Katniss | want you to push as hard as you can with this next 
contraction," Dr. Euclaire spoke over the sounds of heavy breathing 
and shuffling feet. "Here we go." 


Seven Hours Earlier 


"There you are," Peeta yanked Katniss into his arms the second she 
entered their quarters and pulled her in for a kiss. He held her head 
against his lips with one hand and her body still with the other. "Good 
God, | couldn't take my eyes off of you today," he attached to her lips 
once more. "I know | told you not to shoot, but holy cow, Katniss. You 
looked..." he made a low growling noise as he dragged her into their 
sleeping area, "...the only word that comes to mind is hot. Incredibly 
hot out there with that gun." 


"What happened to, you shouldn't be shooting Katniss?" She laughed 
when he lifted her up and sat her on the edge of their bed enjoying 
where this was going. 


"| was an idiot." He yanked her shoes off one at a time, then pulled off 
her socks. "Regina's in delivery right now, so we need to hurry." 


"Aren't we supposed to be down there?" She yanked his shirt over his 
head not caring in the least. 


"We'll be there soon." His lips were a breath away from hers. "By the 
way, if you ever go into training again, you'll regret it.” 


"Yes, Peeta," She flopped back against the bed and laughed at him as 
he crawled his way up her body. "What about hunting? Can I hunt?" 
She asked as he nibbled at her neck. 


"Bow and arrows?" He said against her skin. "Because | saw you out 
there with those and...damn, that was even better than the gun." 


"You're a pig Mellark." 


"Correction," He knelt above her, "I'm your pig." He noticed her 
wincing a bit. "You okay?" 


"Yeah," she lied not wanting to tell him about the pain that had started 
in her back during the filming of the propos. 


"Good." He bent down to kiss her. After several long kisses he let his 
lips linger against hers and said throatily, "This day has been a lot 
better than | thought it would be." 


"And it's about to get better," Katniss nipped at his bottom lip. 
11:59 PM 


"PUSH! PUSH!" Peeta couldn't believe where his day started, and 
where they were at right now. 


"That's it, she's out. Time of birth, eleven-fifty nine pm," Dr. Euclaire 
began working feverishly, but no sound came from the limp body 
pulled out of Katniss. 


"Peeta?" Katniss' eyes delved into his as they watched the bluish 
colored infant be handed off to Dr. Fletcher. 


"It'll be fine. She's a fighter, remember?" He began to blow out breaths 
that puffed his cheeks. "She's a fighter," Katniss wrapped her arms 
around his neck as he buried his face in her shoulder. His eyes kept 
flashing to the clock wondering if the doctor would be calling out their 
baby's time of death soon. 


"She's breathing!" Dr. Fletcher called out, "And we've got a strong 
heartbeat!" 


Katniss and Peeta both let out sighs of relief, but both knew their 
daughter hadn't yet seen the worst of her challenges. 


"Let the Games begin," Katniss mouthed to Peeta as her tears began 
to stream down her cheeks, hating that their daughter would have to 
fight so hard to stay alive. 


And though Peeta didn't mouth it back, he couldn't get the words, 
"may the odds be ever in her favor," out of his mind. 


I have decided to post an edited version of Road to Recovery on 
the AO3 sight. It will be a rated M version of the story and have 
some minor changes as well as BIG changes. If you haven't read 
the story, please feel free to go to the link on my tumbir page at 
jamiesommers23 dot tumbir dot com. 
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Previously: Katniss and Peeta had banana nut three months early 
and she's fighting for her life. Peeta began training along with 
Johanna and Effie. Effie's hidden talents as a sharp shooter was 
revealed, and Gale was working in secret with Beetee. 


Happy Valentine's Day one and all! Here's a gift for you! Thank 
you to everyone that has taken the time to read and review. The 
outpouring of feedback has given me so much motivation. 
Whenever I sit down to write | want to make sure I'm doing justice 
to this story for all of you supporters. Thank you. Thank you. 
Thank you! 


S and A, once again | am forever in your debt. Your kindness, 
honesty and friendship mean the world to me. You are much 
more than betas and | am so glad | have gotten to know you. 


There were a lot of tears shed while writing this chapter, and | 
want to thank Salanderjade for that. She posted a song that | 
hadn't heard in years, and once | listened to it again, | was 
trapped inside of a world full of heartbreak. Granted it made me 
cry my eyes out, but it also provided me with great inspiration for 
this chapter, as well as an outtakes chapter. Salanderjade, this 
one's for you. 


And now let us get lost in the world of... 
Mockingjay: Broken Wings 


Both of their hands were plastered against the glass separating them 
from their baby as the doctor listened to Maysilee's chest then struck 
up a conversation with one of the nurses. 


"What do you think is happening?" Katniss asked Peeta with a tremor 
in her voice. 


"| don't know, but it looks like he's coming out here to talk to us," Peeta 
gestured towards Dr. Fletcher making his way out of the sterile room. 


"Katniss...Peeta," Dr. Fletcher greeted them then motioned towards a 
few chairs that were lined up in an empty waiting room. "As | feared, 
your daughters lungs are an issue. We have put her on a machine to 
help her breathe, but one of her lungs has begun to fill with fluid, and 
the other will be joining that one soon enough." 


"Can you do anything? Drain it or something?" Katniss asked, but she 
feared the worst. 


"I'm afraid that's out of the question. We will have to perform a lung 
transplant on her." 


Katniss' back collapsed against the wall while Peeta bent forward in 
his seat and rested his elbows on his knees. "Both lungs or just one?" 
Peeta asked. 


"That's the big question." Dr. Fletcher kept his face free of emotion 
while speaking with them. He warned them that going in more than 
once to transplant a second lung could be dangerous, but that the 
time it would take to perform a double transplant could be just as 
harmful. "If she were a full term infant | would say we replace both 
lungs, but being as young and small as she is..." 


"| thought you said she was big for her age," Katniss interrupted the 
doctor. 


"Two pounds four ounces is actually quite large for a child that only 
made it to twenty-five weeks, however it is still quite small for being 
under anesthesia for a lengthy period of time." 


"What's her best chance?" Peeta sat up and reached for Katniss' hand 
taking her cold, limp flesh in his own. "If you replace one lung, will the 
second fill up with fluid afterward?" 


"Most likely," the doctor nodded. 


"Then you'll have to transplant both," Katniss said flatly doing her best 
to keep her emotions from taking over. 


"The other option would be for me to replace one, see how she's 
holding up under anesthesia, and if Maysilee is doing well, perform the 
second transplant." 


Peeta began mouthing to Katniss, "I think we should go with that 
option. | don't want her dying on an operating table because she was 
under anesthesia for too long." 


"Do you even think she'll make it through the first transplant? Is this 
the right choice?" Katniss' hand now gripped tightly onto Peeta's. 
"What if she dies no matter what we decide?" 


Peeta's face grew hard, "She is not going to die." His voice may not 
have been heard by those in the hospital, but Katniss knew Peeta was 
yelling at her. "Quit thinking the worst, Katniss. That's our daughter in 
there, and she needs our support." 


"| know," she let her eyes shut before whispering out a gut wrenching, 
"I know." 


"Hey," Peeta tugged her hand so she could look at him. "We agree to 
the double transplant, but only if she's doing well after the first, okay?" 
He mouthed his question to her and got a nod in reply. It didn't take 
long for the staff to prepare the baby for surgery. "Can we say 
goodbye to her?" Peeta held Katniss up from around the waist when 
her knees began to give out. 


"Of course,” Dr. Fletcher motioned for them to go to the sterilization 
chamber. "You'll need to hurry. Just step into the clear room and put 
on the garments the nurse hands you. I'll see you two after the 
surgery and make sure | send someone out with updates." 


Katniss rested the palms of her hands flat against the wall as a burst 
of something cool swept over her and a door on the opposite side of 
the sterilization chamber opened. "Put these on over your clothes and 
slip these booties on over your shoes," a nurse ordered her. 


"Here, let me," Peeta held the paper like garment out for Katniss to 
slip her arms through, then put his own on. "Lift your feet up," he 
patted at her calf as he crouched down in front of her to slip on the 
booties. After pulling his own on he slipped some gloves over Katniss' 
hands, over his own hands, and then held the door opened for them to 
walk into the room where their daughter was lying inside of a small, 
clear incubator called an isolette. "Can we touch her?" 


"I'm sorry, that's not allowed," The nurse stepped back. "You have one 
minute before we take her in for surgery." 


"She's so tiny," Katniss placed both palms against the top of the 
incubator and watched as their daughter's chest moved up and down 
with forced air. "Why do they have tape over her eyes?" 


"They said something about them not being fully developed," Peeta's 
hand met Katniss' across the top of the incubator. "You're going to be 


just fine, banana nut," he spoke to their daughter. "The doctors are 
going to fix you right up, but you need to fight. You can't give up no 
matter what." 


It didn't take a genius to figure out that Peeta was talking to Katniss as 
much as he was talking to Maysilee. "They don't have her name on 
the card," Katniss pointed out that the pink identification card simply 
said, Baby Girl Mellark. 


"Excuse me," Peeta called to the nurse. "Is there a reason you don't 
have her name on here?" 


"We weren't sure if you wanted to use the name you chose or not, 
considering she may not survive," She answered. 


It bugged the hell out of Katniss that the nurse appeared to be fine 
with the death of their child. "Her name is Maysilee." 


"Maysilee Everdeen Mellark," Peeta gave Katniss a look of 
confirmation. Once the nurse left to get another card he explained, "I 
thought she could use all the strength she could get, and let's face it, 
Maysilee Everdeen Mellark is about as strong a name as you can 
get." 


"Yes it is," Katniss agreed prior to bending over and placing a kiss 
against the cool plastic container that housed their baby. "Stay alive." 


Peeta did the same and they stood back allowing Maysilee to be 
wheeled into surgery. "Guess we've got nothing to do but wait." 


Katniss couldn't wait. It was her life's story. Wait for starvation to kill 
her family off. Wait for her mother to pull herself out of the trance that 
almost killed her and Prim. Wait for the Careers to hunt her down at 
night. Wait for Snow's revenge after she and Peeta challenged his 


authority on numerous occasions. Her eyes lifted to the clock that read 
five-thirty in the morning. "I'm going to the Command Center," she 
announced before heading back to her room to change into some 
clothing. Remembering a little too late that the only thing she had to 
wear was a maternity dress. "I'll stop by our quarters and get changed 
on my way there." 


"Katniss?" Peeta followed her down the hall. "Why do you need to go 
to the Command Center? We need to be here. Waiting for Maysilee to 
come out of surgery." 


"You wait," There was a pressing issue Katniss needed to take care 
of. "Training starts at six o'clock and I'm planning on being there." 


"You gave birth to her less than six hours ago!" Peeta yanked at her 
upper arm preventing her from going any further. "You are not going to 
the Capitol." 


"No, you're not going to the Capitol. | am," she pulled her arm free. 
"One of us has to be there, and one of us needs to stay with Maysilee. 
Since there's nothing keeping me from staying here anymore, | might 
as well be the one to go." 


"NO!" Peeta knew what she was doing and why. "Are you back to 
running again Katniss?" 


"Funny how you can't remember most of our life together, but you 
have no problems remembering my flaws." She pounded her fist into 
the elevator button. "And I'm not running away. I'm going to kill Snow 
and stop the Games. If she..." Katniss stopped herself, "...when she 
reaches her twelfth birthday, | don't want her present to be her name 
pulled out of the reaping ball like Prim's!" 


"Don't do this, Katniss," Peeta's warning was low and in control. 
"Please don't abandon her." 


"Who says | am?" This pissed Katniss off to no end. "Is there anything 
either one of us can do while waiting for her to go through surgery?" 
She didn't wait for his answer because she already knew it. They 
could provide support for one another, and be close in case she didn't 
make it out of surgery alive. "The answer is, no. So don't ask me to sit 
on my ass and do nothing." The elevator made its arrival known with a 
soft ding. "I'm going to talk to Coin about training. Stay here and wait 
for her. If there's any news you can call for me, otherwise I'll be back 
after training is through." 


Katniss stared at the closing doors, because the disappointment on 
Peeta's face was far too painful. 


Johanna hated waking up at dawn more than she hated the five mile 
run the training officer had them do the day before. She didn't mind 
running, it gave her time to think about why she was putting herself 
through such hell, and when Katniss showed up the day after having a 
kid, falling face first into the mud wanting to give up, Johanna found it 
to be her sworn duty to yank the stupid girl up and egg her on. Too 
bad the trainer saw what happened and stood over Katniss wanting to 
know what happened. 


"Sorry, | just had a baby," Katniss looked up at the trainer from her 
spot in the mud, and Johanna lent a hand to the brainless girl so she 
wouldn't fall flat on her face while trying to stand up. 


"Everyone in Thirteen knows you just had a baby, soldier. What you 
don't seem to realize is that you've got six weeks recovery time ahead 
of you." 


"NO!" Katniss was apparently as shocked as Johanna had been at 
this revelation. "I've only got three weeks." That's when the last round 
of soldiers would be shipped to the Capitol to take down Snow, and 
Johanna planned on being there. She thought she'd be going with 
Peeta, but it appeared that Katniss was now the designated 
figurehead slotted to take that spot. 


"Move on, soldier Mason," Johanna gave Katniss a little shrug before 
following the trainer's order. She didn't know what happened next, but 
she did notice Katniss walking back towards the underground facility 
as the rest of the trainees continued their run. 


Johanna looked around the group of young men and women she had 
been assigned to train alongside of and wondered where Effie was. 
She had been there for the past few days, but today she was nowhere 
to be found. It wasn't until she reached the shooting range that 
Johanna saw Effie standing in a uniform, taking shots at a moving 
target. "Hey, soldier Trinket," it was hard not to sound like a total bitch 
while speaking those words to the former escort. "Is this what they've 
decided to do with you?" 


Effie paused for a moment to take a quick peek around then stepped 
towards Johanna. "Where is Katniss?" 


"She fell into a mud puddle and went inside. | don't know what 
happened after that," Johanna watched as Effie's face got all 


puckered up. "What the hell is she doing out here anyway? Didn't she 
just pop that kid out last night?" 


"Yes," Effie spoke with a clipped tone. 
"How is it...the kid | mean?" 


"Haymitch stopped by earlier and told me that she's still in surgery," 
Effie pointed to something on Johanna's gun when a trainer turned to 
look at them from several yards away. "I'm not sure why Katniss feels 
the need to throw herself into training," Effie spoke in a hushed voice. 
"| wish | could explain it, because Peeta is at a loss right now. He's 
sitting in that hospital by himself struggling to keep his sanity." 


"Well maybe training is the only way Katniss can keep sane?" If it had 
been Johanna in Katniss' situation she sure as hell wouldn't be able to 
just sit still and do nothing. "So why are you out here and not going 
through the rest of training with us lowlifes?" 


"They wanted me to practice shooting on moving targets with the 
advanced class. I'll be back to running five miles and doing 
calisthenics tomorrow." 


"| take it they're keeping you in the advanced class for that too?" 
Johanna was almost jealous of the Capitol born escort's physical 
abilities. 


"Yes," Effie held her head up with pride. "Johanna, have you spoken 
with Dr. Brown lately?" 


"He bugs the shit out of me on a daily basis. Why?" 


"Good," Effie straightened up. "You'll need to make certain that it's not 
just your body, but your mind, that is in tip top condition. Only those 


that pass the individual testing process at the end of training will be 
making a journey to the Capitol, and | would hate to leave you 
behind." 


"TRINKET! MASON!" A trainer caught them talking. "THIS ISN'T A 
SOCIAL VISIT!" 


"See ya later, Effie," Johanna took her place in line next to some of the 
other cadets. 


Standing in the elevator with a few members of her class didn't bother 
her at all, until one of them noticed Johanna getting off at the hospital 
level. As Johanna stepped out of the elevator she could hear the 
young girls giggling, and knew it was directed at her. "I gotta get the 
hell out of this hospital," Johanna mumbled to herself, but the doctors 
refused to let her live alone, claiming she was still too fragile. "Fragile! 
I'm working my ass off in training! Shooting guns, running five miles, 
doing those stupid freaking exercises!" Johanna threw her pillow 
across the room and sulked in the middle of her bed when she didn't 
get released. "I'm not fragile." Yet when the time came for Johanna to 
bathe she didn't even glance at the shower. Instead she turned the 
faucet on, filled up the sink and used a washcloth to give herself a 
sponge bath. 


The next morning as she went through hell with the rest of her class 
she made sure to throw a deadly glare at the young girls that had 
laughed at her in the elevator thinking she'd intimidate them, but they 
rolled their eyes at her and made Johanna look like she was the 
weakling during training. As the day progressed she selfishly wished 
Katniss, Peeta or Effie would show up to join her, but no one came 
and Johanna wasn't sure if she could go through all of this without an 
ally. The next morning when Katniss showed up in uniform ready to 
train, Johanna had to fight to keep her pleasure hidden. "What brings 


you back, fireball? Thought you had six weeks recovery ahead of 
you." 


"| did, but | went through a procedure to speed up the healing time," 
Katniss tied the loose end of her boot's lace into a bow then double 
knotted it and got a distant look in her eyes. 


"Hey," Johanna smacked her on the shoulder. "You okay?" 


"Yeah," she patted at the double knotted bow and stood up. "I'm good. 
You ready?" 


"Yup. Let's show these ki..." Johanna stopped when the trainer 
opened the doors for them to exit. The rain wasn't heavy, but by the 
time they finished their five mile run they'd be soaked. 


"It's only rain, Johanna. You can do this," Katniss gave her a look that 
said she understood, and Johanna hated it. 


"So how's that kid of yours? She still alive or did she kick the bucket?" 
It hadn't been her intention to say something so cruel to Katniss, but 
Johanna hated that the girl saw her fear. 


"She's fine," Katniss said tightly and ran into the rain as though it were 
a warm spring day. 


"Shit," Johanna murmured, hating herself for sounding so callous 
about Katniss and Peeta's kid. The first drops of water that hit her 
made her want to scream out like acid had been dripped onto her skin. 
Memories of being dunked into a pool of water, having a mask pulled 
over her head and water slowly poured over her nose and mouth, 
being beaten within an inch of her life, and being hooked up to 
electrodes, something the Peacekeepers saved for special occasions, 
flooded Johanna's mind. She had to pull herself out of the funk she 


was about to be submerged in. "Hey," she called out to Katniss, saw 
the daggers in her eyes and knew that she had crossed the line by 
sounding so crass when speaking about the baby. "So...she's okay? 
Effie said she went through surgery." Johanna had to slow down her 
pace so Katniss could keep up. 


"Not exactly okay, but she's holding on. She's fighting." 


"Of course she is. She's the daughter of two victors," Johanna meant it 
as a compliment, but Katniss' entire face drained of blood. 


Katniss didn't say a thing to Johanna during their first couple of miles, 
air was a valued commodity during a run and you didn't waste it on 
words, but on the third mile Katniss fell into the mud...again, and 
Johanna reached out her hand to help her up...again. 


"Let's move it soldiers Mason and Mellark!" The sound of their trainer 
called back to them. 


"| have to do this, Johanna," Katniss said as she got back up. "I can't 
let Snow get his hands on her. You said it yourself, she's the daughter 
of two victors." 


"Come on, fireball," Johanna yanked at Katniss' arm. "We're gonna 
make it through this course with no problems." She may have said it, 
but that didn't' mean it was the truth. Katniss struggled with the 
remaining miles, and Johanna found it to be her duty to keep the girl 
going. "You gonna sit on your ass all day, or are you going to get up 
and move?" She yelled at Katniss when she fell onto her hands and 
knees. "You can just tell your daughter when she's been reaped and 
you're her mentor, 'sorry, mommy was too tired to run through the 
woods during training," that one seemed to get Katniss' blood boiling. 
The worse the insult Johanna could come up with, the more motivated 
Katniss appeared to get. Johanna spent her day taunting Katniss until 


it was time to shoot. There was no need to harangue Katniss during 
their weapons training. After the first few shots she took to it like a 
duck to water, and by the end of the day, Katniss was the best shot in 
their class. 'Good going, fireball,’ Johanna thought to herself as she 
watched Katniss return her rifle to the trainer. 


"Where are you going now?" Katniss asked Johanna when she 
followed her into the elevator. 


"Home sweet home," Johanna turned her head to Katniss. "The 
hospital. They won't let me out unless | have a roomy, and | can't 
really see myself rooming with any of these people." 


As they walked through the hospital Katniss stopped one of the 
doctors and said, "Johanna Mason will be staying with my husband 
and l. Is it okay if she gathers her things while you get her release 
orders ready?" 


The doctor seemed to be pleased with the fact that Johanna was 
leaving, and why shouldn't he? Johanna had been torturing their staff 
since she had become a patient. "We'll get her discharged 
immediately." 


"There you go," Katniss said as she walked Johanna to her room. 
"Peeta and | are barely there so you'll pretty much have the place to 
yourself. Make sure you keep your grimy ass off of our bed. The 
doctor said they'd place a request for a roll-away bed to be brought to 
our quarters. The door is locked so punch in the code, 5647. That will 
get you in. I've got to go," Katniss lifted a hand to Johanna. "See you 
tomorrow." 


Johanna wasn't quite sure what to do or say at Katniss' gesture. "Hey, 
Katniss." She scratched at her head. "Thanks." 


"Sure," Katniss lifted her shoulder in a shrug then walked down the 
hall. 


Each day she went to training, and each night she went back to 
Katniss and Peeta's cramped quarters, sitting on the cot/bed that had 
been brought to her the first night. Johanna wondered if maybe the 
doctors had been right and she shouldn't’ have been alone when her 
thoughts got the best of her, but then Katniss walked in and sat on the 
bed. Her face may have been dry, but Johanna could tell that she had 
been crying. She stared as Katniss walked to a drawer and pulled 
something out. Johanna watched Katniss rubbed the pearl Peeta had 
given to her when they were sitting on the beach in the Quell between 
her fingertips. "Holy shit. Is that from the arena?" 


"Yeah," Katniss put the spile on the end of her fingertip and wiggled it 
around before handing it to Johanna. 


"Can't believe you kept this," Johanna sat next to Katniss on the bed 
and ran her hand over the tiny silver parachute that had held the items 
inside. "It's kind of sick that | remember that dinner fondly, huh?" She 
ran a finger over the pearl. 


Katniss rolled the items back up in the parachute and tucked it away. 
"| remember puking my guts up." 


"Why do you think | look upon that meal with such fondness?" 
Johanna said with a hint of a smile. 


"Shut up," Katniss almost smiled back. 


"So what brings you here this evening?" Johanna wasn't sure why 
Katniss would leave the hospital. 


"| needed some air, plus they won't let us in the room with Maysilee 
tonight. They're doing some sort of oxygen testing on her new lungs, 
and only hospital staff are allowed in the room," Katniss' head lulled 
backwards. "Peeta will be here in a little while. He stopped by to talk 
to his mom and dad." 


Hearing Katniss use the term mom and dad had Johanna asking, "So 
are the rumors true? Did Effie Trinket really adopt Peeta?" 


"Yup," Katniss yanked off her boots, and tossed them to the side. 


"Well, look at the bright side. If we win this war, Peeta will be a Capitol 
resident which means that you and your daughter will be too." 
Johanna scratched at her head. "Lamb stew for the rest of your life!" 
She threw her hands up giving Katniss a genuine smile, and was 
pleased with herself when Katniss let out a little chuckle. 


They had less than three weeks before they'd be shipping out, and 
during that time Johanna worked her ass off to get back into shape. 
She hadn't stopped by the hospital to check in on Katniss and Peeta's 
kid since no one could get in there but family, and she stopped asking 
Katniss how the kid was doing because it always seemed to set 
Katniss back a little during training. 


When the last day of preparations came upon them they were lined up 
for their final test. Johanna hadn't seen Katniss yet that day, but she 
didn't really care. There was a heightened sense of excitement 
amongst the people in line. Haymitch stood at the front of it with an 
angry look on his face, and when Johanna saw who walked into the 
testing facility, she figured out why. "How's it going?" She asked 
Haymitch when she reached him. 


"Fine," he avoided making any comments about Effie just entering the 
testing facility. 


"This thing hard?" She took the rifle from one of the trainers hands 
and pulled on her helmet. 


"It's going to test your weaknesses, so | hope you've prepared yourself 
for this," Haymitch finally made eye contact with her. "You've been 
talking to the head doc, right?" 


Johanna had no clue what a psychiatrist had to do with hand to hand 
combat so she skipped out on most of her scheduled visits, spending 
them in Special Weaponry instead. "Not since | checked out of the 
hospital." She saw the pissed off look on Haymitch's face, thought 
about the warning Effie had given to her and wondered what lay 
ahead. 


"Next," a soldier barked out. "Mason, Johanna." He pointed towards a 
door. "Through there." 


As Johanna took a step towards the door she couldn't help but feel a 
chill crawl up her spine. The door automatically opened and through it 
she could make out some familiar lights. ‘Sweet Jesus,’ she thought to 
herself as the door slammed closed behind her. 'I'm at the freaking 
Capitol.' The streets were the same, but there was a distinct difference 
between the Capitol Johanna knew, and this scene that had been 
created in Thirteen. The Capitol always had the hustle and bustle of 
people walking around, laughing, being their rambunctious idiot 
selves, but this was entirely different. There was a eerie absence of 
laughter, and in its place was the sound of people screaming out in 
pain. Gunfire rang out from behind her, and Johanna instantly hit the 
ground, took aim on where the shots were being fired from and took 
out the enemy soldier firing at her troop. Someone, or something up 
ahead that looked like a person waved her forward, and Johanna 
raced to the foxhole that had been built out of sandbags on one of the 
Capitol streets. 


"Soldier, we've got enemy fire coming at us," Johanna listened 
carefully to the man speaking, not realizing that he was a holographic 
projection. Her job was to stay in the foxhole and keep the enemy 
from drawing nearer until she was ordered to move forward to her next 
destination. 


"Yes, sir," She moved around, keeping close tabs on the rest of her 
troop as they made their way deeper into the Capitol. The first drop of 
rain that hit her hand sent a shiver down her spine. The second had 
her silently talking to herself, "You can do this. It's water. It's water,’ she 
repeated this thought over and over again. "It's water!" She screamed 
out as the light drops turned into a downpour. 


The sound of a radio crackling had her snapping her head to the side. 
"Soldier, we're in need of assistance up here!" Johanna raced towards 
the coordinates she had been given over the radio by a rushed voice 
and stopped short when she saw what was coming her way. 


"No," she breathed out through shaky lips. "No." The downpour turned 
into torrential rain, causing flooding within a span of seconds, and then 
the dam broke. Water was flowing straight for Johanna as power lines 
began to shoot sparks above her head. "NO!" 


"What's wrong, Mason?" A Peacekeeper stood above her with 
electrodes in hand attaching them to her skin while Snow had her 
prisoner. "You're not afraid of a little water and electricity, are you? 
Just tell us who's part of the rebellion here at the Capitol, and we'll end 
all of this. You won't have to go through electrocution anymore." 
Johanna stayed silent, strapped to a table, waiting for the inevitable. 
"The choice is yours." The electrodes were attached to her shaved 
head followed up with a soaking wet sponge and a cap of some sort. 
Within seconds her entire body was quaking from the volts of 


electricity running through her and the taste of blood filled her mouth 
from where she bit her tongue. 


With her hands covering her head and her knees tucked up to her 
chest, Johanna Mason screamed at the top of her lungs, "NOOOO!" 


Hands were on her, and Johanna quickly began kicking and 
screaming, fighting them off with every breath in her lungs. She didn't 
see Haymitch and several soldiers trying to help her out of the testing 
area. She saw Peacekeepers everywhere, threatening her very 
existence. The sharp stabbing in her neck may have been a needle, 
but Johanna was certain that she had just had a burst of electricity 
shot through her signifying the end of her life. As her eyes began to 
close the shadow of a Peacekeeper bent over her, "Hagar, | knew 
you'd be here waiting." She reached out a hand and stroked the face 
of Gale Hawthorne before succumbing to the drugs. 


"The testing was a great success," Beetee spoke to Gale across a 
desk. "Now all we have to do is set up a demonstration for our 
president." 


"You really think this is going to work?" Gale's excitement over the 
bomb he and Beetee had created was the closest thing to joy he'd felt 


in along time. "Are you sure we're not going to wind up with a bunch 
of dead residents like the last time P Zero X was used?" 


"Positive." Beetee tapped at the rim of his coffee cup with the tip of his 
finger. "| have made several changes to it. Fine-tuned it so to speak. P 
Zero X is now the weapon it was intended to be." 


"Plus we've got the drug that prevents us from catching it too, right?" 
Gale had been given the drug twice now since working with Beetee on 
the biological weapon just in case something went wrong. 


"Exactly." Beetee paused before going into the testing details. "I have 
determined that the ventilation system leads to the hospital, which is a 
good thing," Beetee smiled while pushing up his glasses. "If the 
chemicals do get into the air, at least the patients will already be in 
medical." Gale didn't understand why the man let out a chuckle. There 
was nothing humorous about the comment to Gale. A repeat of what 
had happened in Thirteen the last time they messed with these 
chemicals people died, and Gale didn't think the residents of Thirteen 
should be subjected to death by their own people. "No need to worry, 
Gale. The vents will be sealed. The room we are holding the 
demonstration inside of will be airtight." 


"That's what they thought the last time, and look at what happened," 
Gale was a bit concerned. 'You need to make sure your family and 
Catnip's family are nowhere near the hospital the day we do this,’ he 
silently reminded himself. "What day is this happening?" 


"| see no reason why we can't have a smaller version of the weapon 
ready within the next few days." 


"Sounds good," Gale gave the end of the desk a little smack before 
standing up. "I want to take a look at those schematics again and 
double check my math." He was never one for school, but working 


with Beetee was completely different. Gale had learned more in the 
short time he spent with the man than his entire twelve years of 
school. It had come as a surprise to Gale that he had a natural gift for 
math. Understanding numbers like they were a language of their own 
intrigued him. When he was in school he always found the math 
classes boring, finishing up the work within minutes of the teacher 
assigning it, then spending the remainder of the period bored out of 
his mind. He used to picture ways of coming up with new snare 
designs so he could catch more game. 


"You've checked those calculations a million times, Gale. Do not over 
think this." Beetee picked up his coffee mug and walked alongside 
Gale towards their work station. "All of the math adds up." 


"But we'll need to come up with new numbers if we're creating a 
smaller scale bomb." Gale had already done this, and Beetee checked 
his work. It was flawless. 


"We have the smaller scale version already sketched out." 


"Yeah, but..." Gale opened the door for them to walk through, "...1 
really want to make sure | got it right." 


"Then we'll check it again, but Gale you must learn to trust in yourself. 
Perhaps you have the utmost faith in your physical capabilities, but 
you have yet to accept your intelligence. You are a smart man." 
Beetee entered the room where their bomb designs were. "If you had 
been raised in my district you'd be as remarkable a student as any 
one of us. Unfortunately you weren't provided any sort of knowledge in 
District Twelve." 


It may not have sounded like a compliment, but Gale knew it was. The 
people of Three were considered brilliant. Gale didn't think he had that 
in him, but he was thankful for the comment regardless. "Appreciate 


that, Beetee." His pencil and calculator sat next to a slide rule and a 
computer pad. "Let's make sure this is perfect so we can teach Snow 
and his people a lesson." 


Gale stood outside of the testing area several days later hating that 
there were two newborns in the hospital, one of which belonged to 
Catnip. He had suggested to Beetee that they postpone the testing, 
but President Coin insisted upon it and now they were all standing 
outside of a glass wall watching holographic families walking through 
a park. When the bomb floated down and the first one went off, it left 
the children on the playground screaming out in pain from their bloody 
injuries. It didn't bother Gale to see the kids, dressed up in their 
Capitol attire, playing around like they didn't have a care in the world, 
lying on the ground crying out for their mommies and daddies. How 
could it when his siblings had never even seen a playground, and 
worried for their lives when Reaping Day drew near? As the adults 
and Peacekeepers ran to the aid of the children the second part of the 
bomb exploded taking out the adults as well as releasing toxins into 
the air. The idea was that the Peacekeepers that went in to survey the 
area would instantly become debilitated by the chemicals. The first 
day would be the worst. Everyone would come down with symptoms 
like, the chills, body aches so severe they could barely move as well 
as a fever so high it would threaten brain function. That would provide 
the rebels time to imprison their enemy. A bunch of people lying on the 
ground squirming, unable to defend themselves, was a lot easier to 
defeat than able bodied guards with weapons. The symptoms would 
last up to two weeks, which is how long the program would be 
running. It would be Beetee's job to check on the captured residents 
each day. 


"Now what?" Coin asked when she saw the holographic Capitol 
residents fall to their knees. 


"We can go in with gas masks within the first few minutes and cuff 
them, or we can wait sixty minutes until the toxins dissipate into thin 
air and cuff them. The choice is yours," Gale said proudly. 


"We've created a simulation of our people going in within seventy 
minutes to be on the safe side," Beetee added. 


They waited as bodies writhed in pain, watched several children and 
their parents die, and stood at attention when Thirteen's soldiers went 
in. Out of the dozen that went in, two of them fell to the ground and 
began having the same symptoms as the people that had been 
bombed directly. "Maybe we should give them ninety minutes?" Gale 
suggested more to Beetee than the President. 


"I'd like you to tell me if any more of our soldiers come down with the 
symptoms, if not, I'm fine with sixty minutes. Two soldiers out of a 
dozen is a small price to pay for freedom," Coin spoke to Beetee. "I'll 
expect updates three times a day." Coin made to exit, "Excellent work. 
Soldier Hawthorne, if you wouldn't mind walking me back to the 
elevator, I'd like to speak with you." 


"Yes, ma'am," Gale had been feeling pretty confident with the test 
results, and the president had been right, wars had been known to 
take out entire nations, so two men in the grand scheme of things was 
a small price to pay. 


"Soldier Hawthorne,” Coin began speaking once they were alone, "I 
am unsure if you're aware that Effie Trinket is currently in training." 


"| heard that she's a pretty good shot. Giving Katniss a run for her 
money," this news had shocked the hell out of Gale. 


"If | told you that Effie Trinket would be the person going into the 
Capitol with you, and that she would be the one to fight alongside of 
you, how safe would you feel?" 


"Permission to speak freely, ma'am?" Gale had never been thrilled 
with the idea of Capitol born rebels. 


"Of course, soldier." 


"| don't think | could trust her to have my back. She's one of...fhem." 
He didn't need to explain himself. 


"Glad we're on the same page." The elevator arrived and Coin 
stepped into it. "Ride with me, I'd like to speak to you about something 
in private." 


Gale listened to the president talk, mentally debated her request, and 
asked himself if he could actually do what she was asking. "Yes, 
ma'am. | have no problems with that," and though he kept a blank 
emotionless expression, deep inside Gale could feel his humanity 
being put to the test. When the president stepped off of the elevator 
and Gale headed back down to Special Weaponry, he sunk back 
against the wall and ran a hand over his scalp. He cringed internally at 
what Coin asked of him, and knew he had finally seen the side of 
President Coin that Katniss had been telling him about since she got 
to Thirteen. 


Peeta stood with his hand on the top of the isolette staring at his 
daughter, only lifting his head briefly when he heard the door to the 
nursery open. "Hey," he lifted a hand in greeting at Regina. "What 
brings you here?" 


"Thought I'd check and see how you and Katniss were doing," Regina 
answered and pulled up a seat. "Not to mention this little one. 
Privileges of being a doctor here, | can come into the nursery any time 
| want." Regina let out a little sigh and said, "| hear she's doing pretty 
good since her surgery." 


"Yeah." His entire body slumped as he said, "I wish | could find 
Katniss to tell her, but no one has seen her." 


"What do you mean?" Regina knit her brows together. "She's down 
the hall laying in a hospital bed." 


"What?" Peeta stood upright and headed for the door. "Which room?" 


"The last one on the right. | didn't go in because she was sleeping," 
Regina followed him out of the nursery and into Katniss' room. She 
reached for the medical chart when Peeta grabbed Katniss' hand and 
she failed to wake up. "Dear God," Regina gasped. 


"What?" Peeta's eyes flashed towards Regina for a brief moment. 


"They performed a rapid postpartum involution on her." Regina 
smacked her hand against the computer pad that held Katniss' 
medical records, letting out a small, "Damn it." 


"What's that?" 


"A series of shots in her uterus and the muscles in her stomach," 
Regina fumed. "Thirty six in all, which eliminates the need to go 
through four to six weeks of recovery after having a child." 


"Are you kidding me?" Peeta's eyes grew huge. "Who the hell 
approved that?" 


"Apparently her trainer sent her here to get the procedure done." 


"Did she know what they were going to do to her?" Peeta couldn't 
believe that Katniss would put herself through all of that without 
knowing ahead of time. "You know what," he lifted up his hand in 
disgust, "don't tell me. | don't want to be any more angry with her than 
| already am." 


Regina's face clearly read that Katniss knew what she was getting 
into. "She'll be in a lot of pain tonight, Peeta. The drugs they provided 
won't last her much longer." Regina reached out a hand to Peeta's 
and squeezed. "I'm sorry about this. If | had known, | never would 
have allowed this to happen." 


"She would have found a way to have it done no matter what you may 
have said," Peeta sat in a chair and dropped his elbows to his knees. 
"It's bad enough I've got to worry about the baby, now I've got to worry 
about this?" He lifted his eyes to Regina, "What the hell is wrong with 
her? Is it hormones again?" 


"Those won't be an issue much longer," Regina placed the computer 
pad back onto Katniss' hospital bed. "This procedure was created 
many years ago so women in the Capitol wouldn't have to suffer 
through hormonal imbalance and postpartum depression. Sadly the 
women out there still use it quite often as opposed to recovering 
naturally. Those that would like to breastfeed are the only ones that 
avoid this procedure." 


"Are you saying she can't breastfeed anymore?" This really bugged 
the hell out of Peeta. 


"If she's planning on going to the Capitol, which | take it she is since 
one of the trainers sent her here, it's best that she doesn't. | can't 
imagine she'd be able to stop and pump out breast milk, or store it for 
that matter." 


"Yeah, | guess." Peeta stood up and walked across the room with 
anger in each step. "Damn it, Regina. She didn't even tell me about 
this. Why would she do that?" 


"Would you have let her do this?" Regina took a step in Peeta's 
direction. "Peeta, she clearly has some form of motivation behind it, so 
why not give her the benefit of the doubt and talk to her when she 
wakes up?" 


It was hard for him to accept it, but Peeta knew Regina was right. "I 
guess." He had to wait until Katniss woke up before talking to her. 
"Hey, how's Adam doing? | heard they have to keep him here for a few 
weeks. Everything okay with him?" 


"Oh that's nothing to worry about," Regina waved a hand at him. "He's 
considered a preterm baby, so they'll keep him here until he's reached 
his due date, but he's doing great. Six pounds twelve ounces of pure 
heaven," she gave Peeta a little smile. "Just you wait, Peeta. You'll be 
saying the same thing about Maysilee pretty soon too." 


Peeta watched as Regina left then sat next to Katniss, holding her 
limp hand, and waited for the medications to wear off so he could talk 
to her. Over the course of three hours he spent his time between the 
nursery where Maysilee was, and sitting next to Katniss willing her to 
wake up. 


"Hey," the sound of her creaky voice had Peeta pulling her hand to his 
lips. 


"Hey," he forgot that he was furious with her when he saw the pain 
resonating in her eyes. "You need to get some rest. The doctor said it 
would be a pretty painful night for you, but you should try and get as 
much sleep as possible." 


"Will they check me out in the morning?" 


"Probably not," Peeta hoped they wouldn't and thought maybe he 
could convince one of them to keep her in for an extra day. "You ina 
big hurry to leave here?" 


"I've got three weeks, Peeta." Katniss clutched at her stomach and 
groaned. 


"They said your uterus will be shrinking back to its normal size, and 
your muscles will be tightening up." He let out a sigh and gave her a 
head shake. "What the hell were you thinking?" 


"| was thinking that our..." she grunted, "...daughter would need a 
home to grow up in..." she rolled onto her side and clutched her belly, 
",..without the threat of the Games overhead." 


"Did you ever think maybe | could go to the Capitol? That maybe you 
could just stay here and be a mother to her?" It's what Peeta wanted. 
"You can't go back into training Katniss. She needs you too much." 


"| have to go back into training," Katniss reached for his hand and he 
gave it without complaint. "I will never let Snow touch her. Never," she 
swallowed repeatedly. 


"Then we'll both go," Peeta reached out a hand to her stomach and 
felt it tighten beneath his fingers. "They said it was going to be a hell 
of a lot worse than labor." 


"Oh God," she gasped out. 
"Want me to talk you through it?" 
"Yeah," she could barely move, but Peeta found a way to curl behind. 


"Squeeze my hand when you get a pain, and if you need to look in my 
eyes...I'll figure something out." 


She spent the night moaning and crying out in pain, yelling at the top 
of her lungs and punching at Peeta when she needed to, but he never 
left her side and had Effie, Katniss' mom, and his father keep watch 
over Maysilee that night. By morning, Katniss fought him as well as 
the doctor to be released, but Peeta didn't have to convince the man 
that she needed one day of full recovery after having a baby, a major 
procedure, and throwing herself into training. It was Katniss that 
needed the convincing. 


"Listen to me," he gripped her hands in his as she stumbled towards 
the closet. "You're going to hate what | say to you, but | need you to 
really listen, okay?" 


"Fine," Katniss' lips formed a straight line. 


"We need this, Katniss. You and | need this day with each other, and 
with Maysilee." The tears began to fill Peeta's red rimmed eyes. "I 
don't know if we'll ever have the chance to be a family again, so 
please...please don't leave me today. Don't leave her." He pulled her 
hands up to his trembling lips, "Stay with us?" 


Katniss looked everywhere but directly at Peeta, but once she did, her 
hand pulled from his grip and cupped his cheek. "Always." 


Effie needed to do one thing before heading to the testing facility. 
"Good morning, darling one," She placed a kiss on Peeta's head. 
"How's my little angel this morning?" She looked through the glass 
that separated them from Maysilee. 


"She's doing good. She hasn't lost any weight since they took the 
feeding tube out and we switched to bottles, so that's a good thing." 
They stared at Maysilee who began to wail. "As you can see her lungs 
are holding up really good too." 


Effie looked around and asked, "Where is Katniss this morning?" 


"Changing for her test." Peeta held onto Effie's hands and said, "Mom, 
is there any way you can arrange it so she fails this damn thing?" 


"Oh, darling," Effie ran her hand down the side of Peeta's cheek. "If 
only it were that simple. | believe Haymitch is wondering the same 

thing about me, and if he couldn't arrange that / fail the test, | don't 

think we'll be able to do that for Katniss." 


"Yeah," Peeta faced Maysilee once again. "That's what | thought." 
Effie knew he hadn't made it to more than three or four training 


classes himself and was told he would not be taking the test to go to 
the Capitol. "She's so damned determined to go and fight." 


"No, dear," Effie corrected him. "She's determined to keep your 
daughter from fighting." 


"Mom, do you think I'm a coward for not going?" 


"Of course not!" Effie chagrined. "You are staying back and fighting 
this fight. This little girl needs her loved ones around. | know you'd 
rather it be Katniss staying behind, but Peeta let us be grateful that it's 
one of you instead of neither." 


"| Know." Peeta gave Effie a hug and said, "Haymitch isn't the only one 
that wants you to fail that test today. I'd feel a hell of a lot better if both 
you and Katniss stayed in Thirteen." 


"I'll take that as you wishing me good luck," Effie said with a bright and 
chipper voice. "You give that darling in there my love," she nodded 
towards the nursery and headed down the hall towards Katniss, who 
was poking her head out of a room and waving at Effie to join her. "Is 
there a reason you're hiding in this room?" Effie asked when Katniss 
closed the door. 


"Yes," Katniss stood close to Effie. "I need something from you, and 
you'll probably hate what it is, but | need you to do it, Effie." 


"Ask, and | will tell you my answer." 


"Don't leave them," Katniss held Effie still with her stare while she 
processed what Katniss was asking. "I have to go to the Capitol, and 
my daughter needs a mom." She looked upwards for a second then 
back at Effie. "I'm sorry for saying this, but if | die out there, my mother 
will be useless. She won't be able to raise Maysilee, and Peeta can't 


do it on his own. She'll need a mother, and you're the best one | 
know." 


"Katniss..." Effie could feel her chest constricting and her throat 
tightening. 


"Please, Effie," Katniss reached out and grabbed her former escort's 
hands, "Do not let my daughter grow up without a mother. | swear to 
you, | will do everything in my power to come back to her and Peeta, 
but let's face it, I'm going to be the one person everyone at the Capitol 
wants to kill so please...please take care of her." 


Effie had to tighten her jaw before her teeth began to chatter. "| don't 
know if | can sit back here and let the rest of you do the fighting, 
Katniss. I've been a spectator for far too long." 


"I'm not asking you to be a spectator. I'm asking you to be a willing 
participant in my daughter's life." Katniss looked at the clock and 
headed for the door. "Think about it, okay?" 


Effie gave her a nod as she left her alone in the hospital room with her 
thoughts. A few deep breaths, a tug on the end of her sleeves and a 
quick pat against the bun at the nape of her neck, and Effie Trinket 
was ready to face the world. As she stood outside of the testing area 
making her way towards Haymitch, she noticed the scowl across his 
face. 


"You don't have to do this, Trinkie," He said quietly to her. "You've got 
nothing to prove to any of these people." 


"No, | don't. But | do have something to prove to myself." Effie took the 
gun the trainer handed her and walked onto the streets of the Capitol 
intent on doing what was best for everyone. 


The hair on her neck began to prickle which had Effie dropping to the 
ground and turning at the same time so she could determine if it was 
an enemy or friendly behind her. One gunshot took out the 
Peacekeeper before he could raise his rifle. Two more shots took out 
two more of Snow's men. Effie headed for the foxhole where the 
commander waited with her orders. "There are prisoners of war being 
held in that facility up ahead. Take that radio with you, and head west. 
You'll see..." Effie listened to her orders carefully, and kept her senses 
on full alert. 


From a distance away she could make out the building that held the 
prisoners of war. Standing guard were several Peacekeepers, one of 
which was exceptionally familiar to her. 'Mr. Tanner,’ Effie's blood 
boiled at the thought of them using him against her after everything he 
had done to help the rebels. Still Effie stayed on track, telling herself 
that this was only a simulation. Her job was to gain high ground and 
take out the enemy, and Effie Trinket was not going to let anything 
stand in her way. 


"Don't let my daughter grow up without a mother," Katniss' words 
began echoing through her mind. Effie had a choice, she could either 
go to the Capitol and pray that Coin allow her to be in the same squad 
as Katniss so she could keep her safe, or stay in Thirteen and make 
sure that her granddaughter didn't suffer at the hands of the Coin. 


‘Forgive me,’ the words repeated over and over again in her head as 
she made her choice. 


Katniss was quite pleased with herself for passing her test, and ready 
to get her head shaved like all the other soldiers did before heading off 
to the Capitol. 


"Hey," she rushed up to Finnick's side. "You on your way to the 
training center?" 


"Yeah," Finnick ran a hand over his freshly shaved head. "I don't know 
what I'm going to say to Annie about this. She really liked my hair." 


"They didn't send me to get my hair cut." She shrugged, "Maybe after 
the meeting?" 


"Seen Johanna?" 


"No. You?" Katniss assumed that Johanna had made it through and 
was on her way to find her troop. 


"Not since dinner last night," Finnick pressed the button on the 
elevator and held the door when he heard Haymitch calling out. 


"You two going to training?" 


"Yeah," Katniss was anxious to see who was in her squad. "Where's 
Effie and Johanna?" 


Haymitch leaned back against the wall. "Johanna's back in the 
hospital and Effie's probably there visiting your kid with Peeta." 


"You mean Effie failed?" Finnick asked with a surprised tone. "She 
was the top shot during training other than Katniss here." 


"Yeah, well...she missed during her test and caused herself, and the 
prisoners of war, to get killed." Haymitch arched a brow in Katniss' 
direction. "Kind of shocked the hell out of me when | heard that." 


Katniss clutched her arms around her stomach and kept her lips tightly 
sealed. 'Thank you, Effie. Thank you,’ she said silently to herself. 


"Shocks the hell out of me too," Finnick chimed in, but Katniss kept 
her silence knowing that there was no way she could feign shock. "I 
was actually hoping she'd be part of our team. Don't know about you 
Katniss, but | would have felt a little safer with Effie Trinket having my 
back. | was sort of hoping I'd come out of this thing alive now that 
Annie's pregnant." 


Katniss lifted her eyes up to Finnick and dropped them feeling 
instantly guilty. "Annie's pregnant?" 


"Yeah," Finnick grinned. "You're the only ones that know about it other 
than your mom and Prim. They were the ones that did the test on her. 
Don't go blabbing. Well, you can tell Peeta, but other than that..." 
Finnick pointed at Katniss then Haymitch who gave the guy a little 
shrug like he could care less, "...no telling anyone." 


"Effie would have been good to have on our team," Katniss said more 
to herself than the rest. 


"Well, she's not. Now get over it," Haymitch put things back in 
perspective. "Better that she's not being sent back to the Capitol 
anyway. If Snow's men got their hands on her, | don't even want to 
imagine what they'd do to her. Probably skin her alive or something. 
As far as Johanna goes, maybe you two could go visit her in the 
hospital or something? I'm pretty sure Peeta's already stopped by to 
see her since he's down there." Katniss knew Haymitch stopped 


before saying, ‘which is where you should be,’ to her just by the look 
on his face. 


Thrilled with the fact that Finnick and Gale were in her squad along 
with Lavinia and Justus, and a few others she had yet to officially meet 
until Boggs introduced them, Katniss sat on the bench in their training 
room and listened to her squad leader. "As most of you know we're 
finishing up our training here in Thirteen before heading out to the 
Capitol. You'll spend the next seventy-two hours working side by side 
with one another, getting to know each other's strengths on the field of 
battle. This here," Boggs gestured towards a middle aged woman, "is 
Jackson. My second in command." Katniss learned about the sharp 
shooter that showed Effie Trinket a thing or two during her days on the 
gun range. There were two sisters in their twenties named Leeg that 
they called Leeg 1 and Leeg 2, who Katniss couldn't tell apart until she 
noticed the yellow flecks in Leeg 1's eyes that reminded her of 
Buttercup's coat. Two older men named Mitchell and Homes rounded 
off their troop. Neither one of them said much, and Katniss wondered 
briefly if they were Avox until she heard them say a couple of one 
word sentences to each other. 


On their last day of training she found out they were handpicked by 
Plutarch not only for their skills, but for their appearance. "You are the 
Star Squad," Plutarch started, and Katniss stared with an intensity she 
was sure the former Head Gamemaker could feel prickling his skin. 
Katniss' head snapped around with everyone else's when Plutarch 
looked towards the door and said, "I was just about to start. Come in, 
sit down." What little security she felt at leaving her daughter behind in 
Thirteen was immediately washed away. Katniss felt almost 
lightheaded when Peeta walked into their meeting room like he was 
part of their squad. 


Peeta stood next to his daughter's isolette watching her sleep. He 
tried to recall the feeling of her in his arms when he fed her only a few 
hours earlier. "Hey," he trailed his fingertips across the clear plastic 
crib, and swallowed the lump he felt forming in his throat at what he 
was about to do. "You know how much | love you, right?" Talking to his 
daughter may have seemed futile to most people outside of the 
hospital, but to him, it meant the world. "Your mom and I...we're doing 
this for you, banana nut. Because you need to live in a world where 
kids can play outside, and not worry about whether or not they'll have 
food to eat for dinner. We want you to have better than what we had." 
He wiped the tears away from his eyes with the back of his hand. 
"Leaving you is the hardest thing in the world for me, but | have to, 
Maysilee. Your mom, she needs me, and | can't let her do this alone." 
His whole body curled over the incubator as he sobbed. 


"Oh, darling one," Effie took him by the shoulders. "I promise you, your 
father and | will take care of her, won't we Bing?" 


"Absolutely," Bing gave Peeta a thump against the shoulder before 
pulling him in for a hug. "Don't you worry. Your mother and | will spend 
every waking minute here." 


"Than...thanks, dad," Peeta gave his father a kiss on the cheek. "I love 
you, pops." 


"| love you too, Peeta," he could hear the hiccup in his father's voice 
and knew he had better leave before things got completely out of 
hand. 


"Bye nut," he gave one last look at his daughter who had yet to look 
back at him since having surgery for something called Retinopathy of 
Prematurity. There was so much more he wanted to tell her, but time 
was running out and he needed to stop by Johanna's hospital room 
too. "Bye mom," Peeta gave Effie a hug. 


"I'll walk you to the Hangar," she stood tall and kept her chin high. 
"Your father is going to stay here with Maysilee." 


"kay," he sniffed once more, walked into the hallway and gave Prim a 
wave, not wanting to relive the tearful goodbye he had with her and 
Evelyn before he went to say goodbye to Maysilee. "You'll keep an 
eye on Prim, right?" He asked Effie as they headed towards 
Johanna's room. 


"In your father's words, 'We need to take care of our son's girls, Effie," 
she gave Peeta a warm smile. "Don't you worry one little bit. We'll 
watch out for all of your girls." 


They entered Johanna's room to find her sniffing at a gauze covered 
ball. "Did you get hooked on catnip, Johanna?" Peeta teased through 
his stuffed nose. 


"You caught me, buns" Johanna gave him a nod of her head. "So 
you're leaving huh?" 


"Yeah," Peeta glanced at his watch. "I don't have much time before | 
ship out." He waited for a few seconds to see if she'd say anything, 
but all she did was sniff at the ball. "Well, | better..." 


"Katniss gave this to me," Johanna held out the ball for Peeta to sniff. 
"Smells like home." Johanna held his stare. "You know, | made her 
swear to kill Snow? Did she tell you that?" Peeta shook his head no. "I 
told her | needed her to swear on something she loved...made her 
swear on her family that she'd do it." Johanna's gaze pierced Peeta. "I 
need you to do the same thing, Peeta. | need you to swear to me that 
you won't let him..." She began to visibly shake. 


"Johanna," Peeta grabbed onto her hand and held it. "We're going to 
win this thing, but if it will make you feel better I'll make a deal with 
you. You watch out for my daughter, protect her like you would a 
member of your own family, and I'll make sure we don't come back 
until we're victors again." Johanna ducked her head down and 
nodded. Peeta dropped her hand. "Well...I'll see you when | get back." 


He almost made it to the door, but Johanna's voice stopped him. 
"Peeta," he turned to face her, and as he looked at her he couldn't 
help but see the vulnerable young woman she tried to hide from 
everyone with her false bravado. She fumbled for words, her lips 
quivering, with nothing coming out. 


"Me and Katniss...Finnick, we're counting on you, Jo. We need you to 
watch out for our loved ones." He knew better than to hug her. 
Johanna Mason needed a fight, and he was going to give her one 
before he left. "We're counting on you to keep them safe. To protect 
them." 


"| won't let you down." Johanna waved a hand at him as he left with 
Effie. 


Peeta felt his feet springing to life with each step towards the Hangar, 
the boots Portia designed for him were doing their job. He checked his 
Jabberjay uniform over one more time, looked at the spot where the 
nightlock was stored and wondered if Beetee had fixed Katniss' 


uniform so hers no longer crushed the pill. He ran a shaky hand 
through his trimmed hair, he and Katniss had been the only two 
soldiers exempt from shaving their heads so the nation could identify 
them easily during their propos. He stopped dead in his tracks when 
he stepped off the elevator by the touch of Effie's hand on his 
shoulder. 


"Peeta...I|...| don't think | can go any further,” Effie's eyes were red and 
puffy. "Give us a kiss." She lifted her arms and gave him a peck on the 
cheek and a hug. "I know that Haymitch's advice seems silly, but | 
would appreciate it greatly if you and Katniss would follow it and stay 
alive." She gave his cheek a pat and stepped back. "Stay safe, dear." 


Peeta didn't know what to say to her. It was obvious she was having a 
difficult time saying goodbye to him, hell it was hard on him too, but he 
didn't feel right leaving things like this. "Mom," he reached for her 
hand. "I never thought I'd say that and feel love for the woman | was 
directing it to," Peeta gave her a sad smile. "Know what | was thinking 
about the other day?" Peeta let out a little chuckle. "There was a 
morning while we were at the Capitol during mine and Katniss' first 
Games, and | had said something to her over breakfast...we had a 
little blow up or something, anyway, you came into my room and tried 
to make me feel better about it?" 


Peeta covered his head with his hands and said, "I'm sorry. So sorry. 
Why did I say that to her? | shouldn't have told her what my mother 
said. Why did I tell her that?" Telling Katniss what his mother had said 
about her being a survivor and winning the Games was the last thing 
Peeta had intended to do over breakfast that morning. 


Effie's heart ached as she watched Peeta suffer. Over the years she 
had seen many tributes cry for their parents or out of fear, but never 
over the welfare of a fellow tribute. Effie looked around the room 


wishing that Haymitch hadn't sent her into Peeta's room to remedy the 
situation. She wasn't exactly the motherly type, but was willing to try. 
She placed her hand on Peeta's shoulder and gave it a couple of 
awkward pats. "There. There. I'm sure Katniss has forgotten all about 
it by now," she said in an encouraging tone. "She's probably flattered 
by your mother's comment." 


Peeta pitied Effie and her pathetic attempt at consoling him. He lifted 

up his face and dried his eyes. He smiled at his escort and said, "She 
probably is flattered, Effie. Thanks." He walked into the bathroom and 
thought, Effie, you're clueless, but for some strange reason, | like you. 


Effie began to blush. "Oh my word," she shook her head back and 
forth, and lifted her hand to her throat. "I had no clue what to say to 
you. | was far from maternal back then." 


"If someone had told me that I'd be calling you mom almost two years 
later, I'd tell them they were insane." 


"If someone had told me that I'd be the mother of one of my tributes, | 
would have insisted that they be checked into a sanitarium," Effie gave 
him a bright smile. "My darling boy," the tears Peeta knew she had 
been holding back finally fell. "You have changed my life so very 
much." 


"Do you ever regret it? Leaving the Capitol for this sort of life?" 


"Not once. Not ever," Effie and Peeta moved into each other's 
embrace and clung. "My life was nothing until you and Katniss came 
into it." She held him tightly and said with as much conviction as 
possible. "How lucky | am to have been able to love someone the way 
| love the two of you." 


"| love you too, mom. You know you're one of my girls too, so please 
take care of yourself." Peeta stepped back from her. "You make sure 
Maysilee knows how much we love her each and every day okay?" 


Effie couldn't answer. She pressed her fingertips to her clamped lips 
and nodded. 


As Peeta turned from her and headed to his waiting hovercraft he saw 
Haymitch waiting next to it. "Boy." 


"Haymitch," Peeta stood toe to toe with him. "Any last words of 
advice?" 


"Yeah," Haymitch gave him a punch on the shoulder and said, "You 

two go out there and finish what you started." Before Peeta stepped 
onto the hovercraft Haymitch screamed out, "And stay alive!" Advice 
Peeta intended to take. 


The ride to the Capitol on the hovercraft left Katniss with time to think, 
which she hated. Thoughts of Peeta and Maysilee filled her head. 
Picturing Prim and her mother standing with Bing, all three arm in arm 
like a little family as she walked away from them. She let her head 
drop back and forced herself to push the morose thoughts from her 
mind with no luck. She glanced towards Finnick in hopes that he could 
provide some sort of conversation, only to find him asleep. Gale was 


sitting across from her and staring at Justus and Lavinia's hands as 
they signed rapidly back and forth with one another. 'Just you and 
your thoughts,’ she silently said to herself. The clouds were beneath 
them and looked like a bunch of cotton balls. Katniss rubbed at her 
eyes, telling herself not to cry. Tears could no longer be afforded. 
‘Think of something happy,' but how could she find happiness on 
board a craft headed into war? The only saving grace was that Peeta 
wasn't sitting next to her like she feared he would be when she saw 
him walk into the training room the day before. 


Katniss stood up and headed straight for Peeta as he entered. "What 
are you doing here?" She mouthed to him. 


"I wanted to see where you were going and find out what the plans 
were." He continued their silent conversation. 


"Is that it?" She gave him a questioning glare. 
"That's it." 


"Squad Four-Five-One," Plutarch continued when Peeta took a seat 
next to Katniss. "You have been selected for a special mission." 


Their "special mission" angered the majority of them. The Star Squad, 
as it turned out, was more than just a group of men and women 
trained as sharp shooters and ready for battle, they were exceptionally 
photogenic, which Plutarch considered a good thing since they'd be 
the only group with a camera crew. Complaints were made by all of 
the members of the squad as they felt that they had trained for more, 
with the exception of Katniss. She could feel Peeta's eyes on her, see 
the questions written all over his face at her lack of complaining, but 
he didn't say a thing. Though Plutarch made a comment about Katniss 
staying quiet, because she knew how important the footage would be, 
she knew the truth, and apparently so did Peeta. Katniss had to give 


him credit. If the shoe was on the other foot, she'd never be able to sit 
still with her mouth closed. She'd be jumping all over him and making 
accusations, but Peeta kept his cool, and didn't move from his spot 
until Plutarch pulled out a device and began speaking about the 
streets of the Capitol, and how the fight would be fought on the 
ground. Thirteen's hoverplanes had been grounded after the first 
round of them were picked up by the Capitol's detection system and 
blown out of the sky. The wide, flat paneled device Plutarch pointed at 
in the middle of the table, seemed like a pretty pathetic demonstration 
to Katniss since she had to squint to even make out the slightest thing. 
Then Plutarch hit a button on the side of the flat panel and a miniature 
block from the Capitol was projected before her eyes. He went on to 
describe the obstacles they'd have to overcome and how the 
holograph would display them. Lights in various speeds and colors 
represented the pods that had been planted throughout the Capitol as 
a means of defense. Some filled with a burst of poisonous gas, six 
inch darts...explosives... The list went on and on. 


"These are the areas you must avoid," Plutarch pointed out to the 
squad. "The Capitol has no idea that someone escaped with a 
holograph, and we need to keep it that way." Plutarch began telling 
them how it worked and how to destroy it. 


With a tilt of her head, Katniss stared at Plutarch's demonstration, her 
feet and Peeta's moving of their own accord towards the holographic 
projection of the battle field. Her eyes met Peeta's as she reached out 
and cupped a flashing green light. Both of them turned towards 
Finnick who was now standing by their side as only a victor would 
recognize the arena laid out before them, filled with obstacles 
controlled by Gamemakers. 


Finnick reached out with a fingertip and touched a red blinking light, 
"Ladies and Gentlemen..." 


"Let the Seventy-sixth Hunger Games begin," Peeta added. 


"And may the odds be ever in your favor." Katniss began laughing, not 
wanting them to know how seeing the display had cut through her 
insides, worse yet, allowing Peeta to see it. "Why'd you even bother 
training me and Finnick? We're the two best equipped soldiers you've 
got for this invasion." 


"Three," Peeta said with a blank expression on his face, which 
petrified Katniss to no end. 


As they walked out of the training room, Finnick stared straight ahead, 
the bright light that always flickered in his eyes was gone. The good 
humored tone in his voice was absent when he asked Katniss, "What 
am | going to tell Annie?" 


"Nothing," she answered quickly while Peeta spoke with Plutarch. 
‘Probably making sure you're going to be out of the line of fire or 
something,' she thought to herself when they huddled closer together 
in conversation. "I'm not telling my mother or sister. What good would 
it do them to know? Besides, it's not like the arena where there's only 
one winner. Any number of us will come out of this thing alive." 


"Right," Finnick rubbed at his peach fuzz covered scalp, staring at the 
tips of his boots as he walked blindly down the hall towards the exit. 


Katniss had no clue what Peeta spoke to Plutarch about, but she 
could tell he wasn't too pleased by the tension in his jaw. "You okay?" 
She asked him as she walked behind him like an obedient puppy 
towards the elevator. 


"No," he snapped, then stepped towards Gale. His disconcerting eye 
measured Gale up and down, and Katniss was afraid for a moment 


that he'd get into a fight with him. "I'm glad you're going to be there. 
Make sure she comes home." 


"l'Il do my best," Gale answered and Katniss blew out a breath of 
relief. 


"Feel better now?" Katniss crossed her arms so her palms would stop 
sweating. 


"Oh yeah, Katniss. | feel loads better knowing that my wife is going to 
be in the middle of yet another arena, plotting to break away from her 
squad, and don't tell me you're not," He turned on her, "while our 
daughter is fighting for her life across the country. Yeah, I'm great!" He 
stormed down the hall behind the rest of the soldiers heading back to 
their quarters...families... Katniss had no idea where most of them 
were going, only that this was their last night with their loved ones 
before heading for the Capitol. 


"Don't do this, Peeta," She reached for him. 


"Don't do what!?" He grabbed her by the upper arms and gave her a 
little shake. "Don't hate that I've spent the past few years of my life 
fighting for it!? Watching you practically starve to death your entire life, 
help you to become a victor just to put you in this position!? Because 
when it comes right down to it, this was me Katniss! Me!" He released 
her and tightened his jaw before lowering his voice down. "If | hadn't 
told this entire country that | loved you, you'd never be here fighting for 
your life." 


"Yes, and you'd be dead. I'd be dead, and that little girl upstairs would 
never be here," Katniss gripped him behind the neck and pulled him to 
her, pressing her lips firmly against his to prevent him from talking. 


"Don..." he pushed at her. "Don't Ka..." she was relentless in her 
quest. Katniss refused to release him from her deadly grip. Their lips 
grew wet from the tears that fell from his eyes, and though his hands 
pushed against her shoulders, their determination waned, and in an 
instant they went from attempting to deter her to clutching her as close 
as possible. Katniss sucked in a breath before Peeta pulled her entire 
body against his and plastered his swollen lips to hers. "I love you," 
his thick voice spoke as he kissed her, and as much as she wanted to 
tell him she loved him too, if she spoke those words now she knew 
she'd lose herself into a world of regret for leaving. 


"Hey," she whispered into his ear after he released her from his lips 
and hugged her instead. "I don't suppose I could convince you to 
spend the night with me?" 


Peeta wiped at his eyes. "Like the whole night?" They had spent their 
evenings taking shifts next to Maysilee's crib since Katniss went back 
into training with the exception of one night when they weren't allowed 
in the nursery due to some tests the staff had to run, but that night 
was spent in their quarters with Johanna for company and very little 
sleep. "What about banana nut?" 


"We'll get the grandparents to pull duty." Katniss cupped his cheek, 
ran her hand down the side of his face and felt the prickly stubble 
scratching her palm under his jaw. "Just one thing," she rubbed at the 
fine hairs, "you have to shave." 


She watched him as his mind went through the options and finally 
landing on the decision to take her up on her offer. "I miss sleeping 
with you," he rested his head against hers. 


"| miss sleeping with you too." In the back of her mind she hoped that 
tonight wouldn't be the last time they'd share a bed. "Let's go see the 
baby. We can eat dinner in the hospital so we can spend more time 


with her, okay?" She rested her head against his shoulder as they 
walked down the now barren halls, missing him even though he was 
right next to her. 


",..coming up on it now," Katniss heard the last half of Boggs' sentence 
and followed the rest of her squad as they prepared for landing. 


"You all right?" Gale asked as they grabbed their weapons from the 
storage space on the hovercraft. 


"Great...good...fine..." Katniss' voice tapered off as she lifted her eyes 
to Gale and confessed, "I don't know how to survive an arena without 


The gauntlets Beetee created for him were sitting by his side. Peeta 
lifted his chin in greeting when the medical staff boarded the small 
hovercraft. They were on their way to the Capitol, all of them 
responding to orders, though Peeta's were the only ones that came 
directly from Coin herself. 


"Soldier Mellark," Coin had beckoned him within seventy-two hours 
after Katniss' departure from Thirteen, to the Command Center. "It's 
my understanding that you've been made aware of the mission our 
Star Squad is on." 


"Yes," he had expected it, longed for it, since the moment Katniss 
kissed him goodbye and stepped onto her hovercraft. He was going to 
the Capitol. 


Peeta lolled his head back and forth against the wall of the craft trying 
to get Katniss off of his mind. There was an emptiness inside of him, a 
pain so sharp in the pit of his stomach he could barely focus on every 
day necessities back in Thirteen. He missed more meals than he ate, 
sat next to Maysilee staring blankly at various spots on the floor until 
his vision blurred from tears he hadn't realized were filling his eyes. 
The day he was called to the Command Center, Effie had to force him 
to brush his teeth and hair before seeing the president claiming that 
no son of hers would be seen looking like he spent the night in the 
gutter. He spent the night he got his orders staring at his daughter, 
trying to figure out a way of letting her know how much he loved her 
mom, and that he didn't know how to function without her. Peeta blew 
out a breath and forced himself to keep his wits about him. Regret for 
leaving his daughter in his parent's care battled with the need to get to 
Katniss. 'I hope you can forgive me one day,' his mind said for the 
millionth time during his travels. Whether or not he was asking 
Maysilee for forgiveness, or Katniss, he had no clue. He rested his 
elbow on the tiny armrest, and pressed his closed fist against his lips. 
With closed eyes he thought back to his last moments with Katniss, 
and the promise he made her. 


"President's Quarters, huh?" Peeta walked closely behind Katniss as 
she led them to their private bedroom. "Did you tell Effie where we'd 
be just in case?" 


"Yeah," Katniss tilted her head to the side, which Peeta took to mean 
she wanted him to kiss her on the neck. Since he was determined not 
to cause any friction between them regardless of whether or not he 


wanted to talk about her mission in the Capitol, he placed his lips 
against the crook of her neck. 


"I'm not sure what to do with an entire night of sleep ahead of us," 
Peeta let out a nervous chuckle when they entered the room. 


"Start with a shower? The water will be turned on in a couple of 
minutes." 


"Sounds good," Peeta brushed his fingers through his hair and took 
his shoes off. He rested his palms back on the bed and released a 
breath as Katniss slowly removed her hair from her braid. "Wait," he 
jumped up. "Let me do that." Tonight could be like many of the nights 
they had in the past, or it would be the last of its kind. His fingers 
combed through her chestnut tresses taking in the silky texture. 
"Katniss?" There was a quiver in his voice he simply couldn't get rid of. 


She turned to face him with a softness in her eyes he hadn't seen in a 
while, cupped his face in her hands and led his lips to hers. "Don't say 
anything, Peeta. | can't cry, and if you say...anything..." She let out a 
loud breath between her puckered lips and gulped. 


"Shh," he pulled her to him. "Hey," he pressed his kiss against her 
forehead. "Did | tell you | sketched you a picture?" 


"Nope," her forced smile broke his heart. 


"Well, | did, and you'll see it tomorrow. I'll give it to you before you 
leave. It's something to look forward..." his voice caught in his throat, 
"look forward to." 


As they lay in bed, snuggled together, his heart raced beneath her ear. 
“Promise me you won't let her grow up without a mother. That you'll let 
yourself find love again if | don't make it back." 


"Katniss, don't...” 


"Please Peeta," she leaned over him, her hair tickling his bare 
shoulder. "Tell me you'll find happiness if | don't come back? I need to 
hear that. | need to know that you...you..." her voice started to shake. 


"Stop," he placed his lips against hers. "I can't make that promise, 
Katniss." 


"Why not?" She cried out and slammed a fist against the mattress. 


"Because if | do, then I'm giving you an excuse to let yourself die out 
there, and | won't do that." 


"Then promise me that you won't let her grow up without a mother. 
Can you do that, Peeta?" 


He thought of Effie...of Evelyn, even Johanna and knew that Maysilee 
would always be taken care of and would never have to worry about 
knowing a mother's love. "I promise," this seemed to bring a bit of 
relief to her as she rested her head against his chest again, "but you 
need to promise me something too." 


"What?" 


"That you won't go looking for Snow on your own." He could feel her 
entire body stiffen in his arms. "You have to come home to that little 
girl, Katniss. She needs you." Peeta lifted her face to his. "| need you. 
Tell me that you'll remember that. Tell me that you wont be reckless 
and go on the hunt alone." 


"/.... have to think about it," she whispered hoarsely before straddling 
his lap, and throwing her hair over her shoulder. She rested her palms 


against his chest and looked down at him with misty silver pools. "Tell 
me you need me again," her fingers dug lightly into his skin. 


"I need you," he reached up and cupped her cheek before pulling her 
down to him. With his lips a breath apart from hers he choked out, "I 
need you, Katniss Mellark." 


"Mr. Mellark? Did you want one of these sandwiches?" The voice of a 
boy called to Peeta. 


"No thank you," he couldn't eat a thing. His stomach was in knots. 
Peeta studied the facial features of the boy that had offered him the 
sandwich and asked, "Aren't you awfully young to be going to the 
Capitol as a medic?" Thoughts of Prim being sent to the Capitol 
suddenly plagued him. 


"I'm twenty-two," Peeta let out a little chuckle when the boy told him he 
was older than he was. 


Peeta leaned back in his chair and stared out the window across from 
him not wanting to continue his conversation with the young medic. 
Not wanting to talk to anyone. As he watched the blue sky float by he 
wondered when he went from an innocent boy to feeling like his entire 
life had passed him by. 


"Do you ever feel old, Katniss? Like we've aged in the past year?" 
"Yeah, like we've aged a decade in the past year," she answered . 


"Well, | want to give you back your youth. Not all of it. | can't do that, 
but | can give you a little bit of it. Maybe bring back a small portion of 
your life...like...like," he turned to face her, "when we used to meet for 
lunch at the oak tree. Our biggest fear back then was getting caught 
by your mom or not seeing each other often enough." He took her 


hands in his. "| remember how nervous | was just to hold your hand 
that very first time.” 


"I remember when you gave me my first kiss," she tilted her head and 
pointed to a spot on her forehead. "It was right here." 


"Don't you miss that? Miss those moments? When life was carefree? 
Full of nervous jitters?" 


"It wasn't exactly carefree, Peeta, but...yeah...sometimes | do." 


One of Peeta's gauntlets fell to his feet, breaking him from his solace. 
‘Life may not have been carefree, but if we get out of this alive, I'll 
make sure to keep you young for the rest of your life, Katniss,' he 
promised himself. 


For some reason memories of his life had been flooding back since 
the birth of Maysilee. When Peeta asked Regina about it she said that 
all it took for some amnesia patients was one major event to bring 
memories back, but since no one ever dealt with a hijacking before, 
she didn't have an explanation for Peeta. He could now remember 
following Katniss home from school on a daily basis, his time at the 
Capitol with her before both Games, but the one thing that alluded him 
was their toasting and their wedding night. Not remembering such a 
momentous occasion in his life caused him a great deal of stress until 
Evelyn told him that he had been able to recall many little moments in 
their lives, and in time that memory would come back too. Peeta lifted 
the corner of his lip a little then immediately followed it up with a frown 
when he thought of one particular moment in their lives that he was 
certain Katniss remembered, but probably not all of it. 


Peeta walked down the corridor of the school where the elementary 
classes were held. A two story building that sectioned off the younger 
children. Various grades shared their lunch hour in a large room with 


tables. Peeta's sixth grade class shared theirs with the seventh grade. 
This would be his last year in the elementary section of the school 
before moving onto the middle school. Though it was called the middle 
school, the kids in the seventh and eighth grade level roamed around 
the remainder of the building with the high school students between 
their classes. The only time Peeta ran into middle school students was 
before and after school, and during his lunch hour when they all piled 
through the hallway towards the lunch room. 


Each day Peeta would see his brother Miche bustling down the 
corridor with his group of friends. He had joined the wrestling team like 
their oldest brother Whytte as soon as he got to the seventh grade, 
and though Miche was a decent enough guy, his wrestling friends 
were jerks. Picking on the sixth graders on an almost daily basis, 
admittedly they were all Seam kids Miche's friends singled out, 
tormenting them to no end. 


On this particular day Peeta and his friends headed towards the lunch 
room behind a slow moving crowd of girls, and Katniss Everdeen who 
carried her lunch in a brown sack with a large circular grease stain in 
the corner. 


The boisterous laughter coming up behind Peeta and the pounding on 
the walls from the rowdy boys, told him without even looking, that his 
brother and his friends were headed their way. As usual they pushed 
their way ahead of the sixth graders knocking a few into the walls in 
the process. Peeta put a hand on his friend's arm and said, "Wait a 
second guys. My shoe is untied." He bent down and pretended to tie 
the boot that was double knotted to let his brother's friends walk past, 
not wanting today to be the day they chose his group of peers to 
pounce on. As Peeta looked down he heard some shuffling and the 
abrupt sound of evil laughter. 


"What's wrong? Did you drop your lunch?" Peeta barely lifted his eyes 
when he saw that his brother's friend Shep had chosen Katniss to pick 
on that day. 


Without thinking Peeta stood up and quickly headed past his friends 
intent on coming to Katniss' defense, but his brother's hand stopped 
him. "Don't," Miche's voice was low and held a serious warning. Peeta 
looked up at his older brother and saw that there was no bullying 
expression on his face, but one of concern. Miche's eyes quickly 
flashed towards Katniss then he gave Peeta a little head shake so no 
one would notice. 


"Jerks!" Peeta's head snapped around and saw Katniss yelling at 
Miche's friends who were now laughing hysterically at the fact that 
they had caused her lunch bag to fall to the ground and her food to 
scatter about the floor where the rest of the kids walked on it. 


Peeta watched as Katniss picked up the apple next to her foot, made 
a little motion with her hands, like she was taking aim, then let ‘er rip, 
striking Shep in the back of the head. A round of laughter from the 
entire hall filled with sixth and seventh graders echoed and caused 
him to smile uncontrollably. Shep's hand went to the back of his head, 
while his face turned beet red with anger and his footsteps stomped 
their way back towards Katniss, who stood her ground with her hands 
on her hips almost daring the kid that outweighed her by a good fifty 
pounds to take a shot at her. 


Peeta was petrified that Shep was going to hurt her until Miche ran up 
to his friend and placed a hand on his chest, stopping him in his 
tracks. Peeta didn't hear what was said, but whatever his brother said 
to Shep got him to turn around, but not before pointing at Katniss and 
calling out for everyone to hear, "Why don't you go back to the gutter 


where you belong, Seam scum!" Though Peeta wanted to say 
something, the warning in his brother's eyes stopped him dead. 


"What are you looking at!?" Katniss screamed at the rest of the kids in 
the hallway who hurried into the lunch room. "What!?" She directed it 
straight at Peeta's friends. 


"Nothing," one of them said, but Peeta didn't know which one. 


"Hey, I'll be right in. l'm gonna go wash my hands. | got mud on them 
from my shoe," he lied through his teeth to his friends. "Save me a 
seat...away from Shep," he joked causing a round of laughter. He 
waited until they were out of sight...until almost everyone was out of 
sight before picking up the food from Katniss' lunch bag that had been 
smashed to bits. There was some sort of meat that had been wrapped 
in wax paper, but now looked like a tiny half eaten drumstick, the 
apple that she threw at Shep's head which was now bruised and 
battered, and a half a piece of... ‘Ils this supposed to be bread?' Peeta 
asked himself as he was about to shove it back into the bag with the 
grease Stain. Katniss was busy staring down some other kids while 
Peeta did something he hoped he wouldn't regret. He turned his back 
towards Katniss and dumped the contents of his bagged lunch into her 
grease stained one, shoved the piece of meat and ration bread into 
his bag, walked by Katniss and handed her the lunch bag without 
saying a word. Their eyes met briefly, and Peeta could swear the 
entire world stood still. He watched her back as she headed down the 
hall away from the lunch room, grateful that she wasn't going to put 
herself through any more of Shep's torture, planning on what he'd say 
to her the next day when she discovered what he had done, hoping to 
God that she wouldn't yell at him like she did Shep. 


The sudden shrill of the sirens announcing that there had been a 
mining accident caused a rash of goosebumps to spread across 


Peeta's skin, and his hairs to stand on end. Katniss paused mid-step, 
turned her head in the direction of the mines, dropped the lunch bag 
and rushed out of sight. 


‘I'm sorry Katniss,' Peeta rested his head against the hovercraft's wall 
while he thought of the day her father died. 'You never knew how 
worried | was did you? Never knew | picked up that bag you dropped 
and gave it to one of the other Seam kids at the mine because | was 
too sick to my stomach from fear of your father not coming up on the 
elevator, to eat?’ The pain he felt in his gut was mixed with anger 
towards the man responsible for all of it. For the meager bits of food 
Katniss went to school with that day, for the deprived kids that lived in 
the Seam. For the miners that died due to poor working conditions, 
and Peeta silently vowed that he'd pay. 'I told you, Snow. You should 
have killed me while you had the chance.’ 


As the hovercraft touched down at the edge of the Capitol, Peeta 
stepped off of it, checked his watch, and scanned the surrounding 
area. ‘Eighty-six hours and twenty-five minutes,’ he quickly calculated 
the time period he had been apart from Katniss, not wanting to let 
another minute pass by. He was told by one of the squad leaders 
where to go, followed with his eyes where the man had pointed to, and 
saw Katniss sitting side by side with Gale, deep in conversation. 


With each step he took towards her Haymitch's words kept going 
through his mind, "You two finish what you started." It was time to put 
an end to the Games once and for all. 


Please feel free to follow me on tumbir and drop me a note. | am 
jamiesommers23. If you have a question, or would like to 
comment on something, that's the place to do it, as | do not 
answer questions on here. That is also the place you will find 


links to my rated M version of Road to Recovery. | have just 
added a ton of stuff to the story and would love for you to read it. 
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Previously Katniss gave birth and went to the Capitol as part of 
the Star Squad with Gale leaving Peeta behind to take care of 
their baby Maysilee who was almost three months early. She 
convince Effie to fail the test everyone had to pass in order to 
take care of Peeta and their daughter. At the end of the last 
Chapter Peeta was having a difficult time surviving in Thirteen 


without Katniss and wound up on a hovercraft to the Capitol by 
order of Coin. Gale was given an order prior to leaving the 
Capitol by Coin and a testing of the P Zero X chemical compound 
had been run. Everything is finally coming full circle and the war 
is finally beginning. Katniss is on a mission to kill Snow in order 
to ensure the safety of her family, and Peeta will do anything to 
protect the ones he loves. What will happen now that he's made it 
to the Capitol? How will Katniss react once she finds out he's 
there? And what did Coin ask Gale to do? Is Peeta safe? 


Thanks to all of you that have rallied around me during the whole 
hate mail thing. In case you don't know I received a bunch of 
emails and PM's from people that want a Gale/Katniss love fic 
(you think they'd get it by now) and when you write a story like 
this and get about ten reviews saying great chapter and twenty 
PM's saying I hate your story, you tend to believe the hate. | know 
| get a lot of love, and | do...1 DO get a lot of love and | am more 
than thankful for it, but | was feeling the hate and it was hurting. 
So thank you to those of you that took the time to send out the 
love and made me feel amazing and alive and vibrant and 
wonderful. If you're wondering if that's why I didn't post an 
update, no. That is not why. I didn't post an update because my 
diabetes took a turn for the worst and it was a bad few weeks 
plus when it got better | had to go on vacation to Vegas. Now that 
I'm back I cannot wait to get back into the groove of things. For 
those of you that are keeping up with Outtakes, yes | am still 
writing it, but there are very few chapters of Outtakes compared 
to this story and | don't want that one to end before this one 
does. For those of you that are following Road to 
Recovery...again, Chapter Six has been sent off to the Beta and | 
love it! | soooo0000 love that chapter! I think I have fallen in love 
with that story because it is a K/P falling in love story. Does that 
make sense? Anyway, if you haven't read it, | have changed it 


from a rated T version to a rated M version and pretty much 
decided to completely rewrite the entire thing so | hope you like 
it. 


Feel like taking a peek inside the world of... 
Mockingjay: Broken Wings 


Katniss unfolded the picture she kept in her back pocket and traced 
the images with her fingertip. 


"What are you looking at?" Gale asked Katniss. 


"A picture Peeta gave to me before | left," she aimed the sketch of her 
holding Maysilee's tiny body in a soft pink blanket towards Gale. 


Gale dug in his back pocket and pulled out a piece of paper, shoving it 
towards Katniss. "He gave me that before | left." It was a sketch of 
Posy, Vick and Rory with big smiles on their faces. Behind them were 
a bunch of kids running and playing in Twelve's Town Square. 


"That was the first Parcel Day," Katniss remembered standing next to 
Peeta while the cameras filmed the people of her district receiving 
their extra food and oil as reward for her and Peeta winning the 
Games. "When did he give you this?" 


"After he said goodbye to you," Gale sat back and leaned on his 
hands. "| stepped into the Hangar and there you two were, clinging to 
each other...kissing each other and | tried to pull myself away from it, 
but | couldn't." He let out a little chuckle. "None of us could." Mitchell, 
Homes and Jackson had rounded the corner with him. "We all just 
stood there, not saying a word and just stared at the two of you." Gale 
lifted his eyes to hers. "During your first Games | was so pissed and 
hurt that | never saw it. During your second Games | was condemning 


Peeta for getting you pregnant and | missed it completely, and there 
were other times when | saw it, but my heart was still under repair so it 
still hurt." 


"Saw what?" Katniss asked with intensity in her eyes. 


"What the whole country saw during your first Games." He gave her a 
little grin. "I saw why the whole world fell in love with the 
Star-Crossed-Lovers." He paused. "I've never seen two people love 
each other like that. Not even my mom and dad. | mean, they loved 
each other, but the two of you...it's like the cameras didn't exist. Like 
none of us existed." Gale could feel a little tug at his heart. "Watching 
the two of you say goodbye to each other did something to me...made 
me think about this war, and what we're fighting for." He looked at the 
sketch of Katniss and Maysilee. "And in that moment | finally saw what 
everyone else in the world saw." He met Katniss' curious stare. "Hope. 
| saw hope." He gave the sketch of his siblings another look. 


"They died?" Gale couldn't believe what Beetee was telling him. "All of 
them?" 


"Within forty-eight hours of being exposed to the chemical compound." 
Beetee took a sip of his coffee. "Let's look on the bright side of things 
here, Gale. The chemicals were contained, and the only ones that 
suffered were holographic representations of human beings. All of us 
that worked with the chemical, or may have been exposed to it took 
preventative medications. No harm. No foul." Beetee began pouring 
over a computer screen with their testing results. 


"Why did we even bother using the chemicals?" Gale had fought with 
Beetee about it in the beginning. "I still say we should have used a 
representation of the chemical compound." 


"We never would have known if we hadn't used the actual substance," 
Beetee said with a tone of frustration. "We still have the bomb," he 
turned his gaze to Gale. "It may not take out as many as we hoped, 
but it will cause a great deal of damage to our enemy." 


"The bomb?" Gale began thinking about what he created alongside of 
Beetee. "Do you think we should even... Those soldiers in that 
holographic projection...there was a reason you used actual people 
we knew as the templates for those holograms, isn't there?" 


"Yes," Beetee stood and placed a hand on his shoulder. "I know what 
it's like to see a friend die. Wiress was a cherished friend of mine, and 
seeing her die so violently had made more of an impact on me than | 
had expected. | wanted you to have a taste of that. Give you an idea 
what it would be like if we were the cause of their deaths." Beetee 
sipped at his mug. "I realize that these men and women may not be 
close friends of yours Gale, but you've gotten to know them...fought 
alongside of them, and now you know if we had sent real people in, 
they'd be dead. You must be able to live with that fact before we 
continue." 


"Continue?" Gale didn't want to work on the chemical aspect of this 
bomb any longer. "I don't know if I can." 


"I've spoken with President Coin, and she agrees with me, that we 
should forgo the chemical component and concentrate on the actual 
explosive aspect of the bomb." 


Gale was silent for a few moments. "Beetee, l'm not sure if | can keep 
doing this." Watching a replay of Justus, Boggs and Lavinia die during 
the holographic testing bothered him more than he cared to admit. 


"| understand." Beetee stood. "You'll understand if | revoke your 
security clearance." 


"Yeah," Gale left his computer pad on the counter top and made to 
leave. On his way out he noticed Johanna Mason staring him down 
like she knew something. "Problem, Mason?" 


"You tell me, ass wipe." 
"No," he brushed past her. "| don't have any problems | can't handle." 


"Sure about that?" Johanna followed him out. "I saw that shit you two 
did. Killing all those people. You proud of yourself?" Johanna jumped 
on the elevator with Gale. "I know Beetee couldn't give a rat's ass, but 
what about you? For some reason Katniss seems to think you're a 
good guy, but me? | haven't seen that guy at all. The only thing | see is 
a drone. A murderous drone. Kind of like Snow's Peacekeepers, only 
not as nicely dressed." Johanna leaned back against the wall. "That's 
the problem with this war, you know. No one thinks for themselves. 
Shit, that's why Katniss and Peeta are so damn popular. They're doing 
what everyone else is afraid to do. They're standing on their own two 
feet and questioning everyone. Snow...Coin..." she faced Gale. 
"They've got a mind of their own, and they're not afraid to use it. What 
about you, ass wipe? Gonna listen to your own mind, or are you going 
to continue shoving your nose up Coin's ass and being her bitch?" 
Gale could feel her condemning stare boring through him. 


Gale stood wordlessly against the wall of the elevator until Johanna 
was about to step off. "What about you, Mason?" 


"Me?" She faced him with her feet straddling the doorway. 
"Got a mind of your own?" 


"Yeah, right." She stepped out of the elevator completely. "l'm just 
another one of the drones, ass wipe. Following orders and trying to 


keep my head down. Hoping the lesser of two evils wins this war. See 
ya around, brain fart." 


"Thought | was ass wipe," he mumbled to himself before calling out, 
"It's Gale. Not ass..." the doors closed, "...wipe," he mumbled. 'Sure 
about that?' He asked himself. 'Think about what you told Coin you'd 
do when you go to the Capitol.’ Gale blew out a breath trying not to let 
his self-discovery turn him against the only president he ever 
respected. He had spent his entire life hating the Capitol. Hating 
Snow, and now he had someone to look up to, and no one, not even 
Katniss was going to take that away from him. 'You'll do what your 
president asks of you,' he told himself. 'Coin wants you to create this 
bomb, you create it. She wants you to kill someone, you kill them. You 
kill whoever she wants.' The burst of cold air from the elevator doors 
opening up on the hospital level smacked him in the face. He looked 
at the buttons on the elevator's control panel in question, not 
remembering pushing the button for this floor. The button for the floor 
he wanted to go to was still lit. He lifted his head and stared down the 
hall, making out the top of Katniss' head through the glass in the 
swinging doors. He stepped into the hall, wondering how she was 
doing and stepped back when he saw her crying against Peeta's 
shoulder. They were talking with a doctor Gale had never met. He 
waited for them to empty from the hallway before entering the hospital 
and looking through the window of the nursery. "Geez," he ran a hand 
over his scalp when he saw the two babies behind the glass. The boy, 
Gale figured, was average size. The girl however looked like one of 
the expensive dolls Katniss had gotten for his little sister Posy after 
the Games for her birthday. He stepped back when he noticed Katniss 
and Peeta entering the room covered from head to toe in the same 
white colored clothing the doctors wore before going into surgery. He 
worried for a minute that the baby would have to be operated on again 
until they sat next to each other and the doctor handed them the doll. 
Though their entire faces were covered with the exception of their 


eyes, he could tell they were smiling and crying at the same time. 
Peeta looped an arm around Katniss' shoulder while she held the 
baby and was handed a microscopic sized bottle. 


"Hey, Gale," Prim called out to him. "Guess you heard the good news." 


"What news?" He could barely pull his eyes away from the scene 
before him. 


"Maysilee has been breathing on her own for a week now, and last 
night she yanked out the feeding tube." 


"Geez," Gale was terrified when Prim told him that. 


"No," she held a hand up to him and smiled. "That's actually a good 
thing. Well," her nose crinkled, "not really a good thing, but it's good 
that she started to cry immediately after and made a little sucking 
motion with her mouth. They're trying to feed her with a bottle now." 
Prim rested her palms against the edge of the glass. "Come here, you 
can see better." She waved him over. 


"1 don't want to intrude." Seeing Katniss in the role of wife was hard 
enough. He couldn't imagine seeing her as an actual mother. 


"Don't be stupid," Prim tugged him closer. "Trust me; they won't even 
know we're here. They're pretty accustomed to cameras by now. 
Haymitch tells me all the time to remind my sister to take her mic off 
before she and Peeta get carried away," Prim giggled. "Last time he 
said that in front of Effie and she had a fit." Gale lifted the corner of his 
mouth in a grin, allowing Prim to navigate him closer to the nursery 
window. "She put on her lemony face," Prim scrunched her face up in 
imitation, "then pointed a finger at him and screamed, 'You are a 
despicable human being Haymitch Abernathy. A vile little man. You 
should know better than to talk to a child her age about such things" 


Prim let out a laugh. "I didn't want to remind Effie that she was the one 
that pulled my name out of the reaping ball a couple years ago." Prim 
looped her arm through Gale's. "We've sort of moved past that now." 


"How?" Gale hadn't meant to ask. It just came out. 


"It wasn't her fault she pulled my name out," Prim gave Gale a look 
like he was insane. "Effie had it just as bad as we did if you think 
about it. She was a product of her upbringing." 


"She didn't have it as bad as we did, Prim," Gale smirked. 


"Take out the fancy clothes and food, and what does that leave?" Prim 
tilted her head to the side. "It leaves a woman bound by the laws of 
the Capitol to do her job or suffer the consequences. Ever stop and 
think about what those consequences might be, Gale? Did you ever 
think to yourself what kind of trouble Effie might have gotten into for 
sending that medication to you after you got whipped? No one ever 
said what you went through was easy, but your beating was a one 
time thing. One time. If Effie had gotten caught for helping you" Prim 
gave her head a little shake, "one beating would have been a 
welcomed treat. Look at Justus. His wife turned him into an Avox to 
save him. To save him!" Prim let out a burst of air, and said with a hint 
of pride, "The only difference between those of us in the districts and 
Effie Trinket is that Effie learned how to use her job and those Capitol 
laws to our benefit." 


"I'll admit she did some things to help out with the rebellion, but..." 


"Not just the rebellion," Prim crinkled her brow. "Gale, how much do 
you know about Effie? And I'm not talking about what you've seen on 
television or rumors. | mean, how much do you really know about Effie 
Trinket, the person?" 


All he knew was what Katniss had told him and what Coin had alluded 
to. "Not much." 


Prim gave one last look through the glass, "You and | need to have a 
talk." She stuck her hand in Gale's and led him away. "Come on. You 
can have dinner with me tonight." 


Gale stole a quick peek at Katniss and Peeta and saw his mask 
covered lips pressing against Katniss' as she held the baby. "Where 
we going?" 


"Stopping by the kitchen to get our trays, then I'm giving you a history 
lesson." 


Gale was in complete shock when Prim walked into the kitchen, stuck 
her arm into the wall, motioned for Gale to do the same and was 
rewarded with two trays of covered food for transport. "You can just 
take food from the kitchen?" He asked her. 


"I'm considered a medic which gives me certain privileges. One of 
which is bringing food out of the kitchen and down to the hospital." 
She walked a few steps backward then turned, "but that's not where 
we're going." She led him through several corridors, down some stairs 
and across the residence to another elevator Gale had never seen 
before. "This leads to Historic Hall. Effie's been working with the 
history teachers here on organizing it, and three times a week she 
takes a group of us down here to teach us about all sorts of things." 


"Like what?" 
"Haven't Rory and Vick told you about this?" 


He had no clue what Prim was talking about. His brothers never 
mentioned spending time with Effie Trinket. "No." 


"In that case," Prim stacked her tray on top of Gale's and punched a 
code into the control panel of the elevator, "you'll get a firsthand 
glimpse into the life of Effie Trinket." Gale's breath caught in his throat 
when he stepped out of the elevator and saw a giant room that looked 
like a museum and library. "Welcome to our nation's history." She 
made a sweeping gesture around the room. 


"Holy shit. Look at all of this stuff." 


"This way," Prim walked towards a cornered off area with tables and 
chairs. "You're not allowed to eat or drink near any of that stuff," she 
motioned towards the books and works of art. "Effie set it up so we 
could bring lunch down here instead of having to cut the school day in 
half and interrupt our lessons." 


Gale couldn't imagine sitting in a classroom the entire day and not 
leaving for lunch. It had been the highlight of his day when he went to 
school with the exception of the end of the day. Though he didn't have 
an overabundance of friends, he just enjoyed the break from classes. 
"Bet Vick and Rory had a fit when they were forced to stay down here 
during lunch." 


"It was their idea," Prim said over a bite of a small roll. "They had been 
in cahoots with a few of the other students and Bing before bringing it 
up to Effie." 


"My brothers wanted to stay in class?" 


"Your brothers wish they could have Effie as a teacher for every 
subject we have. Rory said it was the only time he ever felt like he was 
actually learning something." They ate the rest of their meal in silence, 
hurrying through it. "You about ready to see some history?" 


"Yup," Gale had no clue what any of this had to do with Effie. "So why 
does Effie teach you about this stuff?" 


"Her father was a historian. Worked for the Capitol. She said he was 
the one that taught her about history and five languages other than 
English." Prim walked him towards a painting. "She said the only thing 
her father loved more than his country was his country's history, and 
even though he knew how the world worked before the Capitol came 
into power, he still dedicated his life to President Snow." Gale let out a 
sniff of disgusted air. "My father was a brilliant historian," Prim stood 
up straight and spoke with a fake Capitol accent causing Gale to let 
out a little chuckle at her Effie impersonation. "Sadly, my father was 
also killed by the very government he dedicated his life to. | did not 
know this until just recently, but that makes no difference." Prim held 
up a finger and took on an expression like Effie's. "It is our 
responsibility to question, children. | may be old enough to be your 
mother, but I will never be too old to question my father's blindness, or 
my mother's for that matter. They did what their president ordered no 
matter how barbaric when it should have been the president protecting 
those very children...he should have been asking what he could have 
done for my parents instead of the other way around." 


"Did she expect Snow to bow down to her mother and father or 
something?" 


"Nope," Prim dragged her hand across some ropes and walked 
towards the library portion of the room. "She said that the president 
should be working for us to make this a better nation and asking the 
people of the country what he could do to make it a better place." Prim 
looked upwards towards a shelf with thickly bound books lined up. "It's 
up there," she pointed at one titled American History. "Could you get 
that one down, please?" 


"Sure," Gale reached up easily and pulled the book down. "Why's it 
feel so weird?" 


"It has a preservative coating it so we can keep reading it without 
causing damage to it." Prim flipped through the pages. "Here it is," she 
pointed to something and said, "Read that out loud." 


"The test of our progress is not whether we add more to the 
abundance of those who have much, it is whether we provide enough 
for those who have little. Franklin D. Roosevelt." Gale looked down at 
Prim and continued to read, "The world we see that seems so insane 
is the result of a belief system that is not working. To perceive the 
world differently, we must be willing to change our belief system, let 
the past slip away, expand our sense of now, and dissolve the fear in 
our minds. William James." 


Prim took the book from him and turned a few pages. "This one's my 
favorite. It's from a former president named John F. Kennedy." She 
handed the book to Gale. 


He read what she pointed out, "Ask not what your country can do for 
you — ask what you can do for your country." 


"Children, it is your responsibility, as the future leaders of this country, 
to do as much as you can for it now, and one of the things you must 
do is take in as much knowledge as possible. Find out what your 
passion in life is, and never stop reaching for that passion until you 
have achieved your dreams." Prim turned on the balls of her heels 
away from Gale. 


He began flipping through the book and scanning the different quotes. 
"Who said that one?" 


"Did you like it?" Prim smiled. 


"Not only do | like it, | agree with it completely. Sounds like the kind of 
president | could have gotten behind." Gale closed up the book and 
put it back on the shelf. 


"That one was, Effie Trinket." Gale's jaw dropped. He slowly turned 
towards Prim who gave him a very smug look. "Kind of makes you 
rethink the woman you saw pull out names from a glass ball, huh?" 


Gale spent his dinner as well as Reflection down there with Prim, 
barely making it back to his quarters in time to bathe. "Hey," he lay in 
bed next to his brothers. They still shared a room, but they each had 
their own bed now. "Why didn't you two tell me you've been taking 
classes with Effie Trinket?" 


"Um..." Vick scratched at his head. 
"Uh..." Rory cleared his throat. 


"I'm waiting," Gale rolled to his side and faced them. He could make 
out Vick's gulp even in the dark bedroom. "One of you better start 
talking before | make you both sorry." 


"Well, she...uh...thing ts..." Vick stammered. 


"lll tell him, Vick." Rory sat up and faced Gale. "All you ever do is talk 
about how much you hate the Capitol and the people in it. We've all 
seen the way you glare at the ones that escaped to Thirteen, and 
that's fine and all, but Effie...she's not like the rest of them, Gale. 
She's different." 


Vick sat up and started to add his two cents. "We knew you really 
hated her especially, and when we told mom about it she said it would 
probably be for the best if we kept you in the dark about our new 
teacher." 


"What makes you think I hate her any more than | hate the rest of 
those Capitol snobs?" 


"The way you look at her," Rory said. 


"The way you pretty much growl at her every time she sits at our table 
during meals," Vick added. 


"Not to mention the way you talk about her." Rory got an edge to his 
voice, "Like she did something to you personally." 


"She did. She pulled out Prim's name," saying it out loud sounded 
weak, even for Gale. 


"Well, Prim's forgiven her... Hell, Peeta's been adopted by her!" Rory 
said in a louder tone. "Even Katniss can see that Effie isn't what we 
thought she was." 


"Did you say she adopted Peeta?" Gale sat on the edge of his bed. 


"Yeah, we had a little party for them;" Vick moved next to Rory and 
said, "Remember how surprised she was?" 


"She started crying," Rory had a look on his face like he was pleased. 
"We really surprised her that day." 


"I know," Vick's smile matched Rory. "You should have been there. 
Katniss and Peeta were." 


"Even Haymitch showed up for it," Rory added. "We had it in Historic 
Hall and Peeta's dad smuggled down some of the leftover cake from 
Finnick and Annie's wedding. It was pretty great." 


"She adopted Peeta?" Gale repeated to himself in a hushed tone. 
"Why?" 


"Gee, Gale. You know what Peeta’s mom did to him," Vick gave Gale 
a strange look. "Peeta never had a mom like we did. You know...one 
that loved him, and took care of him when he was sick and stuff like a 
real mother does." Vick ran a finger under his nose. "Peeta said that 
Effie's been his mother her whole life, it just took them a few years to 
find each other." 


"Yeah, but he's too old to be adopted," Gale argued lamely. 


"1 don't think it really matters to either one of them," Rory said. 
"They're really happy about it." 


"Then why didn't they tell anybody?" 


"Cause they signed the papers the same day as the wedding, and 
Effie didn't want to overshadow it or anything." Vick answered. "It 
would have too. Can you imagine the kind of propos Plutarch would 
have been running? Former tribute adopted by his escort," Vick shook 
his head. "Gotta feel bad for them sometimes. Not getting any privacy 
and all." Vick continued while facing Gale. 


"Yeah," Gale lay back down on his bed taking all of this in. 


"You mad at us for not telling you, Gale?" Rory asked. "Cause if you 
are, | should probably tell you the rest so you can be mad at me all at 
once." Gale leaned up on his elbow to face his brother. "Effie told me 
to find my passion, said it was our responsibility to spend our life 
working at a job that made us happy, and anyways...she's...uh...she's 
sort of teaching me a language called French." 


"1 don't get it. You want to spend your life speaking another 
language?" Gale scowled at his brother. 


"No," he let out a little laugh. "I want to teach. And not just the stuff 
from the history books either. | want to teach people about our past 
and bring back things like languages. She's got Justus and Lavinia 
teaching me sign language, and they said | was a natural at it." For 
the first time in Gale's life he heard something completely unfamiliar to 
him in Rory's voice. He heard hope. "She's pretty awesome if you give 
her a chance." 


"What's she got you wanting to be?" He asked Vick. 


"Um...there’s a piano down there and she's teaching me how to play 
it." 


"Effie Trinket can play the piano? Christ, is there anything she doesn't 
do?" Gale sunk back against his mattress. 


"Yeah," both Vick and Rory let out chuckles before Rory answered. 
"She can't cook to save her life." 


"Good to know she's got some flaws," Gale's sarcastic remark had 
him smiling at his brothers. ‘Prim was right. | have no idea who Effie 
Trinket is,' he thought to himself as he rolled to his side and stared at 
the bare wall. 'So what are you going to do?' he asked himself. 'You're 
going to follow your orders,’ a part of his brain told him following Coin's 
orders was what he was supposed to do as a soldier, but another part 
of him screamed out, ‘Johanna Mason was right. You are a drone.' He 
bunched his fists under his head and went to sleep. 


The day he left for the Capitol and saw Katniss and Peeta saying 
goodbye to each other he looked at them not as the girl he loved and 
the guy that stole her away, but as parents trying to make a better 
world for their newborn baby girl. He told himself to ignore his 
thoughts. He couldn't afford to personalize the war, but that was all out 
the window when he watched them perform their little ritual. 


"One," Jackson said from her spot next to Gale while Peeta ran his 
hand down Katniss' braid. 


"Two," the Leegs said in unison when Katniss pressed her hand 
against Peeta's chest. 


"Three," Gale watched with the rest of their squad as Katniss and 
Peeta shared a tearful goodbye kiss. 


Something caught Gale's attention from the corner of his eye. Justus 
was signing something to Lavinia. 


"Anyone know what he just said?" Homes asked quietly. 


"He said," the sound of Boggs’ voice behind them had them all turning, 
"Let's go win this thing so those two never have to count to three 
again." 


The group of them headed towards the hovercraft. Justus and Lavinia 
stopped to say a quick goodbye to Peeta, and Gale was going to be 
happy with a simple handshake, but Peeta stopped him. "Here," he 
pulled something from inside of his pocket and handed it to Gale. "I 
know you don't need any help finding hate to fuel your fire. | think 
we've all got that." 


"Some of us more than others," Gale added. 


"| thought maybe if you found yourself having to make a decision like 
you did in Two you could try using my motivation instead." 


Gale finally looked down at the sketch Peeta handed him of his 
siblings. He had never seen them look so happy. "My brothers and 
sister are your motivation for this war?" 


"No." Peeta shook his head and stuck out his hand. "Love is." He 
paused before adding, "Watch yourself out there.” 


Gale shook Peeta's hand. "I'll watch her back." 
"I know you will." 


Gale stared out the window as Peeta started a slow jog parallel to the 
hovercraft which quickly turned into a frantic race down the tarmac. 
His knees and elbows were pumping as tears glistened again his 
cheeks. He could hear one of the camera crew asking, "Were you able 
to get a close-up of his face? That's going to make a hell of a propos." 
Gale turned to see what Katniss' reaction was, but she was just 
Staring up at the ceiling, gripping her Mockingjay pin and moving her 
lips. 


"Anyway... When you got on board the hovercraft, Peeta handed this 
sketch to me and told me if | ever needed motivation for coming back 
a victor | should look at this." Gale folded the sketch back up and 
shoved it in his pocket. 


"He told me to remember what it felt like to hold banana nut," Katniss 
pressed her palm against the sketch before putting it back in her 
pocket and pulling out another one. "He sketched this in case he got 
sent here and | had to deliver without him," she showed Gale the 
image of Peeta smiling at her. For some reason he hadn't captured 
the sparkle in his eyes that she always saw. 


"Hey Catnip, if | asked you why you're here fighting this war, what 
would you say your motivation is? Love or hate?" 


Katniss rested back on her hands. "Both | guess." 


"You can only pick one." 


She pulled out the pictures and stared at them for a minute or two 
before answering Gale. "Hate." She stared into the distance, and then 
looked back at the sketch. "I love them so much Gale." She turned to 
him. "So damn much that | have to let my hate of Snow motivate me, 
because if | did nothing but think about them...I'd leave. | would get on 
the next hovercraft back to Thirteen and | wouldn't look back. That's 
the only thing keeping me here." 


"Then why do you look like you're not buying what you're selling?" 


Katniss was quiet for a couple of seconds. "Shut up," there was no 
malevolence behind the words. "Just..." her voice got softer as she 
picked up a rock and threw it across the tracks. "Truth is...1 love them 
more than | hate the president." 


"Which one?" Gale joked. 


He was taken aback when he saw the glare in her eyes and heard the 
deadly tone in her voice, "Both." 


Since leaving Thirteen Katniss felt empty and hollow inside. She kept 
close to Gale during their time off camera, hoping their friendship 
would somehow fill the void within her, and failed to provide Cressida 
with anything spectacular during the filming of the propos. Since her 
squad was meant to provide inspiration for the rebels across the 
country, the most dangerous thing any of them were allowed to do 


was shoot at targets and stand watch for four hour shifts. Each squad 
pretty much kept to their own little group until they were sent into 
battle. In the three days Katniss had been at the Capitol she watched 
groups of six and eight leave and wounded come back. All of them 
had horror stories of various pods, weapons created by the 
Gamemakers, strategically placed throughout the streets of the 
Capitol, that released various forms of torture once they were tripped, 
or Peacekeepers with weapons that took out entire squads with one 
shot. Anger quickly became Katniss' best friend when her squad got 
orders to film a propos of her retelling some of the tales instead of 
being called for duty. They had a mission prior to their leaving 
Thirteen; they were supposed to take out a bunker that housed 
Peacekeepers. Upon arrival they quickly learned that the bunker had 
been destroyed days before they got to the Capitol. 


"| don't get why they prepped us for a mission that had already been 
completed," Katniss sat at the edge of the train track her District 
Twelve Tribute Train pulled into for both of her games and threw a 
stone across it. "You'd think they'd want to use their best soldiers for 
something other than television spots," she continued to grumble. 


"Coin must have her reasons, Catnip," Gale sat fairly close to her and 
tossed a stone trying to get it further down the track than Katniss'. 
Their game continued as they lifted their eyes towards the landing 
hovercraft. 


"Great. More troops to go into battle while we stay here and put ona 
show." Katniss blew out a disgruntled sigh and dug a piece of paper 
out of her back pocket, unfolded it and stared at the sketch Peeta had 
given her. "Doesn't really matter anyway," she spoke her thoughts out 
loud. 


"Why doesn't it matter?" Gale asked with a boyish grin on his face. 


"Huh?" 


"I'm wondering why it doesn't matter that our squad hasn't been called 
into battle," Gale leaned closer to her. "Is it because you're not 
planning on going with us?" 


Katniss' face turned to stone as did her voice, "What gives you that 
impression?" 


Gale let out a loud burst of laughter. "Come on, Catnip. I've known you 
since we were kids. You think | don't know you want to go off on your 
own so you can kill Snow?" He continued to laugh as Katniss glared at 
him. "My only question is do you want me to go with you? I'd be happy 
to have your back." 


"You'd do that? Disobey orders so | can kill Snow?" It was the first sign 
of her old friend Gale she had seen in quite some time. 


"Sure | would. | want the guy dead just as much as you do." Gale 
threw his rock and watched it bounce down the tracks. "I'm not sure 
how you're going to get your hands on one of those holo emitters, but 
we'll figure out something." 


"No," The sound of Peeta's voice had them both whipping their heads 
around. "Katniss and | will figure out something, but thanks for the 
offer, Gale." 


"Peeta!" Katniss gasped and scrambled to her feet. "What...why..." 
she couldn't believe her eyes. Seeing him standing there was like 
taking a punch to the gut. "You...you shouldn't be here," she reached 
out a tentative hand to touch his chest as though she had to make 
sure he was really there. "No," she shook her head and began a little 
pace as Gale got to his feet. "No, no, no, no, NO!" She pounded her 


fists against her thighs and squared off her shoulders. "You are not 
supposed to be here!" 


"I'm fine, Katniss. Banana nut? Oh, she's fine too. Dr. Fletcher is 
planning on taking the bandages off of her eyes later in the day, but he 
says she's doing really well considering how much she's been 
through." Peeta gave her a damning look then turned to Gale. "Would 
you please excuse us? I'd like a minute alone with my wife." 


"Catnip?" Gale wanted to check with her to make sure she wanted to 
be left alone, but Katniss was still pacing and talking to herself, 
ignoring Peeta's remarks. 


"Never mind," Peeta took hold of Katniss hand and pulled her towards 
the edge of the station, away from all the piercing stares and nosy 
people. 


"You need to leave. Get back on that damn hovercraft and go back to 
Thirteen," she ranted as she dragged her feet behind Peeta. "We 
agreed that you would stay with Maysilee and | would come here." 


"No," Peeta stopped and pointed a finger at her, "you agreed to that. | 
never did. Now you can either stop fighting with me and walk, or I'll 
throw you over my shoulder and carry you away from all of these 
people." 


"You wouldn't dare," she glared at him with a dangerous warning 
written across her face. 


"Watch me," he glared back. "You've got to the count of three. One," 
he stepped closer to her. "Two," he hefted his pack on one of his 
shoulders. 


"Don't you dare try to..." 


"Three!" He reached out and grabbed her, throwing her fighting form 
over his shoulder and ignoring her howls. 


"Put me down! Right now! Damn you Peeta!" Katniss pummeled her 
fists into his behind as he walked. "You're hurting me!" 


"lam not you big baby! Now quiet down before they start recording us 
and everyone in the damn country knows that you're a rotten wife!" 


"I am not!" His accusation caused a knot to form in her stomach. "You 
think I'm a rotten wife?" She stopped fighting him and hung over his 
shoulder. 


"Yes. Now shut up," he placed her on her feet when they got to the 
edge of camp. "A good wife would have thrown her arms around her 
husband's neck and kissed him hello," he gave her a hint of a grin 
letting her know he didn't mean it when he insulted her. 


Her brow furrowed, her lips grew tight and her jaw stiffened. "And a 
good husband would have kept his word and stayed with our 
daughter," she threw back at him. 


"Yup, I'm a horrible husband," he pulled her into his arms and released 
a deep breath into her hair. "I had to come." His grip on her gradually 
got tighter as he explained why he left Maysilee. "I missed you so 
much, Katniss. | haven't been able to function without you." 


Katniss tried to listen to him with deaf ears, not wanting his emotional 
confession to tug at her heart, but it was useless. The more he spoke 
about how lost he was without her, the more she knew how much they 
needed each other. "Stop," her limp arms hung down at her sides. 
"Please stop saying these things to me." All she wanted to do was 
push him away and force him to go back to Thirteen. "Why would you 
come here? Don't you kn..." 


"Mellark," Boggs' stiff tone interrupted Katniss. "You shouldn't be here. 
You haven't gone through any training for this." 


"That's what I'm trying to tell him," Katniss turned out of Peeta's 
embrace. "Send him back," she could hear the pleading in her voice 
and hated it. 


"| have to make a call." Boggs pointed at Peeta. "Stay here." 


Peeta waited until Boggs left before saying, "It won't do him any good. 
Coin sent me herself." Katniss felt her spine tingle when he said that. 
"She said your propos needed some heating up." Peeta dropped his 
bag to his feet. "Personally, | liked the boring propos. It meant you 
were staying out of trouble and you were still alive." 


"Peeta," she said with a warning. 


"Don't Peeta me, Katniss." Anger filled his voice as the past three 
days without her spilled out. "Tell me you were fine without me. Tell 
me you didn't feel lost...like a part of you was missing while we were 
apart." She closed her eyes and swallowed the huge lump in her 
throat. "Tell me," his thick voice got lower and more forceful, "you 
never wished for me to be here...for me to be by your side. That you 
never thought to yourself at any point in time, 'I need Peeta,' because 
that's all | did while you were gone." The undeniable anguish flowing 
through him poured out not only in his words, but his eyes...his body 
language...his heart, and caused Katniss to stiffen her upper lip in 
defense. "All | did was sit there next to our daughter and listen to that 
voice in my head saying over and over again, 'I need Katniss." 
Peeta's entire face morphed into one of devastation when Katniss 
turned away from him and failed to say anything. "Are you seriously 
doing this, Katniss?" He spun her around by her shoulders so she'd 
face him, but she refused to lift her eyes to his. "You think I'm going to 
leave because you're pissed? Because you're scared of me being 


killed?" She whipped her face towards his. "Oh, now I've got your 
attention, huh?" 


The muscles in Katniss' eye began to twitch and the throbbing 
pressure of a headache began to pulse in her temple. She pinched 
that spot at the bridge of her nose and instantly thought of President 
Snow performing that same action in her study back in District Twelve 
before the Victory Tour. She was petrified Snow was going to kill 
Peeta back then. That he was going to kill everyone she loved, but 
Peeta stood by her...never let her down even after she forced him into 
a marriage proposal he knew she didn't want. 'He's always there for 
you, Katniss,' a tiny voice said in the back of her mind. ‘It's what you 
two do.' The twitch in her eye traveled down to her tightened jaw. "We 
protect each other," she said quietly. 


"Yeah. We do," Peeta wasn't sure what she would do or why she said 
what she did. "So...now what because I'm not leaving Katniss?" 


"We'll see," though something inside of her wanted him to stay, she 
prayed that Boggs got permission to send him back to Thirteen, but by 
the look on his face as he got closer to them Katniss could tell things 
hadn't gone their way. 


"| don't think I've ever seen that guy look angry before," Peeta noticed 
Katniss was focused on the squad leader heading in their direction. "I 
could have told him that it was useless. Coin sent me here herself. " 
Peeta repeated his earlier words over his shoulder. 


Katniss threw a deadly glare in his direction just as Boggs' joined 
them. "Well, what did they say?" 


"Looks like you're staying with us for the duration of this thing," Boggs’ 
tone was harsh as he spoke to Peeta. 


"Did | do something to piss you off?" Peeta asked him. 
"No soldier," Boggs' had an instant look of regret on his face. 
"Then why are you so angry that I'm here?" 


"Maybe because you should be in Thirteen taking care of our 
daughter," Katniss snapped at him. 


"Or maybe it's because he knows that Coin sent me here hoping the 
Capitol would trigger my flashbacks and I'd lose it on you?" Peeta 
snapped back before turning to Boggs. "I'm guessing she's hoping 
that I'll lose my mind completely now that I'm not taking those shots 
and maybe..." he shrugged in a smart alack way, "...maybe I'll kill her 
myself?" He gestured towards Katniss. "Am | wrong?" 


Katniss jaw dropped to the ground. "What?" She knit her brows 
together. "Why would you think that? | mean | know she hates me for 
some reason but..." 


"Because," Boggs interrupted, "if he kills you, then we kill him, and 
both of you do the last thing you could possibly do to help this war." 


It was as though Katniss had finally caught on to Coin agreeing so 
quickly allowing her into training after giving birth. "We become 
martyrs." 


"You got it," Peeta said it like he knew all along what the plan had 
been. "I'm sure Plutarch would make our death out to be great losses 
to the nation...tell the rebels they need to win this war for our 
daughter...hell he's probably got a camera crew ready to film her 
while she's lying in the hospital." 


"Don't say that!" Katniss didn't want to hear him talk about them 
filming their daughter or leaving her alone in the world. 


Peeta wrapped his hands around the fists she formed and said, 
"There's just one thing Coin didn't count on." 


"And what's that?" Katniss said with fury in her voice. "You shooting 
one of those damn star things from your gauntlet into my brain on live 
television?" 


"No," Peeta forced her to look at him by holding her chin in his hand. 
"This," he pulled her head to his and planted a hard kiss against her 
shocked lips. "I love you," he barked. "You think I'm going to forget 
that in the middle of a flashback? Well think again. It's not going to 
happen. | haven't hurt you yet and | don't plan on starting now, and if 
they come back, which l'm sure they will, you'll help me through it, 
right?" Katniss stared at him and took in what he said. "Right!?" Peeta 
asked again. 


"Uh...right," she tried to put everything in perspective. She studied his 
expression. The way his square jaw clenched with tension...his flaring 
nostrils...tight lips... His eyes on the other hand read fear. "What are 
you afraid of?" The anger in her voice was replaced with curiosity. 


"I'm afraid you believe what Coin believes. What he believes," Peeta 
flashed a look in Boggs' direction. "What they all believe," he gestured 
towards the rest of their squad. "They've all seen me explode...take 
my anger out on you...on Gale. They know how bad I've gotten, and 
they're all thinking I'm going to fall victim to Snow's torture." His entire 
face now showed what Katniss saw in his eyes. "That you're going to 
fall victim to me." 


"Well they're wrong," Katniss stepped closer to him and cradled his 
cheek in her hand. "You won't hurt me." She ducked her head down 


for a second and said, "But | can't promise | won't hurt you. | am so 
pissed that you're here." 


"Be as pissed as you want," Peeta decided he wasn't going to let her 
sour demeanor get the best of him. He couldn't afford to have any ill 
feelings towards her while in the Capitol or Coin might just get her 
way. "I'm not going anywhere," he gripped the hand that was against 
his cheek and pressed a kiss into the palm of it then threaded his 
fingers through hers. "We're a team Katniss." 


"We always were, Peeta," her automatic response came out, but that 
didn't stop her from hating the way he chipped away at her resolve. 
More than that, she hated how right he had been when he called her 
out on her needing him. Regret mixed with a touch of frustration filled 
her eyes as she clung tightly to the hand that was holding hers. "Why 
the hell does Coin hate us so much? All we want is to go home and 
raise banana nut," she faced Boggs. "What did we ever do to her?" 


"It's not so much what you've done, but what you might do," Boggs 
answered. 


"Okay, what might we do?" Peeta wrapped his arm around Katniss 
waist. 


"Is she afraid I'll kill her?" There was a hint of truth behind Katniss' 
question that frightened Peeta. 


"No." Boggs ignored Katniss' idle threat. "When this war is all over 
there will be an election. A president will have to be put into office, and 
if | asked you two who it is you'd like to see running this country could 
you honestly say that you'd throw your support behind President 
Coin?" Neither Katniss nor Peeta answered. "That's why." Boggs said 
regretfully. 


"Because we wouldn't be cheering her on?" Katniss blew out a 
disgusted breath. "Who gives a crap what we think?" 


"The entire nation," Peeta answered. "Son of a bitch," he said quietly 
under his breath. 


Hearing Peeta swear caused Katniss to worry for a second that he 
might be having a flashback. "What's wrong?" 


"Don't you see, Katniss?" Peeta asked her. "This whole country has 
been sitting on the edge of their seats, glued to every single 
occurrence in our lives since we became the Star-Crossed-Lovers. 
Even after we left the Capitol... Haymitch told me that your Mockingjay 
pin became all the rage at the Capitol...that my sketch...that logo on 
our training uniform of our tokens swept through, not only the Capitol, 
but the entire nation. Hell, it was the damn symbol on those banners." 


"Still is," Boggs' added. 


"There," he pointed towards Boggs. "See? Whether we want to 
believe it or not the people in this nation actually give a damn about 
us...about what we think. If we don't support Coin, and | know for a 
fact I'd never give her mine..." 


"Neither would I," Katniss added. 


"Exactly." Peeta's shoulders slumped. "She wouldn't get elected. No 
one would vote her into office." 


"That's why she needs to get rid of you two," Boggs gave them a 
shake of his head. "You are two out of the three most powerful people 
in this country right now, and if you're not going to help her, you're 
going to hurt her." 


"Geez," Katniss couldn't believe that she and Peeta held so much 
power. "I'm assuming Snow is the third most powerful person?" 


"No," Peeta let out a sigh, ran his hand through his hair and felt a ball 
of rage forming in his stomach. "No, Katniss. That would be my 
mother." 


"Effie?" Katniss began shaking her head. "Wh...why?" 


"If you could throw your support behind one person in this world to run 
this country, who would it be?" Peeta asked her. 


"Oh my God," Katniss' entire world was suddenly collapsing around 
her. "Do you think she's going to try and kill her while she's watching 
over Maysilee?" 


"No," Peeta had a feeling he knew exactly how Coin was planning for 
all of them to die. "Wouldn't surprise me in the least if she got sent 
here like | did." He turned his focus onto the squad he was supposed 
to be a part of. "So who do you think they are?" His attention went 
back to Katniss. "Our murderers?" 


Katniss couldn't face her squad without feeling betrayal. "| don't know." 
"If | were you, | wouldn't trust any of them," Boggs avoided looking at 
the group as well. 


"We can trust Gale," Katniss was certain that was one of the only 
people she could put her trust in other than Finnick and Peeta. 


"What makes you think that?" Peeta didn't trust Gale as far as he 
could throw him. "That guy has been up Coin's butt since arriving in 
Thirteen. Isn't that one of the main reasons you two have been 
arguing?" 


"He would never kill me...or you," Katniss was sure of it. 


"What about Effie Trinket?" Boggs asked knowingly. "Hawthorne has 
never been a fan of the Capitol rebels. Can you say with one hundred 
percent certainty that he wouldn't harm Trinket?" 


Katniss' mouth began to move up and down like a fish out of water. 
"L...uh...uh..." 


"Fortunately Trinket isn't here," Boggs quickly filled the void in 
conversation. 


"Yet," Peeta threw in. 


"Until she shows up, let's try and keep you two safe," Boggs said. "I'll 
go let the rest of our squad know we have a new member. | suggest 
you two set up camp away from the rest of us." 


"Won't that look suspicious?" Peeta could sense that he was going to 
have a long night ahead of him helping Katniss come to terms with the 
possibility of Gale's betrayal. 


"I'll tell them you wanted some privacy. You're not the only married 
couple stationed here." Boggs gave the surroundings a quick survey 
and pointed to an area away from everyone else, yet still close 
enough to keep watch over. "Out there should be fine. Don't worry 
about your shift tonight," he addressed Katniss. "I'll get it covered." 


Katniss nodded absently. "Thanks." 


"Hey," Peeta placed a hand on his arm. "Why are you doing this? 
You're Coin's number one man. Why don't you want us dead too?" 


"| could give you an entire list of reasons why I'm fighting in this war, 
but the one thing it boils down to is...| have two kids." Boggs' stiff 


posture relaxed. "I never want them to go through what you two did in 
that arena. Coin has been a voice for the rebels for as long as | can 
remember, and every year when Reaping Day came along, she'd get 
us all riled up...get the rebels across the country in a huff over the 
children about to be slaughtered." He faced Katniss. "I knew what she 
did the second she announced you had a miscarriage. | didn't know 
that the doctor didn't follow through on the orders, but | knew what 
Coin's plan was. She actually told me afterward as though she were 
proud of it. It made me sick." He faced Peeta and said, "You want to 
know why | don't want you dead? Because you've both earned your 
right to live. You deserve to go back to your district and grow 
old...have a bunch of babies if you want. What you don't deserve is to 
have two presidents throwing you back into an arena, plotting your 
demise all because you want to live a normal life. Hell, that's the entire 
purpose of this thing isn't it?" 


"| sure as hell hope so," Peeta said. "I'd hate to think the only reason 
we're all here fighting was so we could get a female version of Snow 
leading our county." 


"Me too Mellark. Me too," the concern in Boggs' voice had both 
Katniss and Peeta worrying for what lay ahead. 


"Madam President," Haymitch could hear the strain in Plutarch's voice 
the second he entered the room. "This country recognizes her as the 
Mockingjay. They want to see her in her uniform, not dressed like an 
average soldier." 


"Katniss Everdeen is an average soldier. Her role as the Mockingjay is 
no longer needed. What we need now is for the people of this nation 
to see all of our soldiers as heroes. Not just one girl," Coin argued 
back. 


"Katniss Mellark," Haymitch's tone was tight as was his jaw, "will never 
be just an average soldier, and if you're under the impression that the 
people in this country are going to accept her as just some girl, you're 
deceiving yourself, ma'am." 


"Haymitch," Plutarch let out a sigh of relief. "Thank goodness you're 
here. Will you please explain to her that we cannot continue to allow 
Katniss to blend in with the rest of her squad? She must stand out!" 


"She's already doing that with the long braid running down the side of 
her head," Coin snapped. "She should have had her head shaved 
along with everyone else." Coin pointed to the large screen against 
the wall in the Command Center and said, "You have an entire squad 
full of faces Plutarch. Use them. Gale Hawthorne is quite photogenic, 
and he is not using his position for personal gain like our Mockingjay 
and our Jabberjay." 


Haymitch casually made his was to Plutarch's side. "You're telling us 
you want Katniss' role to be just a soldier, and that's all well and good, 
but what I'm trying to understand here is...if you didn't want the 
Mockingjay to spread her wings out there why'd ya send in the 
Jabberjay?" Haymitch had his suspicions; Effie had been warning him 
of Coin's motivations long before he got to Thirteen. "You put those 
two together on screen, and it won't matter what the hell they're 


wearing. They could be in loin cloths and fig leaves, and this country 
wouldn't give a shit. They'd still be glued to the Star-Crossed-Lovers. 
So why send Peeta in if you didn't want them to do what they're good 
at?" 


Coin's entire face turned to stone. "There is one thing Plutarch and | 
have agreed upon. These propos need some heat and since we're not 
ready for them to complete their mission yet, we'll need Peeta there to 
provide some...spark." 


"Spark?" Haymitch asked with a questioning brow. "Because watching 
one of the soldiers stepping on a mine filled with poisonous darts and 
dying wasn't..." he lifted his hands a bit and wiggled his fingers as he 
sarcastically asked, "...sparkly enough for the two of you?" 


Coin slowly turned her attention towards Haymitch. "Their squadron 
needed a replacement after Soldier Leeg was killed, and Peeta is the 
only one other than the three of us, and Effie Trinket, who knows what 
the plans are for the Star Squad." She gave Haymitch a slight tilt of 
the head asking, "Would you rather | had sent Miss. Trinket?" 


It was no secret that Haymitch and Effie's relationship had changed 
from escort and mentor to something more, and Coin hadn't been too 
thrilled with it. "Effie failed her test. She's not going anywhere." 


"Peeta never even took the test," Plutarch's observation was said in 
passing, but it got Haymitch's brain to start thinking like the boy's 
mentor again. "He barely had any preparations for the invasion." 


"Peeta knows what to expect," Coin faced the television screen that 
had a feed of Katniss and Gale taking some shots with their bow and 
arrows at some squirrels scurrying up a tree. "He's been in battle 
before not to mention he is a victor." 


"Yeah, and he almost died," the light went off in Haymitch's head. 'She 
wants them dead,' he ran his hand down his worried face. 'Son of a 
bitch, those kids are sitting targets,’ his mind began to race as 
Plutarch and Coin continued their disagreement. "Think Haymitch,' his 
head was yelling at him. ‘Think.’ "Has Peeta gotten there yet?" 


"His craft is ten minutes out," Plutarch answered. 


"| gotta go take care of a few things...check on Johanna," Haymitch 
made a slight motion with his head for Plutarch to follow him out. "Be 
back later." 


"Don't bother," Coin began pouring over some computer printouts her 
staff laid out for her across the large meeting table. "There's nothing 
here we need you for." 


Haymitch's evil glare was thrown at Coin's back before heading out. 
He stood by the elevator, waiting for Plutarch to escape the Command 
Center, in order to get some answers to his questions. Since the guy 
didn't come out before the elevator arrived, Haymitch headed towards 
Johanna's hospital room hoping it would be empty. "Johanna?" 
Haymitch called out before entering the room completely and got no 
response. "Johanna?" The room was bare and her bathroom had a 
pile of dirty, wet towels on the floor. Haymitch took a seat on the 
doctor's rolling stool and began rehashing all of Coin's actions in his 
mind from the moment Katniss and Peeta entered his life. 'She 
wanted them in the arena instead of rescuing them while they were 
somewhat safe in Twelve. She ordered the abortion of Maysilee. She 
wanted to send Katniss out to film some propos while she was 
pregnant only a couple of hundred miles away from the Capitol. She 
sent Peeta out to Two while he was still trying to recover from his 
hijacking...’ 


"Haymitch?" Plutarch closed the door behind him. 


"She wants them dead," he got up, stood toe to toe with Plutarch and 
stared him down. "Tell me you didn't know about that. Tell me you 
didn't recognize that she has been trying to kill those two from day 
one." 


Plutarch kept his composure. "I've had my suspicions for quite some 
time now." 


"And you're okay with this?" Haymitch let out a disgusted snort and 
threw his hand in the air. "Of course you are. You're a friggin’ 
Gamemaker." 


Both of their heads turned towards the door when they heard the 
hinges squeak. "I'm here," Effie stepped into the room. Took a slow 
survey of Haymitch and Plutarch and asked, "Why did you request my 
presence, Plutarch?" 


"You told her to meet us here?" Haymitch wondered why. "You think 
she doesn't know what Coin's up to? Hell, she's the one that's been 
trying to convince me since she joined the damn rebellion." 


"Haymitch calm down." Plutarch motioned towards the hospital bed. 
"Why don't we all take a seat and we can try and address this problem 
like a group of level headed adults?" 


Haymitch took a seat, but held onto his deadly glare. "Okay, so we 
know she wants them dead and we know she won't let me go to the 
Capitol." 


"Me either," Plutarch stole a peek at Effie. "That leaves you. The only 
problem | see with you going back is," the former Head Gamemaker 
gave his head a disheartening shake, "how do we keep you alive?" 


"Yes, that could be a problem considering neither the rebels nor the 
Capitol truly want me on their side," Effie attempted to gauge 
Haymitch's reaction by the bright red color that flushed through his 
entire face. 


"You think the rebels want to kill you?" Haymitch worried aloud. "You 
think Coin may have gotten some of them to...what? Kill you or 
something?" 


"Of course | do. Do you take me for a total imbecile? She has wanted 
Katniss and Peeta dead for quite some time now, which, if you recall, 
is what | had said to you back at the Capitol," Effie said with pursed 
lips. "Haymitch, my dear. Our president wants me dead just as much, 
if not more than, our kids. She is intimidated by anyone that can pose 
a threat to her leadership, and that is exactly what my darling children 
and | have done. Our mere presence is a threat to her political future." 
She gave her foot a little tap and asked him through squinted lids, "If 
you knew she wanted Katniss and Peeta dead, why did you agree to 
send them to the Capitol? Why didn't you try to keep them here so we 
could protect them?" 


"If those two had to cower from everyone that wanted them dead, we'd 
be watching a Victory Tour on television with Finnick Odair as the star 
of the show." Haymitch released a frustrated breath. "What the hell are 
you gonna do once you get there, cause if what you say is true, I'm 
pretty sure Coin's got a price on your head and we all know Snow 
does?" 


"Won't they both be disappointed when | return safe from harm with 
our darling kids in tow?" Effie gave him a pleased with herself smile. 
"As far as what | have planned once | get there... You are the mentor, 
are you not?" She quirked her brow at him. 


Haymitch made a slight growling noise at her and addressed Plutarch. 
"When can we get her to the Capitol?" 


"| will suggest that we send in a shuttle for the wounded once nightfall 
hits. Cressida tells me they are becoming overwhelmed with injured 
men and women. | will suggest that we send Effie in as a guard, and 
let slip at how shameful it is that Effie is unable to fight along with the 
other soldiers." Plutarch gave Effie's leg a little pat. "Coin will most 
certainly insist that you stay, and if she doesn''t..." 


"If she doesn't | shall sneak away," Effie gave each of them a little nod. 
"| shall need one of those holographic panels, Plutarch." 


"I'll get one from Special Weaponry. You and | can take a stroll down 
there before | speak with Coin, Haymitch." 


"Sounds good," he agreed. 


"Now we must speak about what it is | will be doing once I'm in the 
Capitol." Effie stood up and did her little walk. "| have been thinking, 
half of Katniss and Peeta's squad originate from Thirteen, but two of 
them are my fellow Capitol neighbors. What if I..." Effie laid out her 
plan to which Plutarch added a few things and Haymitch argued the 
entire time against. 


"It's a sound plan," Plutarch began punching a few buttons on his 
computer screen. "My sources said that Boggs made a call to Coin in 
regards to Peeta's presence. They made a recording of the call 
without Coin's knowledge." Plutarch's fingers flew across the computer 
screen until the sound of Boggs and Coin filtered out of it. 


"President Coin, the boy is still trying to recuperate from his hijacking," 
Boggs sounded tense. 


"He did a more than adequate job while he was in Two, l'm sure he'll 
be fine," Coin said flatly. 


"He wasn't tortured in District Two." Boggs' voice began to have a 
hard and angry edge to it. "We both heard what Dr. Brown and Beetee 
said about sending Peeta here. Both of them thought he'd suffer a 
great setback and be plagued with violent flashbacks. You remember 
what he did to soldier Hawthorne with just his fists. Can you imagine 
what might happen while he's in that Jabberjay uniform? He could kill 
Hawthorne. Hell, he could kill Katniss." There was a few seconds of 
silence. "Ma'am it is my recommendation that Soldier Peeta Mellark 
be sent back to Thirteen. As a matter of fact, it's my opinion that both 
Mellarks be sent back to Thirteen as quickly as possible. We don't 
need either one of them to win this thing." 


"Are you finished Commander?" The deviousness in Coin's voice had 
Effie, Haymitch and Plutarch exchanging concerned looks. "Good," 
Coin didn't wait for Boggs to answer her. "| am only keeping the 
promise | made when agreeing to both Katniss and Peeta's demands 
prior to their becoming the Mockingjay and Jabberjay. They asked to 
kill President Snow." 


"Yes, but ma'am..." 


"That's all Commander," Coin snapped. "Katniss and Peeta Mellark 
are your responsibilities now. If you are unable to keep our Jabberjay 
from killing our Mockingjay then | suggest you put him to rest. Now 
that | think of it, you have made a very good argument. Peeta cannot 
be trusted. Whether he is here or at the Capitol there is always the 
chance that he'll have a flashback and take an innocent life. | would 
hate to bring him back here and have him kill that baby while suffering 
from one." 


"My word," Effie gasped and her fingers flew to her throat. 


"Shall | request a different leader for your squad Commander," Coin 
asked. "Or are you able to do your patriotic duty to the rebellion?" 


"No ma'am. There is no need to send a replacement in for me. | 
understand what it is | need to do for the rebel's benefit," Boggs 
answered her with an emotionless reply. 


"Excellent. If that's all, | have work to do, and I'm sure you're going to 
be quite busy now that Peeta has been sent there." 


"Boggs, out." The phone clicked before Coin could dismiss her first in 
command. 


"Do you think he'll do it?" Effie worried aloud. 
"| don't know," Haymitch hoped Boggs wouldn't kill the boy. 


"We can't wait till the middle of the night to send you in." Plutarch got 
to his feet. "We need to get you there as soon as possible, Effie." 


"Are we all in agreement?" Effie took Haymitch's hand in hers and 
gave it a squeeze. "| need to know that you're okay with this, 
Haymitch." 


"I'm not exactly okay with it, but it's the way it's gotta be." He flipped 
his hand over and threaded his fingers through Effie's. "We might as 
well get this show on the road now 'cause if we wait much 
longer...shit," Haymitch wished he could go to the Capitol himself and 
pull Katniss and Peeta out of battle. "We're right back where we 
started. All of us trying to figure out how to get Katniss and Peeta out 
of the Games alive." 


"I'm afraid so," Plutarch's head hung down a bit. 


"Yes, but this time we've got more than just a few sponsors on our 
side. We've got an army of rebels," Effie's attempt at sounding bright 
fell flat. 


"Some of them may have orders to kill them. It wouldn't surprise me in 
the least if Coin has already arranged for it," Plutarch said. "It is truly 
unfortunate when the enemy is hidden amongst your allies." 


Haymitch thought of Peeta joining up with the Careers and pulling the 
wool over their eyes in order to save Katniss' life. "Any idea who might 
be willing to pull the trigger on Katniss or Peeta?" 


"No," Plutarch shook his head. 


"Gentlemen," Effie stood up and began doing her tiny pace. "We need 
to stop thinking about our enemies and start thinking about the 
members of our alliance. Who can we trust? Gale will never kill 
Katniss, but he might kill Peeta." Effie gave her head a little shake. 
"No, if he wanted to kill Peeta he could have easily done that while 
they were in Two together. Besides, Katniss would never forgive him 
for doing such a thing. Gale is an ally," Effie lifted her face to the men 
then went back to her dissection of Katniss' squad. "Lavinia and 
Justus are dedicated to our little birds. They too can be considered 
trustworthy. We know Finnick is on our side. As for Boggs..." Effie 
pursed her lips a bit. "After that phone call, | believe he is an ally." 


"Are you kidding me?" Haymitch didn't buy that for a second. "That's 
Coin's number one man." 


"Yes it is," Effie grinned a little. "And from the tone of his voice, her 
number one man isn't a very big supporter of Coin's decisions." 


"How do you know this, Effie?" Plutarch knitted his brows together. "At 
the end he sounded as though he would follow through with the not so 
direct order of killing Peeta at the slightest sign of trouble." 


"| trained under Boggs. He's either an exceptional liar, or he's as 
concerned for our kids as we are." Effie went on to explain. "The day 
Katniss came into training | mentioned that she had been seen going 
back inside, and wondered if that meant she had given up. A little 
while later | noticed Boggs getting into a very heated discussion with 
the trainer for Katniss' class. At the end of the day he called me aside 
and told me to do whatever | could to keep her and Peeta in Thirteen. 
He didn't expound on his reasoning, but there was no mistaking the 
concern written all over his face." 


"| hope you're right Effie," Haymitch said. 


"As for the rest of the squad," Effie gave her head a little shake, "I 
have worked with Jackson. She is a difficult person to read. The 
sisters Leeg, they were nice enough individuals, and | believe they 
may be trustworthy as well, if only because | overheard them talking 
amongst themselves many times about Maysilee's health. They 
appeared to be genuinely concerned for the baby. They even asked 
me to pass on their well wishes when Maysilee was brought in for her 
second surgery." Effie tapped at the floor with the tip of her shoe. "My 
gut tells me that they're on our side." 


"If that's true then we're down an ally." Haymitch noticed Effie's 
questioning expression. "The one they call Leeg 2 stepped on an 
unmarked pod full of poisonous darts. One got her in the brain. She 
was dead before she hit the ground." Normally Effie knew things 
before Haymitch did so he asked, "Didn't Peeta tell you that? Coin 
said it was one of the reasons she sent Peeta in." 


"Peeta told me that a member of Katniss' squad had been killed, but 
Maysilee's physician entered the hospital room, and | forgot to ask 
who it was after Dr. Fletcher left." Effie's fingertips went to her throat. 
"I'm sorry to hear of her death. She was a lovely girl." 


"Who else is with Katniss and Peeta's squad?" Haymitch asked 
Plutarch. 


"There are two other men, Mitchell and Homes. | know absolutely 
nothing about those two men," Plutarch said with disappointment. 
"They aren't really known for their conversational skills." 


"Neither one of them is married," Effie stated. "They share their meals 
together in silence, as well as their jobs. There is a three year 
difference in their ages, and they love to shoot." 


"How the hell do you know all that?" Haymitch twisted his face a bit. 


"While | was on the gun range | was trained alongside of them. They 
can shoot a petal off of a daisy, and are quite loyal to President Coin.’ 
Effie started her pace again. "Mitchell and Homes are definitely not 
our allies. As far as the rest of the rebel soldiers at the Capitol, my 
feelings are, they shouldn't be our primary concern. If Coin wants to 
kill Katniss and Peeta, she's going to make sure their murderers are 
close to them. It won't be some random killing either. They'll have to 
make it look like it happened during a battle." Effie turned to Plutarch 
and said, "You must be on your way back to the Command Center. 
We cannot allow Coin to find out about any of this, so might | suggest 
you stop by the physician's station and ask them something...oh, | 
don't know," she tossed a hand up in the air as a thought struck her. "I 
have a brilliant idea. How quickly can you take and develop a photo?" 


"Minutes," Plutarch stated. 


"Wonderful," Effie threaded her arm through Plutarch's. "We'll need to 
find Primrose. Haymitch," she spoke over her shoulder, "you should 
go down to Special Weaponry and socialize with Beetee. We don't 
want anyone finding out what you and Plutarch are up to while you're 
both down there. | shall see you later. Come now, Plutarch. We have 
work to do." 


The temperature at the Capitol was quite chilly. Effie tugged on the 
tight fitting gloves, gave the gun tucked into her holster a little pat, felt 
blindly around the back of her waistline for the small gun strapped at 
the base of her spine and gave it a little rub, bent over to tighten her 
boot strings and made sure the gun on one ankle was secure and the 
knife hiding in the back of her boot was covered and out of sight. The 
bear spray tucked away between the cleavage of her breasts was 
strong enough to knock a giant black bear to his knees, and would 
most certainly cause a severe amount of damage to her enemy with 
just one pump, the pins she had holding the bun up at the base of her 
neck were exceptional lock picks, and the pack of gum she kept in her 
shoulder pocket wasn't the sugary treat it appeared to be. Beetee had 
provided Effie with more weapons than she could possibly imagine. 
She caught a glimpse of her reflection in the hovercraft's window, 
adjusted the straps over her shoulders and grinned a little when she 
thought of the rifle Beetee had given to her. 


"Effie, | am so glad you're finally going to be able to use this." Effie 
always found Beetee to be a strange little man, but the day he handed 
her the rifle and all of its accessories, she realized exactly how brilliant 
a man he was. "It's actually the prototype for a weapon made for the 
Peacekeepers, but there were too many flaws with the original design 
and manufacturing the guns was considered much toocostly." Beetee 
let out a little laugh. "They had no idea about the uprisings back then. 
If they had I'm sure they would have made the investment into the 
weapon and armed all of their soldiers with it." 


"What does it do?” Effie ran her hand over the pack that resembled 
the thing Katniss' arrows were stored in when she went hunting. "And 
why do you have an arrow holder on it?" 


"A quiver," Beetee corrected Effie. 
"Yes, well...l never really knew what those things were called." 


"This is not the same as a quiver. This pack holds many different 
tools." Beetee handed her a lightweight rifle. "When I started working 
on this, it was meant for one of the sharp shooters. A man named 
Mitchell. He's in the same squad as Katniss." 


"Yes, | am aware of who he is," Effie also knew he was the best shot 
in Thirteen. "Why didn't you give it to him?" 


"The day I saw you on the gun range shooting at the moving targets, | 
knew this weapon was made for you." Beetee helped her to strap on 
the sleek black pack. "You see, every victor has their weapon of 
choice. In my opinion, it chooses them. Peeta is exceptional in hand to 
hand combat and with a knife; no one can out shoot Katniss when it 
comes to a bow and arrows. Finnick's trident...well, we can all agree 
that the two of them go hand in hand, and Johanna's axes. Shame 
she won't have the opportunity to use them in battle." Beetee gave his 


head a little shake before continuing. "In my opinion, the gun has 
chosen you Miss. Trinket." 


Effie lifted the rifle, checked to see if the safety was on and said, 
"Does this not have a safety button?" 


"It doesn't need one. No one can shoot it but you, and the only way 
that will happen is if you want it to." Beetee slipped something into her 
hand. "Slip this over your ear." 


The black earpiece looked different than most. "What will it do?" Effie 
asked as she slid the headband over the top of her head and plugged 
the earpiece in. 


"Come with me," Beetee led her to the training room in Special 
Weaponry. "Take aim at anything you like. I'll be behind the protective 
glass." Effie moved the barrel of the rifle around deciding on which of 
the targets she was going to shoot at when Beetee's voice came over 
the loud speaker. "It's time to wake up your weapon Miss. Trinket. Say, 
it's a big day." 


Effie waited a moment then said quietly, "It's a big day." A thin 
microphone slid out of the head piece as did a lens that flipped over 
her eye, magnifying her range; the headpiece grew tighter, molding to 
her scalp as something attached itself to two different spots on her 
scalp. "My word," Effie gasped as the gun no longer felt cold and hard 
in her hands, but light and full of power. Her eyes darted around the 
room and before she could squeeze the trigger, Effie planned out her 
shots mentally. Without squeezing her trigger finger she took aim on 
each of the targets, blowing them into smithereens. "Beetee," she 
gasped out. "It knows what I want to shoot at." 


"Yes it does," Beetee said with excitement in his voice. "Do you feel 
the way the headgear has banded to your skull?" 


"Yes. It has gotten a little snugger, but Beetee, it's odd. | can see the 
targets behind me," She slowly turned around in a circle. | can 
see...everything." 


"The rifle becomes one with your neuropathways. All you have to do is 
think about your target and where you want to shoot it. If you want to 
deliver a kill shot, it will do so automatically. If you simply want to 
wound your enemy, that can be done as well. There is just one thing. 
The weapon will only work for you, and you must have your finger on 
the trigger. Though the headgear is one with your mind, the rifle must 
be able to scan your DNA. It's a safety feature in case someone gets 
a hold of it." 


"My word, that's brilliant," Effie breathed out in shock. "What else does 
it do?" She turned to face him through the glass. 


"Plenty." Beetee showed her the accessories she carried in the 
backpack. "Slide that rifle in there and think about what it is you need 
to use it for. If you want to capture a prisoner of war, it has a net 
attachment; it shoots traditional bullets, lasers, poisonous darts and a 
few other surprises." As long as you keep it in its case on your back, it 
will remain charged. Now you don't have much time to train with it, so | 
will suggest that we get in at least an hour or two before your craft 
leaves." 


Effie held her rifle across the front of her person, hefted her backpack 
full of supplies over her shoulder and headed out onto the concrete 
walkway of the train station. Tents were pitched all around the area, 
with the exception of the tracks themselves which were bare. The 
landing hovercraft had caused almost all the soldiers to look in her 
direction. Heads poked out from tents, out of sleeping bags, from 
behind metal cans with small fires in them, and one hand waved to her 
from across the train station. 'Finnick,' Effie was happy to see a 


familiar face and she made her way towards the man that disgusted 
her once upon a time. "Hello there," she greeted him with a smile. 


"Effie," Finnick reached out and took her in a hug. "I can't tell you how 
happy | am to see you here. Annie is probably breathing a sigh of 
relief now that she knows you're here to keep me safe." 


"Your wife asked me to give you this," Effie reached up on her tiptoes 
and placed a kiss on his cheek. "Please save your response for when 
you go home to her, and may | say, congratulations. | think you and 
Annie are going to make wonderful parents." 


"She told you, huh?" Finnick had pride written all over his face. 
"Yes she did." 


"How's she doing? She doesn't have morning sickness does she? 
Katniss went through hell with that and I'd hate for Annie to have to 
suffer through that without me near." 


"She's actually doing quite well. She hasn't had any nausea or 
vomiting, but she is sleeping a little more than usual. Johanna, Prim 
and Evelyn have been keeping her quite busy, and when they're not 
available, Peeta's father Bing has taken to bringing her into the 
kitchen with him and having her help with the baking. Even Sae has 
grown quite fond of her." 


"Good," relief washed through Finnick. "I'm glad she's got people 
looking out for her." 


"Finnick, our little family will always watch out for one of its own," Effie 
gave his arm a little squeeze. "Now, where are my darling son and his 
wife?" 


"They're in that tent," Finnick motioned with his chin. "You might want 
to make sure you don't go barging in or anything," his shoulders 
began to shake with laughter. "They haven't seen each other for a 
while." 


"Oh my word, Finnick Odair," Effie scolded him. "Will you never 
change?" 


"Lord, | hope not." He walked towards the tent Katniss and Peeta had 
been hiding in for the past few hours. "Hey lovebirds," Finnick 
pounded on the ground with his boot. "You've got company." He 
waited a few seconds before putting his face against the zipper that 
kept the tent closed. "Hey! Wake the hell up!" He started chuckling 
when he heard the shuffling and grumbling noises coming from within. 


"What the hell do you want, Finnick?" Katniss barked. 
"You've got a visitor." 


"Tell them to go the hell away," Katniss' voice grew louder. "We're off 
duty till morning and we want to be left alone." 


"Katniss, it could be important," Peeta reasoned. "Move..." 
"| can't move. Your leg is...ouch!" 
Effie began to giggle as she listened to them bickering. 


"Hand me my shirt," Peeta made a grunting noise. "Do you have to be 
such a..." 


"Such a what?" The tent started moving. "You're going to knock this 
damn thing down," Katniss' laughter filtered out. "Here...not that one." 


"Christ, this is yours." Peeta chuckled. "What do you think?" 


"I think I like you in skin tight clothes," Katniss started laughing again. 
"You're going to rip my buttons off of there. Here...put this on." 


"Put your shirt back on, and...damn it, Katniss. Those are my pants." 


"| noticed. They're kind of big on me." Both Katniss and Peeta started 
laughing. 


"For criminy's sake you two," Effie couldn't hide the humor in her 
voice. "Will you hurry up and come out here." 


"Mom?" Peeta's head ducked out of the tent's entrance within 
seconds. "What...aw shit." 


"Manners young man," Effie chided him. 
"Sorry. Um, can you give us a minute? We were sort of...uh... asleep." 


"Yes, I'm sure you were," Effie gave him a slight, "tut tut tut," and a 
wag of her finger. 


"Geez Finnick," Katniss' head popped out below Peeta's. "Couldn't 
you have told me it was Effie?" 


"Where's the fun in that?" Finnick's laugh joined Effie's. "Come on. 
We'll go wait over here so these two can get their crap together." 


"It looks like we're getting visitors," Effie looked past Boggs and saw 
Justus and Lavinia headed their way too. "Wonderful. A reunion." 


"Yup. Looks like the gang's all here," Finnick smirked. "I'm not sure 
how Boggs is going to feel about you being here. He was pretty pissed 
off when Coin sent Peeta in." 


"Well, Coin didn't send me in. | volunteered. | couldn't let all of you do 
all the work now could |?" Effie took the few steps towards Boggs and 
reached out a hand. "Hello Commander. It's lovely to see you again." 


"Miss. Trinket," Boggs never called her soldier for some reason. He 
reached his hand out to shake Effie's and asked, "What brings you to 
the Capitol?" 


"Oh, | think you know Commander." Effie gave him a look that clearly 
confirmed all of their worst fears. After a minute or two, Peeta tumbled 
out of his tent with Katniss trailing behind, braiding her hair. 


"Mom," Peeta took her in a hug. "| was hoping you wouldn't be sent 
here." 


"| volunteered." Effie gave Katniss a stern look. "My children are here, 
and | could not in good conscience stay behind. There are plenty of 

people looking after Maysilee back in Thirteen. Why Johanna will only 
allow Haymitch in the room if he's shaved and watches his language." 


"They let Johanna in there?" Katniss furrowed her brow. "It's a sterile 
room." 


"It also seems to be the motivation our Miss. Mason needed to face 
her fear of water." Effie smiled proudly. She gave the people around 
her a once over thinking that these were the only ones in the entire 
city she could trust, but she was still somewhat unsure of Boggs. "It is 
late, and | must get some rest. Commander Boggs, | am to pass on a 
message to you from Plutarch. He would like the Star Squad to get 
ready for some new propos." She faced Katniss and Peeta. "You two 
did enough ...heating up earlier," Effie's eyes rolled upward and her 
lips pursed. "I was not too pleased with what | heard." 


"Sorry mom. Katniss didn't realize she still had that microphone 
attached to her clothes," Peeta said sheepishly. 


"Yes, well...| think we should remember, these cameramen and 
women have no morals when it comes to airing everyone's private 
lives, so let us all be a bit more cautious, hmmm?" 


"Sorry Effie," Katniss ducked her head behind Peeta's shoulder. 


"That's enough of that. Now give us a hug and kiss," she reached out 
to Katniss. "Maysilee's bandages came off this afternoon." Effie pulled 
a small picture out of her pocket. "I brought this for Peeta's locket, but 
| thought the two of you would like to take a peek." 


Katniss held the picture between the palms of her hands and lifted it 
towards Peeta so they could look at it together. Though the photo was 
small there was no mistaking the bright blue eyes staring up at the 
camera. The loud gasp Katniss let out brought on a big smile from the 
parents. "I knew it. She's got your eyes,” Katniss pressed a kiss 
against Peeta's cheek. 


"Yeah," he smiled proudly. "She does." 


"| thought that might give you two a bit of inspiration. Now, go back to 
bed, and get some rest. | know what Plutarch has planned for a 
propos and it is going to be a long day." 


As Katniss and Peeta made their way back into their tent, Katniss sent 
Boggs a concerned look, but the leader of her squad just gave her a 
little nod of his head as if telling her, he'd take care of Effie Trinket. 


In the morning, when the Star Squad gathered around the fire pit with 
their pathetic breakfast rations three people were suspiciously 
missing. Justus, Lavinia and Effie. When Katniss and Peeta asked 


where they were Boggs informed them, "Trinket was sent here to 
complete a special mission. Don't plan on seeing them again. Look 
around ladies and gentlemen, this is your squad." 


The tent was pitched, and Peeta was exhausted. He slowly took off 
his boots and set them to the side, carefully put away his Jabberjay 
uniform and switched into the regular uniforms the soldiers were 
wearing around their squad. Men and women alike looked 
interchangeable with the exception of him and Katniss. They seemed 
to be the only people with hair left in the entire army. 'Well, we'll stand 
out in a crowd,' he thought to himself. ‘Definitely easy targets.’ He let 
his head drop back for all of ten seconds before working up the 
strength to get up and stretch. It was chow time, the last meal for the 
night, and then he was determined to hit the sack. Katniss was still 
upset with him for showing up and after all that talk about who they 
could and couldn't trust within their unit, she grew angrier and more 
upset about his opinion of Gale. He popped the upper half of his body 
out of his tent and saw Finnick standing several yards away moving 
his head from side to side. "You on duty?" Peeta stepped out of the 
tent and made his way towards his former ally. 


"Yeah. | get to stand here all night and listen to you and Katniss 
argue," he gave Peeta a slight grin. "Do me a favor; don't get her 
worked up into frenzy tonight. I'm not in the mood to shoot you." 


Finnick let out a chuckle, but Peeta's face drained of blood. "Hey, I'm 
just kidding." 


"Not funny, Finnick." Peeta had to wonder if Boggs was right and no 
one in their squad could be trusted. "Why would you say something 
like that to me?" 


Finnick checked around to make sure no one was listening. "Boggs' 
second in command, Jackson. She pulled us all aside while you and 
Katniss were over here and wanted to make sure none of us had a 
problem with killing you." 


"What?" Peeta's brows shot to the top of his head. 


"They're all afraid you're going to lose it and try to kill Katniss, or Gale 
or someone," Finnick gave him a little shrug. "I told them that | was 
more than willing to do my part for the war." He stepped closer to 
Peeta. "The way | figure it, if | let one of them stand guard; you 
probably wouldn't make it till morning." 


"What did Katniss say about that?" 


"Katniss doesn't know, but | think Gale might have told her because 
she looks pretty pissed off," Finnick gestured with his chin towards a 
fuming Katniss heading his way with a bowl of something. "You might 
want to check on her." 


"Yeah, I'm planning on it." Peeta stepped away then turned over his 
shoulder, "Try not to kill me, okay?" 


"That's the plan," Finnick gave him a wink. 


"Hey," Peeta walked up to Katniss and took the bowl she shoved in his 
direction. "You can either eat it here or with them," She thumbed 


behind her towards the squad. "I'm eating in the tent." She stormed off 
and didn't say another word to him. 


"Guess I'm eating in the tent too." He popped his head in and saw her 
sitting in the middle of the shelter with her head hanging down. "Hey," 
with his bowl forgotten and pushed towards the side where hers was 
sitting, he knelt in front of her. "What's wrong?" 


"Nothing," she lifted up her red rimmed eyes and got to her knees, 
pulling him against her. "Just tell me you love me." 


"Okay," Peeta pulled back a little and stared into her eyes. "I love you, 
baby." 


The little squeak and sigh that came from her plus the hard kiss she 
pressed against his lips was not what he was expecting. "I love you 
too, Peeta. l'm so sorry about all of this. | shouldn't have just left you 
and Maysilee, | should have let you go through training with us 
or...or...maybe | should have just stayed back there, but | couldn't." 
She yanked him tighter to her chest. "Say it again. Just like you did. 
Say it." 


"Um...okay," He looked straight into her eyes. "I love you, baby." 
"Oh Peeta," the soft side of her came as a bit of a shock. 


"Okay, that is not what | was expecting." He stroked a long piece of 
hair away from her face and tucked it behind her ear. 


"What were you expecting?" 


"Oh, | don't know. A little fire in your eyes. Or maybe that feisty girl that 
drives me nuts." He sat back on his haunches and held her hands in 
his. "You hate it when | call you pet names." 


"Well | like that one, okay?" She started to sniffle. 


"Wow, you must really hate me right now if you're so mad you can't 
even fight with me." 


"I'm not mad at you anymore," she lifted her eyes to his. "I know why 
you're here, and if | were the one you left behind, | don't think | 
would've been able to wait over eighty-six hours to see you." 


Peeta started to laugh. "How did you know how many hours we were 
apart?" 


Katniss turned her face to the side as a blush crept up her cheeks. 
"|... just do, okay." 


"Eighty-six hours and twenty-five minutes to be exact." Peeta gave her 
a soft grin to which she responded in kind. "Okay, what do you say we 
eat this," he reached over for the bowl of... "What the hell is this?" 


"Gale and | shot some squirrels this morning and they made a stew or 
something out of it." Katniss reached for her bowl. "I think | might have 
been able to do better than this." 


"Well, eat it. We need to keep up our strength." 


They ate as quickly as they could, tried not to make too many faces at 
the disgusting flavor of the food, then went back to talking. "Peeta, I'm 
sorry | yelled at you. | know why you're here." She pulled out the 
sketch of the baby. "It's because we'd do anything for her." 


"That's one of the reasons I'm here, but the other one is you, Katniss." 
He gave the picture a quick look, tucked it safely away in her back 
pocket then lay down on the sleeping bag. "Come here," he held his 
arm out for her to curl into. "| consider myself a pretty strong guy, but 


when it comes to you and banana nut...Katniss, I'm worthless. | can't 
seem to function if | think the baby's hurting or if you're away from me. 
It's like my brain stops working completely." 


"Yeah, | get that. | had no choice but to concentrate on how much | 
hated the president, because if | thought of how much | loved you two 
| would have found a way back to Thirteen so | could be there with you 
both." She rolled over to face him. "I really am glad you're here with 
me. | needed you more than you could even imagine." 


"Now that's nice to hear," he stroked his hand over the side of her 
head. "You must be tired. Should we try to get some sleep?" 


Katniss leaned over him and placed a kiss against the corner of his lip. 
"We haven't seen each other in days, and you want to go to sleep?" 


"Not really," he chuckled, "but | figured we could use the rest. We're 
both kind of tired." 


"Tired, Mellark. Not dead." Katniss threw her leg over his lap. "First | 
want you to tell me all about Maysilee. Does she miss me? Has she 
grown? How much is she eating?" 


"She misses you all the time. Dr. Fletcher won't take the bandages off 
her eyes until late today, but | know...| just know, she's been looking 
for her mommy. Oh, and | swear Katniss. She grows more and more 
every single day. She's so beautiful. That gorgeous head of dark curls 
and those pink puffy lips..." he let out a sigh. "She's up to an ounce 
per feeding now, but they're increasing her intake tomorrow. | bet by 
the time we see her again, she's going to be just as big as Adam, who 
has become her best friend you know." 


"He has," Katniss grinned. 


"The day you left, we couldn't get her to stop fussing, and Regina was 
having the same problem with Adam, so we put them in the isolettes 
next to each other and it was like..." Peeta got a far off look in his 
eyes. "| don't know, Katniss. Like they knew each other or something. 
Within seconds they stopped fussing and both of them went to sleep." 
Peeta began taking her hair out of the braid. "I only wish | could have 
slept. All | did was stare at her and...it was horrible. | felt this huge 
hole right in the center of my being. Like someone stuck their hand 
inside of me and just..." 


"Ripped out your heart?" Katniss started unbuttoning his uniform shirt. 
"Yeah, | know the feeling. | just kept moving my lips and talking to you, 
but everyone kept looking at me like | was crazy." 


"| was doing the same thing and Regina actually asked Dr. Brown to 
come in and talk to me." They both let out a little laugh. "Why can't 
they understand that's how we feel each other near?" 


Katniss spread his shirt open and pressed her lips against his heart. 
"They don't know Peeta. No one will ever understand that part of us." 


"As long as we know...right?" 


"Right," their words were put to silence by a long awaited kiss. "Don't 
let me leave you again, Peeta. | know I'm a horrible person, and that 
I'll try to do something stupid like push you away because | think that's 
the best thing for you, but don't let me." 


"As long as you promise to tell me why it's okay for me to call you 
baby now. What's up with that?" Peeta gave her a cheeky grin. 


"It makes me think of how good of a team we were during labor. You 
were right there with me. Never once left my side. Never let my bad 
moods get the best of you, and every time you called me that, | 


thought in the back of my mind, 'we're going to have one soon." She 
cradled his cheek. "You said it with so much love, Peeta. So, no...I 
don't mind if you call me that. It just reminds me how strong we are 
together and how very much you love me." 


Peeta could feel his heart swelling. "| do love you." 


"You forgot to say baby," she leaned down and trailed kisses up and 
down his neck. "Take advantage of it, Peeta. | might change my mind." 


"Mmm, | like what you're doing there...baby," he smiled in her ear. 


"| like what you're doing with your hands," she whispered back and 
gave him more room to maneuver them between their bodies. 


Neither one of them had been too sure how long they were doing what 
came naturally until the sound of Gale's voice echoed through the 
tent. "Uh...Catnip! Hey!" 


"WHAT!?" Obviously she was not too pleased with him at the moment. 
"Your microphone is on." 


Peeta's brows shot up as he pat her back through her opened shirt. 
"Where is it?" 


"| don't...oh shit," she felt the tiny device attached to the underside of 
her bra strap. "I forgot they put it on me earlier to do a...damn it! | can't 
get it off!" 


"Come here," Peeta sat up and fumbled with it not able to get it off. "Is 
there an off button or something?" 


"| don't know." 


"Give me this damn thing," He yanked her undergarment off and threw 
it out of the tent. "There! Got any other devices attached to your 
clothing | don't know about?" 


"No," She answered sheepishly. 


"Good. Me either." He crawled his way back to their sleeping bag. 
"Now where were we?" 


"| forget," she glared out the closed tent at the microphone that was 
surely being brought back to the film crew. 


"| think | was saying something like, | love you...baby," he gave her a 
crooked grin. 


"Could be," She arched her brow at him and they both began to 
chuckle at the ridiculousness of the situation. 


They had expected to wake up in the morning with the break of dawn. 
Not before midnight by the sound of Effie Trinket's distinctive laugh. 


In a way Peeta was relieved to see Effie, Knowing she was out of 
Coin's clutches back in Thirteen gave him a sense of security knowing 
that he could protect her now that she was close by, but it was Katniss' 
reaction to seeing her that had him worried. "She's going to be fine 
now that we can keep an eye on her Katniss. Quit worrying so much." 


"You don't get it, Peeta," she sat in the middle of their tent hugging her 
knees. "You were right before. There was something wrong and...and 
| didn't know how to tell you." 


"Then tell me now," he sat in front of her rubbing her arms which felt 
like ice. "Katniss, what is it?" 


She ran her hand down the braid she had formed with shaky fingers. 
"Promise me you'll hear me out before you do anything stupid, okay?" 


"Okay," there was a sense of worry hidden in the word. 
"Earlier when | went for dinner..." 


"Hey Catnip," Gale stood behind her as she looked disgustingly at the 
monstrosity Homes had created as a meal. "It won't be ready for a 
little while, why don't we stand downwind from it?” 


"Good idea." Katniss followed Gale away from the group. "If we can't 
stand the smell of that stuff how the hell are we supposed to eat it?" 


"Pinch your nose closed," Gale laughed. "So...what's up with Peeta 
being here, and why was Boggs so mad about it?" 


"He thinks being at the Capitol might trigger some severe flashbacks." 


"Yeah," Gale gave her a sheepish look. "Everyone in the squad does. 
Jackson ordered all of us to keep our weapons at the ready just in 
case." 


Katniss snapped her head up, "He's not going to hurt me." 
"You sure of that?" Gale didn't look convinced. 


"As sure as when | told him you would never hurt Effie Trinket,” 
Katniss saw the flash of panic in Gale's eyes and said, "Oh my God. 
He was right. It's you...you're the one." 


"What's me?" Gale avoided looking directly at her. 


"Gale you look at me right now and tell me for a fact that you wouldn't 
kill Effie." Katniss waited and watched Gale's face as it went through a 


gamut of emotions. "You wouldn't, would you?" She pulled him as far 
away from prying eyes and ears and she could. "Gale, don't lie to me. 
| need to know what's going on." 


"Look, it doesn't matter anymore anyway. Effie's not here, and as long 
as Peeta's okay, then he should be fine too." 


"Christ," She turned around and faced her back to the crowd. "Who is 
it, Gale? Who's supposed to kill Peeta?" 


"No one, Catnip." He placed a hand on her shoulder which she 
shrugged off. "We were given an order prior to Peeta coming here. 
None of us thought he'd show up, but now that he has...well...Coin's 
thinking is pretty similar to Boggs’. If Peeta loses it and tried to hurt 
you, or one of us, then we have been given permission to take him out 
for the good of the squad." 


Katniss turned on her heels to face him. "How am I supposed to kill 
Snow if all | can do is sit here and worry about someone killing 
Peeta?" 


"You want me to kill him for you now? Then you wouldn't have to 
worry anymore," Gale said it as though it would be as easy as tying a 
shoe. 


"NO!" Katniss grit her teeth. "No one is going to hurt him. You have to 
help me Gale. Help me to figure out a way to get the squad to trust 
him. He won't hurt anyone. | swear it." 


Gale shrugged a shoulder. "It doesn't help any that you have him 
hiding out in that tent away from everyone." 


"We haven't seen each other for a while. We wanted some time 
alone," she repeated what Boggs had told her earlier. "And what about 


Effie?" She delved into Gale's eyes. "Did she say the same about her 
too?" 


"Uh...not exactly," Gale ran a hand through his short and stubbly hair. 
"Coin asked me to...uh...well she wants me to um..." 


"She asked you to kill her." Katniss said flatly. 
"Yeah." 


"And you agreed to it?" Katniss stared at the man standing in front of 
her with eyes full of hate. 


"At first, but then...! changed my mind." 
"Did you tell Coin?" 


"Of course not," Gale yanked her a little farther away. "Look, 
everything will be fine as long as she doesn't show up." 


"But what if she does, and Peeta's pretty sure she will." 


"Then I'm supposed to make it look like someone from the Capitol 
killed her," Gale said with a hint of sorrow in his voice. "You gotta 
understand, Catnip. | agreed to do this before I really knew everything 
that Effie Trinket has done. Not only for the rebellion, but for the future 
of this nation. |...| guess | never really gave her a chance, and I'm still 
not sure | can trust her, but for some reason my entire family does, 
so...| told Coin I'd do it because | knew if | didn't, someone else would 
be standing here in my place and wouldn't have any qualms about it." 


"So you're saying you won't hurt her?" 


"I won't, but I can't promise someone else won't." Gale turned towards 
Mitchell who was calling out to them. "Dinner is served. Why don't you 


bring a bowl in to Peeta and I'll tell everyone that you guys need to 
talk some stuff through or something.” 


"Fine," Katniss stormed towards the group that was getting ready to fill 
their bowls with food, but was pulled aside by Cressida who fitted her 
with a microphone and did a quick interview on how she felt now that 
Peeta was by her side in the Capitol. "I'm thrilled he's here. That 
means our daughter is doing well, and that my husband and I can fight 
side by side for our daughter's rights to live in a free country. Now if 
you don't mind, we're hungry and tired, and we'd like to call it a night." 


"You see, Peeta. You were right about Gale. He's supposed to kill 
Effie." 


"But he promised you he wouldn't right?" Peeta wondered where his 
mother was at that very minute. she had walked off with Boggs, Justus 
and Lavinia. 


"Yeah," but Katniss refrained from saying she wasn't sure anymore if 
she could believe him. 


"Then let's give him the benefit of the doubt. If Gale were going to hurt 
her, he would have never confessed that to you." Peeta pulled her in 
for a hug. "We've got only a few more hours before we have to film 
that stupid propos, so let's try and get some sleep. I'm pretty sure 
Boggs is keeping her safe. God knows Justus and Lavinia would 
never hurt her." 


"That's true," Katniss felt the churning in her stomach and didn't know 
if she'd be able to get any rest. "Okay, let's lie down and see if we can 
get some sleep." 


Plutarch's brief meeting with Haymitch occurred in the dark hallways 
of the hospital. "Are you certain no one will find us here?" Plutarch 
asked. 


"Positive," Haymitch ducked his head around the corner and saw Prim 
staring through the window at her niece. "We've got a helluva lookout 
working for us. Now tell me what's going on." 


Plutarch lowered his voice as quietly as possible, "Effie is gone. She, 
Justus and Lavinia took off in the middle of the night and are on their 
way towards the tunnels." 


"We sure about this? Those tunnels could have been booby trapped 
just like the whole damn Capitol." Haymitch wasn't feeling too good 
about Effie heading off on her own with the aid of Justus and Lavinia 
as backup. 


"Trust me Haymitch. When we designed the pods, no one thought of 
placing them through the tunnels. Outside of a few elite guards on 
Snow's staff, and those of us that were considered worthy of escaping, 
no one knows of those tunnels. And from what | understand, the 
Peacekeepers that were put to sleep with the gas we dispersed 
throughout their ventilation system were all...Snow made sure they 
never woke up." 


"So who knows about his escape route?" Haymitch leaned closer to 
Plutarch. 


"A few of the elite squad. Some of the officials," Plutarch's entire face 
grew dastardly, "Effie Trinket and Justus Valero." 


"And he still doesn't know that Justus is alive, right?" 


"Right, but let's face it Haymitch, rumors do tend to fly," Plutarch's all 
too pleased expression turned to concern. "Boggs has sent us an 
encrypted message that the three of them got out of camp three hours 
prior to first call. If anyone asks, he's telling them that they're on a 
special mission and no one knows of it." 


"Great, but how did our..." Haymitch hemmed and hawed. 


"Our little birds take it?" Plutarch finished for him. "Not too well, but 
Boggs got them under control. They're all about to head to the Block 
for our first real propos." 


"What's wrong, that shit you aired between Katniss and Peeta last 
night didn't spice things up enough for you?" Haymitch glared 
dangerously at Plutarch. 


"Relax old friend. This is a war, and everyone loves to be reminded 
why it is we are all fighting." 


"Then maybe you should start showing them pictures of starving 
children and not listening in to Katniss and Peeta's 
private...conversations." 


Plutarch let out a loud belly laugh. "Oh that girl is priceless. 
Complaining one minute that she's stuck wearing recording 
instrumentation and supplying us with a lifetime of...action the next." 


"Watch it, Plutarch." Haymitch gave him one more glare before 
heading in a different direction. "I'll see you in a couple of minutes. 
Gonna go check on Maysilee before | head up to see what you've got 
in store for them this morning on the Block." 


"Oh," Plutarch waved a hand at Haymitch. "It'll be safe. Perhaps if we 
get a few more shots like these, we'll be able to bring them home 
sooner rather than later." 


"Yeah. Sure. Why did | actually want to be sober for this shit," 
Haymitch mumbled to himself as he walked up to Prim. "How's she 
doing?" Haymitch peered through the window and took notice of 
Johanna sitting next to the little clear crib the baby was lying in and 
Regina sitting beside the clear crib that was pushed up against 
Maysilee's. 


"She did a lot of whining last night," Prim ran her hands over her 
braids in a nervous fashion. "Regina said that Adam couldn't sleep 
either, so she brought him down here and once they heard each other 
they both drifted off to sleep." 


"Two peas in a pod, huh?" Haymitch tucked his hand inside of his 
pants pocket wondering if either of the children would ever see their 
parents again. "They're getting ready to film the propos at the Capitol. 
Your mom and Peeta's dad got permission to watch the live footage. 
They around here?" 


"They've already headed up to the Command Center." Prim turned 
towards Haymitch. "I'm going with you." 


"Now wait a second kid, | didn't get authorization for you to see this..." 


"You said it would be safe," Prim stood as tall and determined as her 
older sister. "If it's safe then there's no reason why | can't watch it." 
She stuck her hand out and grabbed Haymitch's. "Shall we?" 


"Damn girl, you've been hanging around with Effie for too damn long.’ 
Haymitch conceded to Prim's request and brought her with him into 
the Command Center. He noticed the looks from several of the 
soldiers and one deadly glare from President Coin. "Girl's old enough 
to be thrown into an arena. She's old enough to watch the live filming. 
Now let's get started." 


Cressida stood at the corner of the block they had secured for the 
filming of the propos. "It's very simple. Boggs has the map of the area 
showing where the pods are, and which ones are life threatening. It is 
of utmost importance that we avoid those." 


Peeta stared at one of the cameramen closely. "You...you're an Avox, 
right?" From the moment he found out that Effie had gone off on a 
special mission that morning he had been on edge. "I can tell by the 
way you swallow." 


"Peeta," Katniss reached out to run a hand over his shoulder. "You 
okay?" 


"NO!" He snapped at her. Any minute now Snow's men could come 
ambush them and bring him in for more of the same torture he had 
suffered through before. 


"I'm here, Peeta. I'll protect you." Katniss ran her hand down his arm 
and felt the bumps of the weapons hiding within his uniform. "Don't 
turn your gauntlets on until you're filming on your own, okay?" 


"| know what to do, Katniss," he snapped at her. "I've been given my 
orders." 


The entire group formed around them as Cressida and the camera 
crew prepared for the first shot. "Jackson," Cressida called out, "you'll 
be taking target on that tiny stone at the end of that clothing store's 
garden. See the black edges?" 


"Yeah," Jackson answered. 


"That will release a small explosion, and all those little flowers, notice 
how brightly they're blooming right before winter?" Cressida arched 
her brow. "Well those will release a gas. It's a sleeping gas, so make 
sure you're wearing your gas mask." 


The group of soldiers in the Star Squad stood off camera and began 
making jokes with one another about the absurdity of what they were 
doing that day. 


"Okay, Jackson, let's run this one time without you taking aim," 
Cressida called out to her. "Your line is, "There's something off about 
that garden up ahead.' Now take your place." 


"When | was being held captive, they tortured that Peacekeeper from 
Twelve." Peeta walked away from the group and began talking aloud 
to himself. "He used to take care of us when we were at the Capitol," 


he faced Katniss and the squad slowly gathered around him. "I 
watched him as they skinned parts of his body. They cut off a few of 
his fingers and toes," the calm tone in Peeta's voice actually 
frightened Katniss to the core. "He tried to scream, but all that would 
come out was some sort of sick grunting sound." Peeta lifted his face 
to Katniss. "Real or not real?" 


The entire squad stared at him completely dumbfounded. Over 
breakfast they had all helped him with his real or not real game, 
explaining to him that some things that happened in the arena were 
real, but others were implanted by Snow. 


"Peeta," Katniss said softly. 
"Real or not real!? Someone answer me!" 


"From what information we gathered after Effie Trinket came to 
Thirteen," Boggs stepped forward. "We believe it was real." 


"Real," he hung his head down and ran his hands through his hair. 
"Katniss?" 


"I'm here," she reached for one of his covered hands. "It's going to be 
okay, Peeta." 


"Yeah. Easy for you to say. You're not the one fighting this shit," he 
said between gritted teeth and Katniss could tell that all the progress 
they had made back in Thirteen was quickly out the window. 


"All you have to do is look at me," she cupped his cheek as the others 
focused on Jackson's lame attempt at acting out her scene. "We can 
go back to the tent if you want. We'll just figure out something else to 
use as a propos featuring you and me." 


"No," he shook his head and stared into oblivion. "Something inside of 
me knew it was real." 


"How?" 


"There was nothing...shiny about it." Peeta lifted his eyes towards the 
rest of the squad. "I don't trust Mitchell or Homes." He gripped Katniss 
by the upper arms. "You stay away from them. You hear me? Don't 
turn your back on them for one second." 


"| won't." She wrapped her arms around his neck. "Let's get this over 
and done with so we can get the hell out of here and kill Snow. I'm 
tired of being the star of this damn show." 


"You and me both." Peeta pressed his locket against her pin, flipped it 
open and looked at the picture Effie had brought for him. After a few 
deep breaths he said, "Okay...I'm better now." 


"Good because it's our turn to go blow up a fake tree," Katniss 
giggled. "Apparently there's slime inside of it that causes you to be 
stuck like a mouse in a glue trap." 


"Katniss, | don't think we should be doing that. The last thing we need 
is to be sitting ducks for Coin's assassination squad." Peeta forced 
himself to keep his eyes level with hers. Looking out onto the block the 
rebels had secured for the filming of the propos, the large candy 
colored buildings towering above them, and the large man made 
waterfall that led into their dam had his skin crawling as images he 
had never seen before started to threaten his sanity. "Katniss," He 
yanked her into his arms. "I'm scared." 


"Of what?" Her eyes were darting between his. "Tell me and we'll work 
it through." 


"Coin...she knew what she was doing when she sent me back here, 
Katniss. There's something wrong. I...] can't put my finger on it." 


"Cressida," Katniss called out and got the director's attention. "Peeta 
and | need a quick break. We'll be right back." 


"Take as much time as you need," the roll of the director's eyes told 
Katniss that she wasn't the worst actor in the bunch and Cressida had 
a lot of work to do. "Be back in an hour, okay?" 


"Sure." Katniss held onto Peeta's hand and cornered him against the 
side of a building that no one was near. "Peeta, how did you know 
Darius’ torture was real?" 


His body slunk down the side of the building until he was sitting with 
his knees bent in front of him. "I...1 just did, but | wasn't quite sure, you 
know. It's like | needed somebody to reassure me." 


"You said it wasn't shiny. What did you mean?" Katniss sat next to him 
and wrapped her arms around her up drawn knees. 


"When | see things now...memories of my life, there are differences." 
He had never felt so vulnerable regardless of whether or not he was 
surrounded by soldiers that were stocked with more weapons than he 
could possibly imagine. "I need to hold you." Peeta was coming to 
some very painful conclusions and it was going to be hard to explain 
to Katniss. 


"Stretch your legs out," she straddled his lap and rested her hands 
against his shoulders. "Now tell me everything." 


"Like you've been telling me everything?" He snapped without 
meaning to. "Sorry. I'm..." his head fell onto her shoulder. "I'm so 
damn sorry for all of this Katniss." 


"Peeta, do you think maybe there's something else bothering you?" 
She pressed a kiss against his temple and grazed her lips slowly 
down the side of his face until they landed on his lips. "You're not 
wearing a microphone are you?" She arched a brow in jest. 


"No," he finally let out a chuckle. "I told them to keep those things off 
of us. They want to record me, use the mics on the cameras like 
everyone else does." 


"Good. That's what | told them too, and | said if | found one stuck to an 
item of my clothes without my knowledge | was going to shove it up 
Cressida's ass." 


"Well, that should make for some unique sound bites," Peeta laughed 
a little and began feeling more like himself again. 


"What do you say you explain what's happening so we can deal with it 
now before it gets out of hand?" 


Peeta ran his gauntlet covered hands over her cheeks. "Do these 
hurt?" 


"Nuh uh. They're pretty soft." 


Peeta closed his eyes and thought of all the things they had been 
going through since the very beginning, and how horrible things had 
been for him since she left him to go to the Capitol. "The only time I've 
felt like myself since arriving here is when we locked ourselves inside 
of our tent. | didn't feel like something terrible was about to happen, 
but today...waking up and finding out that my mom took off with 
Justus and Lavinia for some secret mission," he gave her a look that 
clearly stated he didn't believe it for one minute. "And now this 
propos." Peeta watched as one of the not so harmful pods had been 
released and Gale rolled across the ground, took a few shots at 


something, and stood up when Cressida screamed out cut. "Doesn't 
this feel...off to you, Katniss? Like it's staged?" 


"It is," she deadpanned. "We needed to bring heat to the propos, 
remember?" 


"Yeah, | Know, but this... Don't tell me Snow doesn't know we're here 
doing this." Peeta's eyes lifted upward. "I feel like he's been watching 
us this whole time." 


"Good. Let him come," Katniss stiffened her spine. "Then we can drag 
his sorry ass back to Thirteen in a body bag." 


Peeta tried to smile at her. "Sounds good." 


"Now tell me about the shiny stuff." Katniss had been waiting for this 
explanation. 


"When | see a memory, like one of you and Gale in the woods 
kissing," Katniss waited for him to explode, but he kept his cool. 
"Everything looks normal except for one thing. Gale. He doesn't look 
like the rest of the scenery, and he sure as hell doesn't sketch," Peeta 
remembered looking over the woods in Twelve and drawing the 
different colors of it. "That's how | know that memory was implanted. 
Gale is almost...glowing. There's this orange and green shimmer that 
radiates from him. Like some sort of aura. And when | think of the time 
you pushed me away during that kiss in the woods," he lifted a hand 
to keep her silent before she started to insist that it wasn't him she 
pushed away. "I can see this golden light shining from every part of my 
body. | saw your hands run through my hair and then whip back, and 
when you did that, it was like rays of bright light encapsulated my 
entire being." He held onto her hands. "It wasn't me you pushed away. 
It was Gale. | Know that now." He began to shake his head back and 
forth. "This morning | saw you walking through the center of District 


Twelve while the firebombs were being dropped. You were pointing at 
the bakery and a bomb blew it to pieces." 


"Oh my God, Peeta," Katniss gasped. 


"You were floating through the district like a glistening bright light." 
Peeta pulled her closer to him. "You were shiny. You were...not real." 


Katniss felt a pang of regret fill her entire system. "Those bastards. I'll 
kill them for what they did to you." 


"You don't have to." Peeta lifted himself up and held out a hand to her. 
"I'm pretty sure my mother is on her way to do that right now." 


"Peeta?" Katniss spoke in a hushed tone so only he could hear. "Do 
you think she went to find Snow?" 


"| Know she did," Peeta glanced towards the Star Squad's leader, "and 
| think | Know why." He blew out a deep breath, feeling much better 
after getting all of that off of his chest. "Okay, give me a kiss baby," he 
said with a hint of teasing in a hushed voice. "Let's go show these 
amateurs how to film a propos." 


Katniss leaned into his kiss and said in her best seductive voice, "If 
you Call me baby in front of these people, you're going to wish it was 
one of Coin's men that got their hands on you." 


"Yes ma'am," He chuckled. 
"Ma'am." She gave herself a little nod. "I can live with that in public." 


"Good lord, how many times are you going to say the damn line 
Homes," Boggs yelled out at him with humor in his voice, something 
the squad hadn't really experienced much of as of late. "Just say, 'I 
think | got him sir." Boggs shook his head in shame as he headed 


towards Katniss and Peeta. "And you thought you were a disgrace on 
camera. Plutarch is probably regretting his choices by now." 


"Thank God," Cressida directed Katniss and Peeta to their marks. "If 
you two could just battle it out with the pod we're about to blow up. It's 
a heat seeking net. We have a fire pit hidden behind that rock out 
there so it'll go for that, but we'll need you to pretend like it's trying to 
capture one of your squad members. 


"Sure," Peeta secured his gloves and whispered the new command he 
and Beetee had come up with to turn it on, "Are you ready, Peeta?" 
The gauntlets turned on the second he got the command out. 


"Great," Cressida began taking him towards his mark. 
"Good morning," Katniss said to her bow. 
"Morning," Boggs answered. 


Katniss let out a tinkle of laughter. "That's how | turn this thing on." 
She pulled her bow up and pulled a regular arrow out to aim at a few 
of the block's more unnoticeable targets. 


"Listen," Boggs guided her a few steps away. "I don't want you and 
Peeta going after Effie. She and Justus are the only ones that have 
intimate details of the tunnels that lead to Snow. Plutarch, Haymitch 
and | have discussed a way for her to get in there and try to kidnap 
Snow. Once they get him, Effie's planning on taking him somewhere 
none of the rebels know about. She wouldn't let me in on it, but 
Haymitch and Plutarch know about the place...they even hinted that 
Peeta might..." The sound of a click had both Katniss and Boggs' 
eyes growing to twice their size. "Shit." 


"We need to jump Boggs," Katniss recognized the sound of the mine 
that he had inadvertently triggered. "On the count of three, we jump. 
Ready? One! Two!" Katniss felt herself being simultaneously yanked 
and pushed as far away as possible from the explosion that left Boggs 
lying in a puddle of his own blood. 
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Previously: Katniss and Peeta are now at the Capitol with plans 
to kill Snow, but Coin's ambition has become just as much of a 


threat to them as the man they're trying to remove from power. 
Effie made her way to the Capitol as well with a weapon that 
Beetee designed along with a hidden agenda and left the rebel's 
campsite with Justus and Lavinia without K/P's knowledge. The 
Star Squad was in the midst of filming a propos when Boggs 
stepped on a pod. 
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Mockingjay: Broken Wings 


Effie gave Peeta a hug and placed a kiss against his cheek. "You look 
so tired darling. Please get some rest." 


"| will," Peeta gave her a squeeze then pulled far enough away to 
smile into her eyes. "I'm sort of glad you're here. Now I can keep both 
you and Katniss safe." 


"No darling," Effie pursed her lips and said in a scolding tone, "it is a 
parent's job to protect her cub, and you my dear one are mine to 
protect. Now please allow me to take care of you." She stepped back 
and gave him a tiny smile, "Go to bed. Your wife is waiting for you." 


"Yes, mother dear," he teased her and got a playful smack across the 
rump in return. 


"Do not make me sit you in a corner young man," Effie chided him as 
he walked away. 


"See you at breakfast," Peeta gave her a big toothy grin. 


"Peeta!" Effie called out to him, stopping him before he was out of 
sight. 


"Everything okay?" 


She had no clue if she'd ever see him again. This beautiful boy that 
had entered her life less than two years earlier meant so much to her. 
"| just wanted to tell you..." she gave her shoulder a little shrug, "...oh, 
I'm just being silly. A mother's love and all," she waved it off. 


"Hey mom," Peeta jogged up to her and gave her a kiss on the cheek. 
"| love you too." 


"Oh, quit being such a little," she let out a giggle when he placed his 
lips against her cheek, blew and caused a vibrating noise to come out. 
"Peeta Mellark you silly little fiend." 


"Night mom." He stood there. 


"Go to bed." 


"| will right after you. Now go." He crossed his arms and waited for her 
to leave. 


Effie had no choice but to walk off with the group waiting for her. 
Justus, Lavinia and Boggs stood in a little huddle by another tent. The 
four of them headed slowly away as Peeta ducked into his own tent 
and out of sight. "One moment please," Effie held up a hand and 
checked over her shoulder to make sure Peeta and Katniss didn't 
come back out. "All right. Do we have somewhere we can speak in 
private?" 


"This way," Boggs led them towards the edge of camp, into the 
darkness. "Miss. Trinket, how good are you at sign language?" 


"Not very, but that won't make much of a difference," Effie dug into a 
her backpack and pulled out two devices, slipped on her headband, 
put in her earpiece and turned to Boggs. "If you wouldn't mind turning 
your back to camp and blocking your hands so anyone that can read 
sign won't be able to see what it is you're saying, | would greatly 
appreciate it. Justus...Lavinia..." she handed them the two devices she 
pulled from her pack, "Beetee tells me you three have been using 
these for quite some time without anyone's knowledge." The duo 
nodded. "Shame. Shame," Effie gave them a spirited grin. "Shall we 
see if they work with my earpiece?" 


Lavinia slipped it on and Effie gasped. "Yes." 
"My word. Say that again." 
"Yes," Lavinia said. 


"Oh my," Effie's fingers flew to her throat. "You try Justus. Say 
something." 


"Something," Justus spoke and didn't sign. "Did you hear me?" 


"Yes," Effie swallowed the huge lump in her throat. "It's a miracle. 
Truly a miracle." 


"Could one of you please explain what the hell is going on?" Boggs 
asked. 


"Oh," Effie flustered a bit. "| do apologize for being so rude." Effie 
began to explain. "The devices you see attached to their throats are 
enabling me to hear what their tongues would normally allow them to 
say with this," she tapped at her earpiece. 


"Holy shit," Boggs looked like his jaw was about to hit the ground. "Oh, 
sorry about my use of language Miss. Trinket." 


"No need to apologize Commander. | believe | used a few expletives 
myself when Beetee told me what the intended purpose of the 
earpiece and the devices were as well." 


"No one mentioned he was working on anything like this back in 
Thirteen," Boggs tilted his head a little to get a better look at Effie's 
earpiece. 


"No one knew," Effie tightened her lips and placed her finger over 
them as if telling him to keep it a secret. "He had put in a request, but 
was denied. Apparently it was considered a waste of resources as 
was my wonderful weapon by the Capitol." Effie turned to show him 
her pack. "I tell you, that Beetee is a sneaky little rascal. Now, shall we 
get down to business?" 


"Yes," Boggs still looked like he was in shock. "That's probably for the 
best." 


"Wonderful," Effie gave her hands a little clap. "First, may | please 
have use of your Holo, Commander?" Boggs studied the panel on his 
arm that he never took off, knitted his brows together, and though Effie 
knew she would not be taking it from him on a permanent basis, she 
failed to tell him this as a means of testing whether or not she truly 
had earned his trust. When he unstrapped the device and handed it to 
her, she knew without a shadow of a doubt that Boggs was on their 
side. "Thank you. If you wouldn't mind holding it straight out, all | need 
to do is..." she flipped a switch on her headband and spoke, "Hagar." 


"Good Evening, Effie," the male computer voice spoke to her and no 
one else. 


"The Holo is within range now. Can you access it without projecting a 
map?" Effie noticed how the three people around her gave her strange 
looks but ignored them. 


"Yes. One moment," the computer voice linked into her 
neuropathways spoke to her. "I have turned the unit on and am 
downloading all of the current updates. Updates are complete, Effie. 
Shall | stay on?" 


"No thank you, Hagar. You may shut down until three in the morning 
when | must wake up." 


"| shall wake you at three in the morning. Good night, Effie. Sleep 
well." 


"Good night, Hagar." Effie gave Boggs a slight grin. "Thank you, 
Commander. | now have the current updates. Beetee was kind 
enough to provide me with all of the information your Holos have, but 
as you know, they automatically update whenever a new pod is set or 
one has been triggered." 


"Miss. Trinket, who were you talking to?" Boggs gave her a strange 
look. 


Effie tapped at her headband. "I couldn't exactly turn on my weapon 
by saying it's a big big big day, and why Katniss thought that would be 
humorous when Beetee asked her how to start up my weapon has left 
me quite curious, so | named it Hagar, Johanna's name for Steven 
Tanner, my Peacekeeper. Beetee said calling it Mr. Tanner was a 
little...formal, don't you think?" Effie asked. 


"Oh...um, yeah. Hagar sounds good to me." Boggs looked at her 
headgear and pack again. "This whole thing listens to you? Talks to 
you?" 


"I'm not sure how it works to be honest, but yes, it is all linked up with 
me and only me, and now it is linked up with the Holo thingamabob," 
her fingertips flitted towards his Holo as he reattached it to his arm. 
"Now...this is the plan," the woman, who was in no way a commander 
of any kind, began taking charge. "Justus...Lavinia, | am about to ask 
the two of you to volunteer for something you have every right to say 
no to. It seems that both presidents want not only my darling children 
dead, but me as well. There is but one difference, | fear | have more 
enemies than Katniss and Peeta do. Where there may be a handful of 
rebels out to kill my darling children, there could be hundreds out to kill 
me as well as hired guns. | do not have proof of this, but..." 


"| can verify this from Coin's camp," Boggs added. "I know she wants 
you dead and she wouldn't have a problem hiring someone to do it 
just to guarantee the job gets done." 


"Well, there you go," Effie gave her head a little pitiful shake. "That 
woman is a poor excuse for a president. Oh," she turned her attention 
towards Boggs, "pardon me. | shouldn't be speaking out of turn 
towards her in your company." Effie was still unsure of how far she 


could push her luck when speaking about Coin in the company of 
Boggs. "She is your president and | should refrain from..." 


"Miss. Trinket," Boggs stopped Effie before she finished apologizing. 
"I'm all for calling a spade a spade." 


"Wonderful, we're all on the same page then." Boggs gave her a nod 
of approval. Effie's entire demeanor changed. Her left eye narrowed 
as her right one widened, "That wretched woman thinks she can kill 
me and my children off? Well I've got news for her! Justus. Lavinia. If 
you two volunteer for this mission, there will be people crawling out of 
the woodwork trying to kill me, but | swear to you, this little beauty 
Beetee gave me will keep us safe. If you don't want to join me. | can 
do this alone. | have no problems heading into the tunnels myself." 


"I'm going," Lavinia spoke and signed. 
"Me too," Justus followed up. "When do we leave?" 


"Before sunrise. Once we get close enough to Viggo Bette's former 
residency..." 


"Bette's? That's the official you killed?" Boggs' brows shot up. "You 
really think that's safe?" 


"We're at war." Effie faced Boggs. "Are any of us safe?" 
"No. | guess not." 


"Commander, there is something | must tell you," Effie lifted her chin. 
"Something | have not let anyone know other than Peeta's physicians 
which include Dr. Valero, his mother in law Evelyn Everdeen and his 
mentor Haymitch Abernathy. During Peeta's hijacking they did 
something to him during some of the sessions. They were trying to 


turn him against Katniss. Telling him that she was responsible for the 
firebombs of Twelve. Showing him altered recordings of her and Gale, 
and those seemed to be the ones that monopolized his memories not, 
the others." 


"Others?" 
"Steven Tanner," Effie sighed. 
"The Peacekeeper," Boggs gave her a look of inquiry. 


"The night before we took Peeta to Twelve we took the tunnels to the 
hovercrafts. He showed me how to manipulate their computers to 
drain the hovercrafts of power. We hid Peeta's medications on board. 
That was the night he taught me about guns, how to defend myself, 
how to fight back. During my long night of training he also told me that 
Peeta knew about the tunnels. That he was glad we were both leaving 
because they had taught Peeta about the underbelly of the Capitol." 
Effie shared with Boggs her fears and told him the extent to which 
Snow had tortured Peeta. "Dr. Valero later revealed to me that she told 
Beetee and Dr. Brown about Peeta's torture since they were such a 
vital part of his recovery, and now | fear that President Coin knows the 
truth. She knows exactly what..." Effie gulped. 


"You think Peeta will hurt Katniss?" Boggs asked as he threw a 
cautious stare in the direction of their tent. 


"If | thought that | would have never allowed him to leave Thirteen in 
the first place," Effie said as though offended at the mere suggestion. 
"That boy would die before he allowed something to happen to 
Katniss." 


"Then what are you trying to ask me, Miss. Trinket?" Boggs faced Effie 
again. 


"Perhaps you could let Peeta know, when he's away from the others, 

not Katniss of course, what Snow's done. Give him a little preparation 
so he can battle these flashbacks and not be taken by surprise. They 
will be difficult for him." 


"| can do that. Plus, I'll be here to help," Boggs laid a reassuring hand 
on her shoulder. "I'll watch out for your kids, Miss. Trinket. | promise." 


"Thank you," Effie felt a little weight lifted from her shoulders knowing 
that someone like Boggs would be there for Katniss and Peeta. "Now, 
| think we should try and get what little rest we can." she gave her 
watch a peek. "Three hours of sleep is the minimum a person should 
have or it's really a bit senseless." She looked around. "Is there a tent 
| can use or must | sleep by a flaming can?" 


Boggs let out a chuckle and the sound of laughter came through her 
earpiece from Justus and Lavinia both. "You three can use my tent," 
Boggs led the way. 


At three in the morning a male computer voice began to speak, "Good 
morning, Effie. It's time to wake up." Effie's eyelids fluttered opened, 
and though no one else heard it, she could have sworn she heard the 
sound of the bells that hung over the library down the street from her 
childhood home signaling it was time for her to wake up as a 
schoolgirl. It was one of her favorite memories. 


"We need some sticks and rope," Katniss ordered Peeta to grab what 
he could find as Mitchell headed towards the large first aid kit they 
brought with them wherever they went. "You remember what | did in 
the arena to set the tourniquet Peeta?" 


"Yeah." It was embedded in his mind forever. "I'll do the left leg. You 
do the right." 


"Katniss," Boggs tried to reach for something. 


"Just lay still." Katniss began ripping at the pant leg where his limbs 
had been blown off. 


"Get the Holo. Hurry," Boggs’ breathing was choppy to say the least. 
Katniss pulled it off of his wrist and handed it to him. "Here." 


"Place your thumb here." Katniss followed his orders. "Now you 
Peeta." 


"Why me?" Peeta wasn't sure he should be in charge of it. 

"Just do it!" Boggs yelled. "Hurry, before Mitchell gets back." 
Peeta pressed his thumb next to Katniss print. "Okay, now what?" 
"Katniss, say your name." 

"Katniss Mellark." 

"Say it three times," Boggs ordered her. 


"Katniss Mellark. Katniss Mellark. Katniss Mellark." 


"Computer recognizes new first command as Katniss Mellark." 
"Peeta, it's your turn. Say your name twice." 

"Peeta Mellark. Peeta Mellark." 

“Computer recognizes second in command as Peeta Mellark." 
"Now strap this to Katniss' wrist." Boggs' handed it to Peeta. "Hurry." 


Peeta worked quickly to get it on Katniss' arm. "Okay, it's secure. 
There's a safety feature on here that will only work if one of you says 
the word nightlock three times in a row. It works as a bomb. Release it 
from your wrist and it will explode, but only in case of emergency." 
Boggs began spitting up blood. "Listen to me, both of you. Do not trust 
any of these people. None of them. Effie, Justus and Lavinia are 
making their way through the tunnels to get a secure way to Snow. No 
one in the rebellion knows the layout of them but those two and 
possibly you Peeta. Effie said they showed them to you during your 
hijacking. They brainwashed you into trying to rescue Snow and killing 
Katniss." 


Peeta's eyes flew open. "Then why...why didn't anyone tell me this?" 


“Because you didn't remember it. You were getting better, but now that 
you're back here they think there might be some sort of trigger, but 
you kept fighting it, and directing it towards Snow. You two made a 
deal with Coin. You both said you wanted to kill Snow so...do it. Snow 
has no clue that Effie went through his secret files and knows the 
entire layout of the underground tunnels or where his hideout is. She 
knows his escape plan. His backup plans...all four of them." Boggs 
continued to cough up blood as Mitchell headed back. "Don't tell them 
that Peeta is second in command now." 


"We have to get him medical attention. Now!" Katniss lifted her eyes 
towards the sludge heading their way, setting off each and every pod. 
"Peeta, the heat seeking net is coming this way. Your body 
temperature!" She could see the fury in his eyes and knew he was 
fighting off a flashback with every ounce of his strength. 


"Don't worry about me. Let's get Boggs to safety," Peeta tightened the 
tourniquet and made to lift Boggs as Mitchell came from behind with 
the first aid kit and tripped Peeta intentionally. "What the hell?" Mitchell 
reached for his gun. "Star," Peeta screamed and watched as the blade 
shoot out of his gauntlet and sliced through the center of Mitchell's 
belly causing him to stagger backwards and land on a pod that had 
him flying upwards and cover the soldier in green goop that ate 
through his flesh within seconds. "| guess we know who it was that 
had the bullet with my name on it." The bullets Peeta had spoken of 
had narrowly missed him shooting into the earth instead. Peeta's star 
shaped blade had reached the man only a split second before Mitchell 
had taken his deadly shot. Peeta dragged Boggs as far away from the 
block as he possibly could with Katniss help but the heat seeking net 
continued to follow them. 


"Leave me here," Boggs begged them. "Leave me! I'm going to die 
anyway," His grip on Katniss' arm was almost deadly. She knew it was 
true. There was only so much blood a person could lose before death 
was inevitable. "Just go. Let the net capture me. Run." Katniss and 
Peeta exchanged looks. The rest of their squad was long gone around 
the corner searching for shelter. "RUN!" 


It was one of the hardest decisions he had ever had to make in his life 
and had it not been for the little girl lying in Thirteen or the woman 
standing next to him Peeta never would have made it. "Thank you, 
Boggs. We won't forget your sacrifice." Peeta had to ask, "Do you 
want me to end it for you now or do you want the net to do it?" 


"Leave me to the net," Boggs choked out. "Now go do your jobs, and 
make sure you win this thing." 


"We will," Katniss took out a flash and placed it between Boggs' 
fingers hoping the heat from it would attract the net, grabbed Peeta's 
hand and pulled him away in the direction the rest of the group went in 
as the net landed on Boggs. The woven ropes ate through his flesh 
like acid, killing him and leaving his body in bloodied bits only seconds 
before the black sludge covered him. 


"Catnip!" Gale called to her from a house they had broken into. "Come 
on." Peeta and Katniss made it inside as Gale slammed the door 
closed behind them. 


"Who's left?" Katniss asked. 


"Everyone except... one of the nets got Cressida and | have no clue 
what happened to Finnick or Mitchell." Gale slunk down with his back 
against the door. "There's no way we can get back to safety now." 


"Mitchell's dead. Tripped over a pod. What the hell happened out 
there?" Katniss covered for Peeta. 


"How the hell did they even know we were there?" Peeta began 
ranting. 


"Probably figured it out the second we set off the first pod," Messalla 
answered. "Most of these blocks are under surveillance" 


"Yeah, but we were told this one was free from surveillance That 
Beetee had it disconnected," Peeta said with suspicion "Did someone 
here let one of their Capitol friends know?" 


"Hey, the only Capitol friends that aren't here are Effie, Justus and 
Lavinia, so don't go blaming us!" Gale poked a finger in Peeta's chest. 


"Back off Gale. | know for a fact you want my mother dead, so be very 
careful what you say about her, or you and me are going to have 
some serious problems." 


"You told him?" Gale widened his eyes towards Katniss. 


"Did you think | wouldn't? He's my husband? And she's my mother in 
law? Geez Gale! The woman saved my life! She saved Peeta's life!" 
Katniss threw her hands in the air, "She saved all of your lives! So 
yeah! YEAH! | told him! And I'm shocked as hell that you didn't the 
moment you were asked to do it!" 


"Oh for Christ sake. Why they hell are you two even here?" Gale 
began pacing around the house. 


"That's enough. We can't stay here." Jackson began. "Snow's men 
know where we are and we have to get out of here. Katniss give me 
that Holo so | can figure out where to go next." 


"| can't. Boggs transferred the codes over to me." 


"He what?" Jackson looked furious. "Well, just transfer them to me 
and we'll get going." 


"Sorry. That's not going to happen." Katniss held onto the Holo 
protectively. 


"I'm second in command!" Jackson shouted. 


"| was there when he did it." Peeta stepped up. "Katniss, | think it's 
time we tell them." Katniss wasn't sure what Peeta was going to say, 
but if anyone ever doubted why her husband was dubbed the 


Jabberjay she could have pointed to this moment in time. The moment 
when the man they were all ready to kill only hours before convinced 
them that they should follow her into battle instead of the person 
President Coin put second in command. "You see," Peeta started, "the 
reason | was sent here was because there's a special mission that 
only she, Boggs, Effie, Justus, Lavinia and | knew about. That's why 
she's got the Holo now. The mission we had originally been briefed on 
was a hoax. Obviously you all figured that out when you got here and 
it had been completed days before by another squad. This mission is 
of the highest importance. Only certain soldiers were brought in on it. 
Truth be told...victors were the chosen ones. Now, | realize that Effie, 
Justus and Lavinia aren't victors, but they worked the Games, were 
exceptionally familiar with the ins and outs of them, so they were 
chosen for the mission." Peeta held up his hand to silence Jackson 
before she could ask anything. "Please don't ask for details as we're 
unable to divulge any at this stage. If we could then Katniss would be 
able to hand the Holo over to you." 


"It's true," Finnick came from around the corner the sound of a toilet 
flushing could be heard in the far part of the apartment. "I was briefed 
on it last night." 


Katniss and Peeta had never felt such relief when they saw Finnick 
Odair enter the room and throw in his support. "Katniss and Peeta are 
now in charge, so | say we follow our Mockingjay and our Jabberjay 
into victory. They haven't let any of us down before." 


Bing, Evelyn, Haymitch and Prim sat around the large table in the 
Command Center having a good laugh at the lack of acting abilities of 
the men and women Plutarch had chosen to be in the Star Squad. 


"At least they look good on camera," Prim tried to give him a little 
boost of confidence when his entire face turned beet red as one of the 
men couldn't get the line right and had to do the take over six different 
times. 


"That's about all they've got going for them," Plutarch let out a little 
laugh for Prim's sake and the entire room let out a burst of laughter 
with the exception of President Coin. 


"I'm sure you're all enjoying yourselves, but we are wasting valuable 
resources here. We need to get this recorded and on the air as soon 
as possible." She directed her attention towards Plutarch. "When are 
we shooting Katniss and Peeta? We need to get some experience on 
that screen." 


"They're next President Coin. We've got the pod all set up for..." The 
loud explosion caused all of them to freeze. Sounds of people 
screaming from within the Command Center began overlapping when 
the feed was lost. "Fulvia, what happened? Did we lose the shot?" 
Plutarch lurched over the computer screen she was looking at. 


"No, | pulled it from the large screen," Fulvia glanced towards Bing, 
Evelyn and Prim. 


"We'll need you three to leave," Plutarch ordered. 


"We're not going anywhere," Bing stood up. "Those are our children 
out there, now if you have it on camera, show it!" 


The scene before them was utter chaos. Boggs was lying in a massive 
pool of blood with Katniss and Peeta attending to his wounds. His legs 
were missing, and both Katniss and Peeta were acting swiftly trying to 
stop the bleeding by securing tourniquets to the stumps left of his legs. 
The cameramen were racing away from view and all that could be 
seen were pods exploding one by one as a flood of sludge slowly 
made its way down the empty block. 


"What's going on?" Prim screamed out. "What is that stuff?" 


"Someone must have found out they were recording there and set up 
a trap for them. They've got to get out of there," Plutarch tapped on his 
earpiece. "Cressida, can you hear me? Cressida? Star Squad this is 
Command, come in." Plutarch's face drained of blood. "We've lost 
communications." 


Pod after pod released their deadly attack. The heat seeking nets flew 
through the air landing on someone, but no one could make out who it 
was. Screams, and voices were talking over one another as the group 
ran deeper into the Capitol until finally no one was seen or heard from 
any longer. 


"That's it," Coin stood tall. "I think it's safe to say, we have lost our Star 
Squad in the line of duty. Plutarch, we'll need to put together a propos 
showing their last acts of bravery and let the country know that our 
Mockingjay and Jabberjay have given their lives for the good of the 
nation." 


"What!?" Prim yelled out in unison with her mother and Bing. 


Bing placed a protective arm over Evelyn and Prim. "There is 
absolutely no proof that our children have died, and until you can 
prove without a shadow of a doubt that they are dead neither one of 
our families will approve of such a statement." 


"| do not need your approval." Coin faced them. "You three are 
excused from this Command Center." 


"We're not going anywhere," Bing stood firm. 


"You can either turn and walk out of here freely and watch over their 
child or | can have the three of you escorted out of here in cuffs and 
take custody of that child myself. The choice is yours." Coin's nostrils 
flared as she stood with her feet firmly planted and her hands behind 
her back. 


"Come on," Haymitch led them out. "I'll take care of this. Don't worry 
about it. You three go stay with Maysee." 


"I'm glad there's going to be an election when this is all over," Prim 
said to Coin with all the fire of her sister. "With any luck we'll get a 
president that doesn't have a heart made of ice running this country. 
Throw me in jail if you want. | don't care." 


"Come on Primrose," Bing led her out the door after Haymitch. Once 
in the hall he said, "You better find out if our kids are still alive 
Haymitch." 


"I'm sure they are." 


"That's what worries me," Evelyn said in her quiet tone. "If Coin 
announces that they're dead, anyone from either side of this war can 
kill them and no one will question it." 


"Don't you worry about it. Those two have been through a lot worse 
than what we just saw," Haymitch led them to the staircase instead of 
the elevators. "Plutarch, Effie, Justus, Lavinia and | have already set 
something in motion out there. Those kids have allies all over the 
Capitol that will help to keep them safe, and we've got a way of 


contacting them that Coin doesn't know about. I'll get back to you later 
on, just make sure you keep this to yourself, and keep acting like 
you're pissed as hell and worried sick." 


"Well that shouldn't be too difficult," Evelyn let out a worried sigh and 
fought to keep the tears back. "You better bring my kids home, 
Haymitch or I'll be on the next medical hovercraft to the Capitol and do 
it myself." 


"I'm working on it, Evelyn. I'm working on it." Haymitch peeked out the 
doorway to make sure it was clear. "Take the elevator down to the 
hospital level and whatever you do, do not leave Adam or Maysee 
alone for one second. You tell Regina to keep those two babies side 
by side until this thing is all over, got me?" 


"That shouldn't be a problem considering neither one of them have 
been sleeping properly unless they're next to each other," Prim said. 
"So," she gave Haymitch a little smirk, "think she'll throw me in jail?" 


"| doubt it," Haymitch gave Prim a little head shake and forced himself 
not to grin at the girl. "Just quit stirrin' up trouble." 


"I'm not making any promises," Prim said innocently. "Let us know if 
we can do anything else to help, okay?" 


"I'll keep you up to date, but for now, I've got to go. Gotta find out what 
the hell happened with that propos and who spilled the beans about 
our people being there. That whole block was supposed to be 
disconnected from Capitol surveillance." Haymitch headed back 
towards the Command Center. "We'll meet up later for an update. In 
the meantime, stay under Coin's radar," he pointed at Prim, "Got me?" 


"| told you, I'm not making any promises." 


"She's going to behave herself," Evelyn gave her a motherly warning. 
"Don't make us wait too long." 


"I'll do my best." Haymitch made his way back into the Command 
Center into the middle of a heated debate between Plutarch and Coin. 


",..to0 soon. What if they find a way to fix communications with us?" 


"And if they're dead?" Coin's tight lips were turning white. "The last 
thing we want is for Snow to be the one to announce their death and 
take credit for it. If he does that then he will make their sacrifice look 
like it meant nothing to the rebels efforts. No, we must take control of 
this situation. Prepare something now." The entire room was silent. 
"NOW!" Coin's loss of composure shocked even Haymitch and had 
Plutarch scrambling for his computer and towards the exit with only a 
nod in acquiescence. 


Messalla was more than useful since he had resided in an exact 
replica of the apartment they had found themselves inside of. The 
cupboards in the kitchen were bare upon searching for food, but 
Messalla and everyone from the Capitol had warned them that they'd 
find all the homes that way. 


"Above the bed," Messalla pointed out. "You see those mirrors? They 
aren't really mirrors, they're storage spaces." Cans poured out, as well 


as packages of cookies and crackers, individual boxes of juices, 
flavored water and wine, all tumbled out onto the bed for consumption. 


"This is sickening," Jackson said as though it were just as repulsive as 
watching a child be murdered in the arena. "All this hording. They 
should be shot on sight." 


"Fortunately for us they were hoarders," Gale grabbed a few cans of 
soup and began lining them up on the counter, "or we'd be going to 
bed hungry tonight." 


Peeta swiped a couple of cans off the bed. "The man's got a point." 


"We should divide these up evenly based on each person's needs," 
Homes suggested as he began transferring the contents to the same 
counter Gale had used. 


It seemed everyone from Thirteen agreed with him while everyone 
else rolled their eyes and took a can of soup and a box of something 
non alcoholic to drink. 


"Why don't we just eat instead?" Finnick threw each of the soldiers 
from Thirteen a can and a box of juice. "We'll worry about diving it up 
a little later." Thoughts of tiny rolls being flown into the arena and 
Johanna's sarcastic reply as to who got what flashed through his 
mind. "Eat." He sat in a corner to himself and slowly drank the cold 
can of clam and corn chowder down, sipping at a box of sparkling 
strawberry and kiwi flavored water. An odd combination of flavors to 
say the least, but the lingering taste of clams on his tongue reminded 
him of home leaving him with feelings of emptiness and longing for 
Annie's arms to hold him close. He missed their late nights on the 
beach. Swimming beneath the dark surface of the ocean or skimming 
along the top of the sea allowing the moonlight to act as their only 
form of light. 


"How you doing?" Gale's voice brought Finnick back to the Capitol 
from District Four. 


"Fine. You?" He threw Gale a look then tossed one in Katniss' and 
Peeta's direction. 


"I'd be better if those two weren't so damn close all the time. | don't 
know," Gale gave them a leery expression. "I think he's hiding 
something from her." 


"You worry too much Hawthorne. He's not the one keeping anything 
from her." Finnick leaned back against the wall. "From the sounds of 
things earlier, you were the one that was keeping something from all 
of us, and to be honest, I'm not a big fan of anyone that promises to 
kill Effie Trinket." 


"Another one to add to the list," Gale rolled his eyes. "What the hell is 
with all you victors? Did you guys forget that she worked for Snow?" 


"What is it with you?" Finnick leaned forward. "Are you forgetting that 
you were never thrown into an arena? That you aren't the only person 
to have ever suffered? That you didn't live the worst life any one 
person ever lived in a district? As a matter of fact, I'm guessing, your 
life was pretty average by most standards when it came to district 
living. Let me guess," Finnick placed his finger against the corner of 
his lip as if in thought. "Your family spent their lives overworked and 
underpaid. You went to bed each night on the brink of starvation. You 
had to take out a tessarae to keep from starving and because of that 
you had your name called...oh wait, you weren't called into the arena, 
were you?" 


"That doesn't mean | didn't face death," Gale glared at Finnick. 


"Or maybe you would have preferred the soft life of Peeta Mellark? 
The boy from town. Eat a couple of times a day, if your family had 
enough, but your mother, you know the woman that's supposed to cry 
when you get reaped, beats you pretty much daily. Makes you wish 
you were dead before you're school age, uses wooden objects to do 
it, and then one day...one day Effie Trinket walks into your life. Pulls 
your name out of a glass ball and poof, you're in the Games and you 
know what he told me," Finnick practically spit out a burst of laughter. 
"He said to me, ‘from that very first train ride Effie was trying to save 
my life. Haymitch had fallen over face first into a pile of his own vomit, 
and Effie was the one that made me see how devastating our situation 
was. She made me realize how much we needed Haymitch's 
experience. How much we needed everyone at the Capitol to be on 
our side. From the moment | met Effie Trinket she's been fighting to 
keep me and Katniss alive. Effie's always loved me.' Can you believe 
that? Funny thing is...l actually believe he's right. | actually think Effie 
Trinket has loved that kid since she first laid eyes on him." Finnick 
pushed his fingertips into Gale's chest. "So yeah, I've got a very big 
problem with anyone that wants to hurt Effie Trinket, including 
youHawthorne. Got it?" 


"Got it." Gale sat back. "That still doesn't make me feel better. | still 
think Peeta's keeping something from Katniss." 


"If you want to find out what it is, go ask. As for me, I'm going to get 
some rest until someone else comes up with a different plan." Finnick 
leaned back and closed his eyes. "Let them work it out," he said when 
he felt Gale stand up. "If something is up between them, they'll need 
to work it out, and the only way they'll do that is if they can talk about it 
between themselves in private." 


"How the hell are they supposed to do that with all of us standing 
around?" Gale gave Finnick a look like he was crazy. "There's no way 
in hell we're going to leave them alone..." 


"Gale," Finnick shut him up with a blank stare. "They had the entire 
world watching them and no one knew what the hell they were saying. 
You really think they won't be able to communicate in here?" Finnick 
stared up at him until he finally caught on. "Have a seat. Looks like 
they're in the middle of it right now anyway," Finnick threw a quick 
glanced at Katniss and Peeta who were moving their lips and not 
making a bit of sound. "The way | figure, if it's a personal thing, we'll 
have a plan of action within the hour. If it's something that effects all of 
us, we'll have a plan of action within the hour. Either way...we won't be 
sitting still for too long." 


"It better not be personal. We can't allow for things like that to affect 
our mission," Gale tightened his boot strings. 


"You need to pull the stick out Hawthorne. You're way too uptight." 
Finnick leaned back and closed his eyes. "I'm going to get a little shut 
eye now. I'm planning on having some pretty hot dreams about my 
wife so if that's going to bother you and your ideas about what a man 
should be dreaming of during a war, you should probably go sit by 
someone else." Finnick shooed him away and brought thoughts of 
Annie and moonlit walks to the front of his mind as Katniss and Peeta 
had their silent disagreement a few yards away from him. As he dozed 
off Annie's green eyes and glistening skin were bobbing up and down 
in a sea of dark blue water. Sounds of the ocean lapping against the 
shore and the dinging of a buoy in the distance were easing him into 
slumber until the nation's anthem began playing and Finnick's eyes 
flew open to see the seal being shone brightly above the Capitol. 
Finnick crawled on his hands and knees towards the window for a 
closer look. His heart was racing uncontrollably as he felt the thick 


humidity of jungle air surrounding him from the Quell and the prickly 
sensation on the back of his neck that never went away in his first 
arena consume him as the faces of the dead were projected into the 
night sky for all to see. 


"Don't do it," Haymitch's low growl reverberated in his throat. "| swear 
to God Plutarch, you put on the air that those kids are dead you'll turn 
them into martyrs, not to mention you'll have Effie to deal with. She'll 
come back here and skin ya alive." 


"Putting aside Effie Trinket's wrath, and | am hoping that she will take 
our years of friendship into consideration before releasing said wrath 
onto me, wouldn't you like to see the rebels of this country fighting 
their hardest?" Haymitch took a step back and studied Plutarch's 
conniving expression. "Here me out Haymitch. We haven't a clue if 
Katniss and Peeta are dead or alive, but if we say they're dead, then 
the rebels will fight that much harder for victory." 


"| see what you're saying. It's risky, but hell...this whole thing's been 
risky." Haymitch let out a bit of a crazed laugh. "Son of a bitch if | don't 
need a drink," he gave Plutarch a rap on the back. "We've got to figure 
out a way for Beetee to conjure us up some booze in that lab of his 
down there." 


"It's a computer lab, Haymitch." 


"Who gives a shit. It's a Jab." Haymitch started nodding. "Yeah...I like 
this idea. Tell the country they're dead. Really make a show out of it, 
but let me talk to Effie and their families first. | don't want them to be 
shocked. Though they're gonna have to put on a show too. Cry and 
shit. Should we tell Johanna? Damn. I'm not sure about that one. 
She's already lost too many people, and Annie..." Haymitch began 
talking to himself. 


"Well, why don't | just sky write it over Thirteen that we have no clue 
and l'm only doing it to get a rise out of the rebels?" 


"No, don't want to do that." Haymitch gave Plutarch a strange look. 
"You losing your edge as a Gamemaker or something?" 


"Oh, yes. l'm the one losing my edge," Plutarch said ferociously. 
"Perhaps just the families?" 


"Okay, then Johanna and Annie too," Haymitch said as if it were a 
foregone conclusion. "And Regina." 


"| said, fam...i...leeees," Plutarch pointed to his mouth as he over 
enunciated the word. 


"Yeah, | heard ya. What'd ya think I'm deaf or something?" Haymitch 
gave his head a shake. "I'll go tell them now while you work on the 
propos, or should you work on it first this way | can give them a little 
head's up on what's in store?" Haymitch quickly changed his tune 
when Plutarch shot his brows straight up in the air. "No. No. You're 
right. | should leave something to surprise so they can react with real 
tears and all. Good idea." Haymitch rested his hands on Plutarch's 
shoulders. "Okay, I'll go meet with them now and catch up with you 
later. You gonna do some sort of memorial? Memorium? Whatever the 


hell those things are called?" Haymitch held up his hand. "Know what? 
| don't want to know." 


"Haymitch, aren't you forgetting something?" Plutarch stopped him 
from leaving. 


"What?" 


"Shouldn't you be contacting Effie and letting her know prior to 
leaving?" 


Haymitch let out a burst of laughter. "You think I've got some sort of 
death wish? Hell no. You want to run this thing. You can call Effie and 
tell her. I'll get an earful after the fact even after | tell her | tried to talk 
you out of it, and for the record, | did try to talk you out of it. Granted, | 
agreed with you after about ten or fifteen seconds, but still..." he 
pointed at Plutarch, "...| tried." 


"Yes. Yes. You tried." Plutarch glared. "If | agree, will you at least stay 
while | make the call? Otherwise who knows how the explanation may 
come out. Why it might slip out that the idea was all yours." 


"You fat bastard. You wouldn't stoop that low?" Haymitch scowled at 
him. 


"Fat?" Plutarch turned to the side and looked downward at his profile. 
"Why Fulvia said I've slimmed down. Even that wretched computer 
voice has said so." Plutarch arched a brow in Haymitch's direction. 
"Now I know for a fact that it was your idea to say Katniss and Peeta 
was killed during the filming of the propos." 


"Fine you fat son of a bitch." 


"Quit calling me fat." 


"Quit sounding like a whiny little baby girl," Haymitch almost sounded 
exactly like that which he called Plutarch as he waited for Effie to 
answer her communication device. 


"What's happened? We're not scheduled to speak for another hour," 
Effie chirped quietly and accusingly through Plutarch's computer. 


"Lovely to hear your voice my dear. Am | to assume things are going 
swimmingly there?" Plutarch's attempt to smooth things over 
beforehand had Haymitch shaking his head back and forth as well as 
smirking. 


"Oh yes, Plutarch. It's been a small slice of heaven. If you have 
something to say to me, then speak. | do not have time to waste," Effie 
said in a hushed, scolding tone. "Are my children all right? Maysilee?" 


Plutarch immediately got down to business. "Maysilee is doing well. 
As far as Katniss and Peeta...we have lost communications with their 
squad and do not know how they are fairing." 


"Are you trying to tell me that they are dead?" Effie said with a stiff 
voice. 


"No. What I'm trying to tell you is that we do not know if they are dead 
or alive," Plutarch answered. 


"Did you see them die?" Effie asked. 
"Not exactly," Plutarch answered. 


"Shit. You're butchering the hell out of this," Haymitch took over. 
"Listen Trinkie, this is the way of it. From what we could tell Boggs 
stepped on a pod." 


"How do you know it was Boggs?" She asked. 


"We had Beetee rip apart the sound. Everyone was talking over 
everyone else out there when it went down and we really didn't know 
what happened at the time, but afterward we were able to pull apart 
the recording and take apart the sound. If Katniss and Peeta had been 
wearing individual mics we'd know for certain but after that crap in the 
tent...doesn't matter anymore anyway." 


"Tell me everything." The sound of Effie's breathing could be heard 
over Plutarch's computer. "Start from the beginning. | want to know 
who was where." 


"Okay," Haymitch started. "Boggs was talking with Katniss and Peeta 
was talking with Cressida, getting ready to film their portion of the 
propos. Mitchell was somewhere in the background too because we 
could hear one of the cameramen call out his name. Cressida called 
out to one of the cameramen while another walked past Katniss and 
Boggs and was joining up with the rest of the squad. As he walked by 
we heard the click...well...Beetee heard it. He pulled it out of the 
recording, and then we could hear Katniss' saying something about 
counting and jumping and the next thing we know is the end of 
Katniss' braid is flying by the camera's lens and there's a loud boom. 
When the recordings were pulled apart we figured out that while 
Boggs pushed her off the pod, Peeta must have pulled her off. They 
both tried to save her. Most of the group ran off, including the 
cameramen, but we heard them afterward Effie. We heard their 
voices." Haymitch could hear Effie's sigh of relief. "Boggs took the 
brunt of it. Thing is we lost the feed and we don't have any proof that 
they're alive, but we believe they are. Beetee, Plutarch and | do 
anyway. Coin, she thinks they're dead. She thinks the entire Star 
Squad is dead, and Effie...that's why we've called. Plutarch is running 
a propos telling the country that the Mockingjay and the Jabberjay 
have died." 


"I'm going to make it brilliant Effie. Really show the country all that 
they've done from the very beginning," Plutarch added. 


"You must start with me reading out Prim and Peeta's name, and 
Katniss saying, 'I volunteer." 


Haymitch agreed and added, "And when the kid volunteered for me.' 


"Yes. You must show this world that they have always had a united 
front, and Haymitch?" 


"I'm here Trinkie," he answered. 


"You find those documents and those sketches of me and Peeta for 
Plutarch," her voice caught in her throat. "I want the world to know 
how much he touched this Capitol escort. You tell the world that Peeta 
Mellark is my son." 


"| will, Effie. I'll make sure they know," Haymitch was shocked she 
wasn't angry with what Plutarch was doing. 


"You keep him out of that nursery. Do not go in there Plutarch!" 
"| wouldn't dream of it, Effie. | would never use their child that way." 


"You are a horrible liar," she sniffed out. "Well, now." She took a few 
seconds to compose herself. "If you two wanted to throw me off of my 
game then you certainly achieved it." 


"That is in no way what we had planned, Effie," Plutarch sounded 
aghast. 


"We just wanted you to know in case you caught it on television, 
Trinkie." Haymitch smirked in Plutarch's direction. "Plus Plutarch here 


was afraid of what you'd do to him once you found out what he was 
about to air on television without your permission first." 


"| didn't say | needed her permission, Haymitch." 
"You sounded like you needed her permission." 


"Plutarch, it is a brilliant idea. The rebels across the country will 
certainly fight with even more gusto if they believe Katniss and Peeta 
are dead, but | am uncomfortable in misleading them this way," Effie 
sounded a bit disheartened. 


"We're not exactly misleading them, Trinkie," Haymitch hated saying it. 
"The fact is, we don't really know how they are." 


"| do. | know exactly how they are. They are alive and fighting, just like 
they always are. Now you go do what you must, and since we're 
communicating now, | shall take this opportunity to update you. 
Justus, Lavinia and | have run into a few stumbles along the way, but 
we are still moving forward. Plutarch, we were able to obtain disguises 
at the first location with no difficulties. The small band of rebels are still 
working without Snow's knowledge and Beetee shall have no 
problems accessing the regular broadcast channels, but they are still 
finding it difficult to penetrate the emergency network. We are on our 
way to the final destination right now and have been staying away 
from the more popular streets as you suggested though that is not 
difficult since most of the streets are being avoided. It is a very 
different Capitol we are in. We are considering hiding in plain sight to 
blend in. I'm afraid we may stick out like sore thumbs if we're the only 
three people walking down the block in the less populated areas. 
Especially me. Even with the wonderful disguises the rebels have 
provided us, I'm afraid, | may still look very much like...well, like 
myself." 


"Geez, Effie. You need to get the hell off the streets and get below 
ground. How long till you're where you need to be?" Haymitch was 
suddenly petrified for her safety. 


"lam unsure. Things are slow moving here now. Where once before | 
could walk a mile or two in less than an hour, now I'd be lucky to make 
it that far in less than eight hours. There are check points to avoid, 
Peacekeepers everywhere, pods... As | said, we are walking the 
streets of a different Capitol. | had no idea it would be like this." 


"Yeah, ya did, Trinkie. Yeah, ya did." Haymitch hung his head in 
regret. He had knowingly sent her into the arena and hated himself for 
doing so. 


"Yes, | suppose you are right." After a brief pause. "I must go. 
Haymitch, do not allow their families to think they are dead without 
confirmation." 


"| Know. | was gonna get everyone together. Ya know...Katniss' mom 
and sister...Peeta's dad...Regina...Johanna...Annie...the whole family." 


"That's a good man." 


Haymitch gave Plutarch a whack on the shoulder with the back of his 
hand. "D'ya hear that? | went from vile little man to a good man?" 


"You're still vile, darling," Effie said with a bit of forced 
lightheartedness. "Gentlemen, | shall contact you at the next 
designated time. Until then we shall resume communication silence 
unless there is an emergency. Trinket out." 


"Did you hear that?" Plutarch sat up straight. "You are still vile, and | 
am brilliant." 


"Fat ass." Haymitch stood up to meet with the rest of the family and 
bring them up to date on what Plutarch was about to put on the air. 


Peeta slid his back down the wall away from the group of rebels and 
ran a shaky hand through his hair. His first instinct was to rip the 
gauntlet off, seeing Mitchell's blood seep from his stomach and 
watching the man stagger onto the pod continued to flash before his 
closed lids. 


"You okay?" The sound of Katniss' voice had him briefly opening his 
eyes. 


"Yeah. Fine," he said it, but he knew it was a lie. He was far from all 
right. There was something seriously wrong with him. "Why didn't you 
tell them | killed him?" 


"What good would it have done?" Katniss bent down in front of him 
and placed her hands on his knees. "They just would have started 

asking more questions and we don't need that. Besides, you were 

only defending yourself." 


"How do you know?" Peeta finally met her stare. "How do you know 
he was actually trying to kill me?" 


"Peeta," Katniss had an almost defiant look on her face, "why else 
would he have been taking aim? Unless he was going to shoot me." 


"|... guess," Peeta sat back, his hands trembling as he held the cans 
of soup. 


"Let me," Katniss placed both cans on the ground and tried to pull the 
gauntlets off. "They're stuck." 


"They won't come off unless | shut them down." Peeta still wasn't sure 
if he should or not. They could be attacked at any given moment. 


"Do you have a gun?" 


"No. Doesn't matter anyway. I'm not much of a shot. I've got the one 
that's attached to this thing, but that pretty much aims itself. It requires 
no skill whatsoever." 


"| doubt that." Katniss gave his weapon a little tug. "Shut them down, 
Peeta." 


After a few seconds of consideration he said, "Man in the moon," and 
Katniss was able to slip them off with ease. 


"Man in the moon?" Katniss handed them to him. 


"| needed something unique so they wouldn't shut off on accident. | 
might say goodnight in conversation or something." Peeta leaned 
back and ran a very shaky hand through his hair again, allowing 
himself comfort from the feeling of the strands catching through his 
fingers. "It's the only somewhat pleasant memory | have of my mother. 
When Johanna would tell me stories, | remembered one from when | 
was a kid. | didn't remember who told it to me, but | remembered the 
story. | only heard it a couple of times, but it was about the man in the 


moon. | asked my dad about it when | got to Thirteen and he told me 
that my mom told it to me. When she felt guilty after..." he turned his 
face away from Katniss, "...after she'd hit me, sometimes...sometimes 
she felt bad and a couple of times when | was real little she told me a 
story about the man in the moon. Said he watched over kids and kept 
them safe." Peeta let out a burst of air. "Yeah, right." 


"Then why'd you choose to use that phrase?" 


Peeta stared out the window in the ceiling facing the sky. No one from 
the street could see inside, but it provided their group some form of 
moonlight which was better than nothing. "Because that's all | have left 
of her. Because as much as | love Effie, and | love her more than you 
can imagine, the fact remains that she did nofgive birth to me." Peeta 
faced Katniss. "The woman that did that made my life a living hell, and 
the only somewhat decent memory | have of her is a story about some 
man in the moon that was supposed to protect kids. Will | ever tell it to 
our kids? Hell no. Our kids will know that we'll keep them safe. 
Grandma and Grandpa will keep them safe, because that's what 
they're supposed to do, not some fictional character, but that's what | 
have left of my mother. That's the sliver of hope | have that my mother 
loved me, and," he gave his shoulder a little shrug, "I'm going to hold 
onto it in the hopes that one day I'll be able to let go of the rest of the 
pain and remember the good times, because we did have some. My 
family did laugh. | just can't seem to recall any of that, but one 
day...maybe. Until then..." 


"Until then," Katniss looked towards the gauntlets Peeta clipped onto 
his uniform, "man in the moon." 


"Man in the moon." Peeta looked up at the sky through the glass and 
stared for a few minutes. He could feel Katniss' eyes on him. "What do 


you want? | know you didn't come over here to listen to me tell you 
about my mother." 


"| already told you. | wanted to know how you were doing," she 
answered. 


"And | told you. I'm fine." 
"You're lying." He could feel Katniss gripping his knees tighter. 


"What do you want me to say?" Instead of his voice getting louder it 
went silent, but his eyes grew darker as they pierced through hers. 


"| want the truth," her silent voice and stormy eyes met his. "And don't 
say it's Mitchell's death either because this started before that. Is it the 
Capitol? Being back here?" 


"Yes..." 
"| knew you shouldn't have stayed." 


"No...] mean..." He pressed his fingers deep into his eye sockets. "I 
remember, okay? | remember what they did to me. | remembered the 
second | stepped off the hovercraft and saw those damn candy 
colored buildings." 


"But you told Boggs you didn't know what Snow did to you," Katniss 
leaned closer to him with a worried expression. 


"That's because | didn't want you to think I'd hurt you." Peeta could 
feel the blood draining from his entire face. 


"You won't hurt me," Katniss raised her hand to his hair and began 
stroking the spot just above his ear over and over again. "I don't care 
what Snow did to you. | know you won't hurt me." 


"You're sure of that, huh?" He lifted one of the cans up to her and 
pulled the top off. 


Katniss looked down at it and bit the corner of her lip before reaching 
for it. "What? No apples and goat cheese?" 


"Nope, but there's dried plums in it," Peeta opened up his can of lamb 
stew and they each took a bite. "Snow tried to brainwash me into 
thinking you were a Capitol mutt, but Effie...those shots she gave me 
after taking me back to my cell, and all those things she'd tell me, plus 
Annie and Johanna..." 


"It didn't work, did it?" Katniss reached out and wiped a little bit of stew 
off of the corner of his mouth. 


"You know | believed the whole Gale thing more than the Capitol mutt 
thing," Peeta nudged her shoulder with his. "No. It didn't work, but 
Snow doesn't know that, Katniss. He still thinks I'm going to kill you, 
and Coin...well, now you know why she sent me. She thinks I'm going 
to kill you too." 


"But there's something else, isn't there?" Katniss sipped at one of the 
boxes of juice Peeta brought for them. 


Peeta began to nod. "Thing is, | don't Know what that something else 
is." He started shaking his head back and forth. "I wish | knew...I'd tell 
you, but there's something...it's nagging at me...in the back of my 
mind, but | can't seem to figure it out." 


"We'll figure it out together. Don't worry." Katniss stretched her legs out 
in front of her. "You know the only problem with this lamb stew?" 


"What?" 


"The scenery sucks," she rested her head on his shoulder for a 
second before taking in another mouthful. 


"Look over there, Katniss," Peeta pointed to the wall. All of a sudden 
the soft melodic tone of his voice she loved so much could be heard. 
"The dark stones, the various shapes of the rocks creating our little 
home." It may have been strange to some that he'd be bringing up the 
cave, but that small portion of time had meant so much to them. "Do 
you see the triangular shape of that one stone right there? The way 
the rain trickles down at the very corner? How the water changed the 
shade?" Peeta faced her. "Isn't it..." 


Katniss held his gaze, "Exquisite." she finished for him. 


The bright light of Panem's seal flashed above their heads through the 
window in the ceiling. Peeta's and Katniss' eye's grew wide with 
horror. The thought that he may have brought the arena alive for all of 
them entered Peeta's mind for a split second until he heard the sound 
of the national anthem playing. Finnick scrambled towards them on 
hands and knees to look up through the window, his breathing was 
almost as loud as the music and then the faces of the dead, that had 
become familiar largely due to the rebel's propos, began to shine. 
Cressida was first. Peeta and Katniss automatically reached for the 
other's hand to face the rest. Boggs. Messalla. 


"What?" Messalla turned to them with a surprised expression. 


Gale's face was next followed by a few of their own Capitol citizens. 
"Guess we got a few of their local people," Gale said proudly. 


Katniss could feel Peeta's fingers dig into her hand just as the image 
of Effie was flashed dressed in all her Capitol finery. "She's fine," 
Katniss whispered to him. "She's fine." 


Finnick. Peeta and finally Katniss were shown. "We're dead?" Peeta 
glanced over at her. 


"| feel pretty good for a corpse," Finnick started to slide back to his 
wall, but the sound of Snow's voice stopped them all from trying to 
make light of their situation. 


"Effie, Mr. Hannibal said there's a mandatory broadcast being aired 
tonight an hour after dark," Lavinia signed to Justus as well as spoke 
to Effie through the earpiece. "He found out when he went to work 
today." Lavinia slipped Effie a computerized card. "You were right, he 
was ordered to leave shortly after arriving. As much as the Capitol 
wants to continue acting like everything is fine, they'd rather keep their 
people safe so life can go back to normal if they win this thing." 


"What little people will be left after this war is over will have to work 
together to rebuild this nation, and | do not believe those from the 
Capitol will be exempt," Effie spoke softly so Mr. and Mrs. Hannibal 
couldn't hear her. "She whispered, Hagar | have the computer access 
card." 


"Wonderful, Effie. Please look at the strip it encoded on the back?" 
Her eyepiece automatically moved in place and a tiny laser scanned 
the microscopic holes that were punched into the card. "I have 


checked to make sure there was no malicious software and am now 
entering all information into the system. System has been updated." 


"Already?" Effie's brows arched. "My goodness you're a speedy little 
thing." 


"That | am, Effie," Hagar answered. 


Effie looked to both Justus and Lavinia. "We're in." Her partners in 
crime shared an evil smile with her. "May | suggest leaving right 
before darkness falls. Hagar, we'll need to know the Peacekeeper's 
positions for the evening." 


"How will you know that?" Mr. Hannibal, one of Plutarch's rebel allies 
in the Capitol asked her. 


"We'll have to take a look and see," Effie answered and realized that 
she was still wearing her eyepiece. "This gives me a longer range of 
view so I'll be able to plan it out. Plus you and your wife have been so 
hospitable. We do not want to take advantage of your kindness or put 
you in any further danger." 


"No one even knows you're here," Mr. Hannibal spoke. "The people 
around us have all left and moved towards the inner part of the city. 
Everyone's under the impression that the closer to Snow's mansion 
they get, the safer they'll be. More Peacekeepers you know." 


"Idiots," Justus said as well as signed to Effie. 
"Morons," Lavinia responded in kind. 
"Yes. Well..." Effie cleared her throat. 


"What did they say?" 


"They said," Effie spoke for them, "how fortunate for you two that they 
left. Drawing Snow's men away from you may not have been their 
intention, but it certainly didn't hurt." The Capitol residents turned 
rebels didn't question her drawn out explanation of the Avoxes one 
word comments. 


"No it did not," Mrs. Hannibal agreed as she sipped at a cup of tea. "lI 
wish we had more to offer you in the way of food and drink." Effie 
could sense the slight insincerity in the woman's tone and had to 
remind herself where she was. The fact that Plutarch had found 
people willing to join the rebellion within the Capitol came as a 
surprise to her. That they were still alive and in place left Effie ina 
state of shock. 


"What you have given to us was plenty. Thank you," Effie had seen 
Justus and Lavinia eat more than they had even in Thirteen. "And the 
cans of food you gave to us are greatly appreciated. | do not feel 
comfortable taking them from you." 


"We still have some stashed away. We've been planning for 
something like this since Katniss and Peeta won their first Games," 
Mr. Hannibal gave her a tiny, reflective smile. "You have a few hours 
yet. Would you like to get some sleep?" 


"Perhaps you two should." 


Effie turned to Justus and Lavinia who both gave a quick shake of 
their heads and said in unison, "No." 


"| guess they're not sleeping,” Effie said softly. 


"You sleep,” Lavinia put her hands on Effie's shoulders. "You're the 
one that needs the rest. Justus and | already got some sleep back at 
camp." 


"| couldn't." Effie began, but she could just picture Peeta and Katniss 
arguing in the first arena with one another over this exact thing. 


Effie had watched Katniss spend the night changing Peeta's compress 
over and over again, never allowing his fever to spike. Though the 
District Twelve team had agreed upon taking turns keeping an eye on 
the programing and it was her turn to sleep, she couldn't keep her 
eyes off of the television set in her quarters. She had wanted so 
desperately to reach through the television and rip them out of harm's 
way. To provide Peeta with the necessary medication he needed to 
heal the horrible gash that dreadful boy Cato gave to him after Katniss 
had dropped the tracker jacker nest onto the group of Careers. "What 
a wretched young man you are," she spoke into the pillow about Cato. 
"Just killing everyone in sight when they are of no use to you. Why 
your parents haven't taught you the least bit in the way of manners," 
she threw the covers off of herself and sat on the edge of the bed 
completely oblivious to what she was saying. 


"You haven't slept," Peeta's voice spoke through the television. 
"Well | know that," Effie said over her shoulder. 
"I'm fine," Katniss had responded to Peeta and yawned. 


"Oh," Effie gave herself a proper scolding. "You're losing your mind 
Effie Trinket. You must get some rest." 


"Why don't you sleep now and I'll keep watch? I'll wake you if 
something happens." Peeta was still speaking to Katniss. 


"| couldn't," Effie gave her lips a little purse. 


Peeta continued to talk on screen, "Or you can stay up forever? | 
mean...if you think that'll work.” 


Effie hid the smile that had formed behind her hand and thought to 
herself, ‘All right, my darling boy. I'll get some rest.’ "Hagar, I'm going 
to sleep now," she spoke quietly. "| must wake up a half an hour 
before the sun sets." 


"| shall keep an eye on the sky, Effie," the computer voice spoke to 
her. 


"Lavinia, where will you and Justus be?" Effie asked as she removed 
everything but the portable charging unit for her weapon and her 
headgear which she had already grown accustomed to. 


"One of us will remain at your door, the other will be patrolling the 
home. You'll be safe, Effie." Lavinia stood in the opened doorway and 
began slowly moving her head from side to side as Justus' footsteps 
were barely heard, but Effie knew he was walking from room to room 
making certain that no one entered the home they were currently 
taking shelter inside of. She had rid herself of the wig and clothing, 
wearing her uniform only, but removing the makeup she had applied 
only to put it back on again would be too much of a bother. The false 
lashes she had worn for years, that she had to apply in an attempt to 
disguise herself, were annoying the dickens out of her. Tiny birds in 
flight. Effie lifted the corner of her mouth in a slight grin. She had 
chosen those lashes in particular when choosing her disguise. They 
may not have been an exact replica of a mockingjay, or a jabberjay, 
but in Effie's mind they were. In her mind they were her way of still 
wearing her rebel's uniform for all to see. She began picturing herself 
standing in front of Snow all decked out in her Capitol attire, birds 
flying up and down at the tips of her lashes, one eye representing 
Katniss and the other for Peeta. Her darling boy. She pictured herself 
pulling a trigger like she had when she killed Viggo, but unlike the 
murder of Viggo Bettes, Effie didn't cringe whilst picturing Snow's 
death. She knew killing him should have been shameful. It should 


have been presented as terrifying or devastating. Should have. 'You'd 
be ashamed of me Mr. Tanner,’ she thought to herself. '| am almost as 
bad as one of those Careers that you went to school with. | am craving 
the blood of not just one, but two people.’ For it wasn't only Coriolanus 
Snow Effie Trinket wanted dead. Achieving sleep had become a 
difficult chore for her until she allowed a small pleasantry to sneak into 
the recesses of her mind. Picturing the death of Alma Coin was a 
welcomed treat and only topped by Effie's dreams of carrying out the 
woman's death herself. 


"Effie, it's time to rise." The sound of Hagar's voice surprised Effie. 
She could have sworn she had just closed her eyes. "The sun will be 
setting in twenty-nine minutes and thirty-six seconds." 


"Thank you, Hagar," Effie sat up and straightened out her unwrinkled 
uniform. She hadn't moved a muscle during her rest. "How is 
everything within the home?" The eyepiece flipped down and a map of 
the house Effie was in could suddenly be seen by only her. 

Everything, down to the spoons in the drawer could be made out if 
Effie Zoomed in on it. One walking red figure, one standing in place 
and two seated on separate chairs could be made out as Effie pulled 
on her full weaponry. "The perimeter?" The outside of the home was 
then shown as well as the street surrounding it. "We've got a pod," 
Effie arched her left brow. "Is that new?" 


"No," Hagar answered. "Though it was not active until three seconds 
ago. One moment please. Effie, it seems we have 
six...seven...twelve... Pods are being activated around our vicinity in 
rapid succession. Evacuate. Peacekeepers have been dispersed." 


Effie began calling out orders, "Lavinia, we've been compromised. 
Move! Move!" With her gun pointed towards both Mr. and Mrs. 


Hannibal she asked in no uncertain terms, "Which one of you was it? 
Vitals!" 


"They're both reacting normally," Hagar answered her as Justus 
looked around the room. "Safest exit is the back window in the 
bedroom we were just in." 


"The bedroom, Justus. Back window,” Effie translated. "Did either one 
of you talk?" 


"No!" Both man and wife answered. 
"| believe them," Hagar spoke. 


"Me too." Effie motioned with her gun towards the window. "The 
computer card you created today. Did you follow the instructions | 
gave you to the tee?" 


"Yes." The man answered. 
"Then one of you talked," Effie knew it, and so did Hagar. 


"It was her, Effie. Her pulse just fluctuated,” the computer voice spoke 
to her. 


"So did her breathing." Effie stood back and shook her head. "Oh, 
Mrs. Hannibal. Why on earth would you put your husband is such 
danger?" She was about to lift her gun, but her fingers wouldn't stop 
trembling. The one thought she had to have in order to end the life of 
this woman could not be brought to mind. In the background she could 
hear Mrs. Hannibal screaming out something about eating their food, 
but that's not what snapped Effie out of her stupor. 


"NOOO!" Mr. Hannibal jumped in front of his wife and protected her, 
taking the bullet from Lavinia's gun. The sound of Mrs. Hannibal's 
scream was silenced as Justus put a bullet into her head. 


"Come on," Justus waved Effie through the window. "We need to 
move." 


Effie nodded in stunned agreement. The woman that had craved 
blood before she had fallen asleep had just gotten a taste of real war. 
"Wait!" She called out to Justus who stopped right before stepping on 
a pod. "I need to go first," Effie guided them through the maze of pods 
and empty houses as the Peacekeepers made their way to the end of 
the block. Suddenly pod after pod began going off behind them 
starting with the closest one to the home they had escaped from. 
"Hurry," Effie saw the odd shaped wall of water growing near. "What is 
that?" 


"| don't know," Lavinia's entire back was to her. 


"We need to move." Justus faced Effie. "Is there a tunnel entrance 
closer than the one near Bettes?" 


"Only the former ones they had the Avoxes work in. It only crosses 
paths with the President's escape route in one area that | am aware 
of," Effie answered. 


"Than that's where we need to go," Justus flashed a look over his 
shoulder. "We're not going to make it out of here alive." 


"Hagar, find us an escape route," Effie ordered. 


"Already on it. Follow the path I've highlighted through the next three 
houses. You will have less than two minutes to make it there. The third 


house has occupants, but they are fleeing. You must run, Effie. | will 
direct you en route." 


"Follow me. You must follow my exact path," Effie called to Justus and 
Lavinia as she made her way along the ground which now appeared 
to be highlighted thanks to the weapon Beetee created for her. Even 
the house she broke into seemed to have a lighted pathway. The third 
house still had one person left which Hagar warned her about. There 
was no hesitation when Effie lifted her weapon and shot the person 
between the eyes. She didn't even blink when she stepped over the 
body on her way out of the house. She hadn't even registered whether 
it had been a man or a woman, Peacekeeper or a civilian for that 
matter, when she killed the person, all she had thought was, between 
the eyes and her weapon fired. The panel in the ground required all 
three of them to lift it, they had barely gotten it back in place before the 
wave swept over it and the ground above them shook. 


"You are safe for now, Effie," Hagar spoke to her. 


"Thank you." There was no sigh of relief only a new plan formulating in 
her mind. "Map out a way for us to travel. We have to get back on 
track as quickly as possible." Effie placed the order before her feet hit 
the ground. "Well, you two," she gave Justus and Lavinia a quick once 
over. "| suppose | was wrong. There was no way on earth | could have 
done this alone." She lifted her hand and held four fingers to her 
bottom lip pulling them slowly away. It was one of the few signs Effie 
knew. 


"You're welcome," Lavinia said for both of them. 


With that behind them, Justus asked. "Should we move or wait for that 
thing to tell us where to go?" 


"We should wait, but it shou..." 


"| have your route, Effie." 


"Well," Effie's tone grew even more serious, "here we go." The trio 
moved carefully through the dark tunnels for hours on end, stopping in 
a dark room below with large vats in it and giant pipes. "There's a 
small room through there," Effie pointed towards a panel in the wall. 
She quickly contacted Haymitch and gave him an update, letting him 
know that they had been compromised and that it would be best if 
they only spoke if necessary. She listened as Haymitch updated her 
and gave her a little bit of information for tonight's television broadcast 
then signed off. "It should be starting soon," she spoke quietly. "Hagar, 
emergency network access." 


"The information was sent within minutes of my download. We'd like to 
watch the broadcast. Beetee says that's possible. Is it?" Without 
further ado her eyepiece flipped over and began projecting a small 
image onto the ground. "Your earpieces. You won't be able to hear 
Hagar, but you can hear the broadcast." The three of them watched in 
disgust as Snow showed the deaths of those they had considered 
friends as well as the couple whose home they had been in earlier that 
day. They shared menacing grins when they showed Effie's image and 
though she didn't believe it for one moment, Effie lifted her chin with 
pride when she saw Katniss and Peeta's image. The eulogy was more 
than heartfelt, it was all that Plutarch said it would be and then some, 
however she was going to give him a what for when she returned for 
not listening to her. By the end of the program all three of them were 
ready to move on, but Effie knew her counterparts hadn't gotten any 
sleep. "Hagar, how long do we have in here before the next shift 
arrives?" 


"The next shift will not arrive until six am, however, pods will start 
being activated in the center tunnels at midnight." 


Effie let out a sigh. "Can you two make it past the center tunnels? 
Once we get through there I'm sure we'll be able to find a spot to rest 
for the evening." 


"| already have a spot picked out," Hagar notified her. 
"What do you say?" Effie asked. 


"Let's go," Justus stood up. "I'd rather move at night anyway. Too 
many people during the day." 


The smell of the tunnels never once entered Effie's mind. The 
scratching noises from the claws of the creatures crawling in the 
bowels of the Capitol, didn't faze her one bit. The only thing Effie 
continued to see were the faces of dead tributes being flashed into the 
night's sky, and not just the faces that Snow projected earlier in the 
night, but all of the tributes she had seen over the years. A lifetime of 
children murdered. 'And how many of them did you cheer on?' Her 
silent question only enraged her all the more. When Hagar suggested 
they stop for a few hours, she asked Justus and Lavinia, but they too 
seemed to have a new found energy and the trio pushed forward, not 
stopping until they were just outside of the transfer area. They only 
had one shot at this, and they couldn't make their attempt until the 
train came at half past five. 


"We need shelter, Hagar." 
"Already found," he led them to it. 


There was no arguing as far as Effie was concerned. Tonight she was 
on guard. Her eyepiece allowed her to see everything around her 
while she stood in place. The earpiece that enabled her to hear Justus 
and Lavinia could also accentuate her hearing, but she found it to be 
distracting at times. Still it was how she was able to detect the 


interruption in Mrs. Hannibal's breathing earlier so she kept volume 
raised as the duo slept. There was no need to look at her watch, and 
no need to speak any longer now that Hagar was on silent mode. All 
Effie had to do was think and he'd respond to her. 'Time,' she thought. 


"Four-fifty in the morning." Less than ten seconds went by before he 
spoke to her again. "Effie, there's a disturbance up ahead," Hagar's 
warning to her wasn't needed. 


'| hear it,’ Effie's heart began to race as she listened intently to the 
sound of heavy breathing growing louder in her earpiece. 


"It's saying something, Effie," Hagar spoke to her. 


‘My God,' Effie's fingertips flew to her throat. She could make it out as 
plain as day. "Peeta!" 


Snow's voice had the three former victors ire up. Katniss gripped her 
bow and loaded an arrow, Peeta pulled his gauntlets on within 
seconds and issued the command turning them on and Finnick who 
had left his trident on the ground a few feet away automatically 
pushed the button on his bracelet, holding his hand out for it to return 
to him. 


"My dear Capitol citizens," Snow's voice echoed through the streets, 
but he was seated behind his desk at the Capitol with a flag draped 
behind him. Dressed in a deep blood red suit with a crisp white shirt, 
matching tie and gloves and a bright white rose attached with a silver 
clip to his lapel, Snow's composure never faltered. 


"His lips look even puffier," Finnick commented through angrily slitted 
lids. 


Jackson turned on the television so they could get better sound, but 
kept it on low. "As you can see we have suffered some losses, but not 
as many as our rebels. With these latest events, my officials have 
predicted that the war efforts have already begun to turn in our favor. 
Why already we have seen rebels laying down their weapons in 
defeat, and begging for their lives to be spared." 


Leeg 1 looked at Homes and gave her rifle a pat, "I'm not putting this 
thing down. How about you?" 


"Nope." 


"take this time to congratulate the Peacekeepers on their triumphant 
success at ridding this country of the pesky pair these rebels refereed 
to as the Jabberjay and the Mockingjay." Snow paused while applause 
sounded in the background to which they all questioned with their 
expressions. 


"Sound effects," Peeta said absently. 


"And who were these two really? Peeta Mellark and Katniss 
Everdeen?" 


"MELLARK!" Katniss and Peeta yelled in unison at the television set. 


"Two children playing grown up," Snow dabbed at his swollen lips and 
let out a small cough into his handkerchief. "Is it a wonder that these 
districts are in such chaos? Following a poor, unstable girl with a 
modicum of talent with a bow and arrow and a pathetic love sick boy 
chasing after her. They were merely chosen by the luck of the draw 
during an event so important to our nation's survival," Snow nodded 
slowly and spread his hands as if showing the country the war that 
surrounded all of them, "so very, very crucial to this country's 
existence, but because of their antics within the arena...because of 
their mentor's ploy to pull the wool over your eyes with their made up 
romance and her false pregnancy," Snow lifted a finger to the camera. 
"Yes. That is right. It was just that." Katniss and Peeta met each 
other's glances and turned back to the television. "Haven't any of you 
been asking yourselves how is it that Katniss Everdeen has delivered 
a baby and returned to the Capitol to fight in such tip top physical 
condition prior to her death today?" A shot of Katniss leaning over 
Gale, stroking the hair out of his eyes as he sat against the side of a 
building was shown. "My doesn't she look awfully chummy with that 
young man?" 


"Got to hand it to him, he's still trying to get under my skin, unless he's 
got some kind of misconception that you should actually be with Gale, 
in which case, | guess | can respect his opinion, but | definitely don't 
agree with it." Peeta gave Katniss' hand a squeeze and followed up 
with a little smile. He turned to face Gale. "They can really manipulate 
that footage to their benefit, can't they?" The guy was sitting there with 
a shocked expression on his face. "It's okay, Gale. | know that was me 
and not you with her today." 


"Geez," Gale gave his head a little shake. "I... wasn't sure for a 
second there. | mean...! know that didn't happen, but...geez. They 
sure make it look real." 


"You're telling me?" 


"...neither one exactly the scholarly type." They all focused on Snow 
once again. "And these rebels so desperate for a leader, clinging to 
their only hope, a couple of children from the outer districts, because 
there was not one...not one proven leader amongst them." 


The sound of static broke through the television and they were no 
longer looking at the puffy lips and overly made up face of President 
Snow, but at the sleek more salt than peppered hair, distinguished 
face of President Coin. The rebels from Thirteen along with Gale 
shared quiet fist pumps of accomplishment at Beetee's success in 
breaking through the Capitol's emergency broadcast while Katniss 
and Peeta exchanged silent words. 


"I'm sure she's in mourning," Katniss mouthed. 
"Oh, yeah. She looks heartbroken," Peeta mouthed back. 


"Ladies and Gentlemen, my name is Alma Coin and | have been 
acting as the president of District thirteen and / have been the leader 
of the rebellion thus far." 


"And there you have it," Finnick whispered to Katniss and Peeta. 
"Staking her claim in her very first public appearance. She's a natural." 


"Peeta and Katniss Mellark, | say Katniss Mellark because that is who 
she was," the sadness on Coin's face made Katniss and Peeta want 
to puke. "Only very few of us here in Thirteen knew the truth. Katniss 
and Peeta were legally married while in my care. Though we could 
have made a truly remarkable propaganda spot from their private 
event, even we here in Thirteen knew that there were some things 
between the two of them that were meant to be left off camera." 


"Funny, | don't remember marrying you in Thirteen," Peeta gave his 
head a shake. 


"Yeah, well we didn't die either," Katniss deadpanned. 


"And how come my wedding was fair game?" Finnick smirked and 
moved closer to the duo. 


"Another aspect of their lives | would never dream of intruding on was 
the birth of their child. Even now, as their infant lay in her crib, | can 
promise you that | will not allow a camera to invade that area and 
record her for any reason, but Katniss and Peeta's family has allowed 
me this photo to share with the country." Coin held up the picture that 
Peeta had in his locket. There was no denying whose child it was 
regardless of how old the infant was. The bright blue eyes staring up 
into the camera's lens, the cherub cheeks, the cap of chestnut curls 
and her mother's full lips. 


Katniss' clawed her way across the floor towards the television screen 
reaching out for Maysilee, but the image faded away before she got 
there. "No. No." 


"Come on," Peeta's hands rested against her shoulders. "Come on," 
he sat behind her and vowed to tear Plutarch a new one the second 
he laid eyes on him for giving that picture to Coin. 


"A beautiful child. One that | will make certain knows of her parent's 
sacrifice as she is raised surrounded by those of us who love her." 
Coin's words caused Katniss and Peeta both to grit their teeth. "We 
have prepared a short eulogy in honor of our Jabberjay and our 
Mockingjay." 


A short recording began to play starting with Effie pulling out Prim's 
name and reading it, quickly going to Katniss screaming out, "I 
volunteer." 


It then moved onto Caesar Flickerman saying to Katniss, "I think we 
were...all of us...touched, when you volunteered for her during the 
reaping. Did she come to see you before you left?" 


"Yes," Katniss answered in a hushed tone. 
"And what did you say to her?" 
"| told her | would try to win." 


The next shot was that of Katniss in the Gamemakers' private training 
session shooting an apple out of a roasted pig's mouth and the eleven 
she got in exchange for it. 


Peeta's eyes picked up as everyone in the room stared at her. "So 
that's what it looked like," he gave her a squeeze. "Wonder how 
Plutarch got his hands on that?" 


"| think we've got Seneca Crane to thank for that one," Finnick said 
from behind them while blowing out a breath. "Impressive, Katniss." 


A few quick scenes from the arena were shown, some from the Quell 
and then it was Peeta's turn. 


His started off with Effie calling out his name followed up with her 
calling out Haymitch's name the following year and Peeta volunteering 
for his mentor. It then moved into his first interview with Caesar and 
his declaration of love for Katniss. Where Katniss' concentrated on her 
physical abilities, Peeta's didn't waste any time in the arena, but 
showed him on the Victory Tour instead, speaking words of sorrow to 


the parents in Eleven. It then moved to the private training session 
before the Quell with the Gamemakers and Peeta saw himself 
standing next to a picture of Rue surrounded by the flowers Katniss 
had buried her in. His hands and uniform were stained with dyes as he 
held his chin up proudly. 


"Oh, Peeta," Katniss pressed her head back against his chest. "So 
that's what that looked like." 


Peeta's training score of twelve quickly flashed over Rue's fading 
image. 


"Can | have this dance," Peeta held his hand out to Effie on Finnick's 
wedding day, "mom?" 


"Oh my word," Effie blushed and took Peeta's hand allowing him to 
spin her in a circle. The recording faded into a white document where 
a portion was highlighted clearly stating that Effie Trinket had adopted 
Peeta Mellark with his father's approval and would be forever known 
as his mother. 


The recordings quickly progressed and now moved onto the them as a 
pair focusing on the end of Peeta's proposal when he asked Katniss to 
marry him and she jumped into his arms saying yes. The next of 
Katniss in her wedding dress when she turned into a the Mockingjay 
and Peeta as he turned into the Jabberjay. The announcement that he 
and Katniss were going to have a baby to the entire world. The photo 
of Maysilee and finally ending with a picture of Katniss and Peeta 
standing under the oak tree in Thirteen during one of their picnics, 
staring into each other's eyes as if no one in the world existed. Peeta 
had his hand on her stomach and she was stroking the hair away from 
his eyes. All in all the entire thing took about five minutes from start to 
finish. 


"Peeta and Katniss Mellark will forever be the faces of this rebellion," 
Coin's expression turned mournful once again. "If you ever waiver in 
your ability to go on with the rebellion's efforts, | offer you this. Turn to 
Katniss and Peeta Mellark. In them we will all find the 
determination...the strength to rid this nation of it's oppressors." One 
final photo of them was shown. They were both staring into the 
distance with the rebellion's flaming symbol behind them. 


"| had no clue she cared so much about us," Katniss rolled her eyes. 


"Remind me to send her a thank you card," Peeta gave his shoulder a 
little shrug. "My mom would get really pissed at me for not minding my 
manners." 


"Oh shut up," Katniss gave him a sad smile that never quite reached 
her eyes as Beetee released the emergency broadcasting channel 
back to the Capitol. 


It didn't surprise any of them in the least that Snow looked and 
sounded completely unaffected by the rebel's little show, "Tomorrow 
morning when we pull the bodies of Katniss and Peeta Mellark from 
the rubble we shall see exactly who they were and how they were 
unable to save themselves, least of all the blind rebels that followed 
them into battle." The seal of Panem flashed and the screen went 
black. 


"On the bright side, he called you Mellark, Catnip," Gale gave her and 
Peeta an impish grin. 


"That's true," Peeta said. 


"Someone is going to pay for that broadcast," Katniss spoke quietly to 
Peeta. 


"Yeah. | know," the casualties on both sides were piling up around 
them. It no longer mattered who was on who's side. People were 
taking out their own men and women and it made Peeta ill. He 
reached down for his locket and pressed it against Katniss' pin to 
open it up, held it in the palm of his hand for both of them to stare at, 
remembering why he had started this to begin with. 'Love,' Peeta said 
to himself. He pressed a kiss against Katniss' temple. There was 
something about the way her body moved, a slight shift of her back 
against his chest, the way her fingertips dug a little tighter into his 
hand, the way the corner of her eye squinted just a little more and her 
nostril flared. Peeta could sense the change coming. "My girl's on fire 
again." 


Katniss gave the picture of Maysilee one last look, flipped the cover of 
Peeta's locket closed and said, "And my boy with the bread looks like 
he could burn this whole place down." 


"| probably could," Peeta tucked the piece of jewelery into it's 
designated slot. "We need a plan." 


Katniss eyed up the room. There was one thing Snow had right, she 
and Peeta were no military leaders. They were great on the field of 
battle because they had to be. It was kill or be killed, but who wouldn't 
fight for their own lives when put in that situation? If they wanted to get 
out of there alive and kill Snow they had to rely on these people that 
surrounded them. Though she didn't trust the vast majority of them, for 
now, she had no choice but to use them. Katniss stood and retrieved 
the bow and arrow she had dropped when she moved towards the 
television after seeing the image of the baby. Something Finnick was 
saying perked up her hearing. "What was that?" 


"| said," Finnick turned to her, "Snow's not going to find your bodies. 
He's not going to find any of us." 


"Jackson, got a minute?" Katniss walked by Peeta and said, "I'm going 
to get a quick tutorial on how this Holo works. Want to come with me?" 


"Yeah. Sure," Peeta followed her and Jackson into another room and 
watched unassumingly as Katniss got the basics down. The second 
Jackson stepped out of the room he walked over to Katniss and 
leaned over the Holo, "What button did she tell you to push before 
entering in the map's coordinates?" He mouthed to Katniss so no one 
could hear. 


"This one," Katniss did a swift demonstration for Peeta who confirmed 
he understood with a nod while walking away from her when Homes 
entered. 


"Jackson sent me in," Homes just stood there and stared at Katniss. 


"I'm just practicing with this thing.” She lifted the wrist the Holo was on. 
"I'm guessing we're getting farther away from our campsite 
considering the amount of pods that are around here." Homes' only 
response was a jut of his chin and a slight grunt. 'Okay then,’ Katniss 
thought to herself as she followed Peeta out of the room only a 
second or two later to find him sitting on a full green sofa. If he had 
been lying down she wouldn't have cared in the least who was in the 
room with them. She would have crawled right up into his arms and 
rested her head against his chest and let his heart lull her to sleep. 
Her eyelids felt like they weighed a ton. Instead she took the seat next 
to him when he patted at the cushion. "Any ideas?" She asked to 
everyone in the room. 


"| say we rule out places," Finnick answered. "We know we can't walk 
along the street, so that's out." 


"Rooftops are just as bad," Leeg 1 added. 


"We still might have a chance to go back the way we came, but that 
would mean a failed mission," the tone in Homes voice when he said it 
actually made Katniss wonder if he had ever failed at anything in his 
life. 


"You and the rest of the soldiers from Thirteen, including you 
Gale...even you Finnick, you can all turnaround," Peeta said with 
sincerity. "None of you need to be on this mission with Katniss and l. 
We were the only ones that were meant to be here." 


"Peeta's right," Katniss added. "Unfortunately you all got stuck with 
us." 


"Kind of a moot point, Catnip," Gale rubbed at the side of his head. 


Jackson picked it up without skipping a beat. "We can't go back. We 
can't stay put. We can't use the rooftops or the street. So that leaves 
us one option." 


"Underground," Gale said. 
"Underground," Jackson confirmed. 


Peeta was hesitant about going into the tunnels beneath the Capitol, 
the moment he got down there his skin began to prickle, but the 
reaction Pollux had was even worse. They found out the man had 
spent five years in the complete darkness of the tunnels until his 
family could buy his way out. None of them knew what to say. None of 
them but Peeta. "You've become our most valuable asset then, 
haven't you Pollux?" He placed a comforting hand on the Avox and 
shared a smile with him. A second later when Leeg 1 made a slight 
gagging noise due to the stench of human waste surrounding them 
Peeta said, "I was just thinking how much more preferable this smell is 
to Snow's roses, don't you think, Katniss?" 


"Couldn't agree more." 


"Should we go?" Peeta made motion for Pollux to go ahead, and he 
was much better than any Holo could have ever been. As they made 
their way swiftly through the tunnels, Peeta fought the chilling 
sensations that progressively got worse throughout the day. When 
they'd take a short break for twenty or thirty seconds, he'd have to 
fight to keep his eyes closed because if he opened them and Katniss 
saw what was inside he knew she'd see it. She see the panic. The 
gnawing fear of pending doom, and though Peeta had no clue what 
was lurking around the bend, he knew there was something worse 
than Peacekeepers waiting for them. Was Snow planning on forcing 
them beneath the city to destroy them or maybe Coin had a plant 
within their group that was going to put a bullet into Katniss when she 
wasn't looking. This fear alone had Peeta keeping his position right up 
against Katniss' back. More than once Jackson and Gale had 
commented on him being too close to her and that he should fall back, 
but Peeta ignored them. 


It wasn't until Finnick had said something that they had finally stopped 
their pestering, "We used to walk in a line like this during the Quell. 
Peeta took the front and walked into one of the force fields. After that 
Katniss did it because she could spot them and throw those nuts into 
it. If someone jumped out at us, we stood a pretty good chance at 
survival. We outnumbered the majority of alliances out there." Finnick 
took a breather. "Seems Katniss is leading us again only she doesn't 
have any nuts to toss, and we sure as hell don't outnumber anybody 
out here." 


The larger of the tunnels they had gone through, the ones the trucks 
used for deliveries, were the easiest to get through. During the day 
they were free from pods but at night they were a death trap. Loaded 
with pods and some sort of laser alarm system that could disintegrate 


rats the size of beavers within the span of seconds. Katniss hadn't 
realized at the time how accurate Peeta had been in his prediction of 
Pollux being their greatest asset in the tunnels. The entire day she 
could sense Peeta's closeness, feel his tension slowly building up. 
The few times they stopped she thought about talking to him, trying to 
gauge what was going on inside of his head, but breaking down the 
wall he had built to keep Snow's demons at bay was the last thing any 
of them needed, least of all Peeta. When their bodies could no longer 
go on and they stopped for the night, Pollux found them a small room 
full of pipes and machinery. Even then Katniss didn't speak to him. 
Jackson quickly worked out a schedule so each person could get at 
least two hours of sleep and Peeta stretched face first onto the cold 
floor facing away from Katniss. For a moment she thought maybe she 
had done something to anger him until he whispered something, 
tugged his gauntlet off, blindly reached out for her and sighed when 
she took his hand between hers. Within a few seconds he pulled his 
hand from her grip, tucked it back into his weapon, whispered to it and 
closed his eyes. Katniss was tempted to make him lay on his back so 
she could rest her head against his heart, but it was obvious he didn't 
want her to do that or he wouldn't have been laying with his stomach 
against the ground. He needed his space. 


It was strange to her being on that side of the relationship again. Snow 
had done that to them. Since he had captured Peeta from the Quell he 
had forced Katniss into being the aggressor. 'You've been forcing me 
into that position my entire life, haven't you Snow?’ She asked herself. 
‘Forced me into supporting my family when | was just a child...into 
being a parent for my sister...into the arena...and now you've forced 
me into making Peeta love me again. Well, | didn't starve to death, | 
didn't die in the arena, and | sure as hell won't give up on Peeta.' 
Katniss let her eyes drift to the side then back to Peeta again. 'I just 
wish you could remember, Peeta.' 


Most people looked at the road that led in and out of the Seam and 
into the Town Square as a pain, but not Katniss. To her it was an 
educational tool. Much more helpful than school. It was how she had 
first learned to hunt. Tracking people's footprints to and from town had 
been exceptionally difficult at first, but she eventually got the hang of 
it. More importantly, that's where she had learned how to walk without 
leaving a trace of herself behind. Oh, she couldn't track everyone, but 
some Stuck out like a sore thumb. The goat man was easy. He was 
the one that had the stick mark dug into the ground and the hoof 
marks next to him. Another man had a slight limp when he walked. 
There was one man whose walk always changed. Sometimes he 
walked, most of the time he stumbled, and he was never dressed like 
anybody from the Seam. Katniss heard her father talk about him as 
she got older and went to the Hob with him. At first she thought his 
name was Victor and then she recognized him as a victor and heard 
someone call him Haymitch. Katniss had tried not to stare at him when 
she realized it was District Twelve's one and only living victor. There 
were the other kids, those she would track all the way to school. They 
were quite erratic except for a handful of them. The older ones that 
would just sludge home everyday in the same manner. They were old 
enough to know life's harsh realities, but still too young to truly 
understand. Then there were the merchant's children that followed the 
same paths each day. She didn't bother with those. She knew where 
they went. They all led to a life much better than hers and her family's, 
but there was one set of footprints. One set that had confused her for 
years. 


By the age of eleven she and her father had a daily routine. Each 
morning before school they'd wake up and make their way into the 
dark forest. She loved it in there. It was the one place everything 
seemed happy. 


"Why can't we make mommy come out here, daddy?" Katniss knew 

better than to speak too loudly, and now that they were done hunting 
and foraging she didn't have to worry about scaring any game away. 
"We could all come out here and live in the woods. There's plenty to 

eat, and you wouldn't have to go into the mines anymore." 


"Katniss we've talked about this," her father had that voice again. The 
one that said, 'if you keep on with this I'm not going to take you into 
the woods with me tomorrow.’ "Your mom and Primrose aren't made 
for the woods, so leave it be." Katniss gave her eyes a roll. She could 
understand Prim not being able to go into the woods, she was just a 
little kid, but her mom was a grown up. "Get that scowl off of your 
face, Katniss or it'll stay there for the rest of your life." Katniss scowled 
up at her father who only chuckled at her. "No boy is ever going to 
want to marry you if you don't know how to smile." 


"Good," Katniss lifted the corner of her nose, stuck her tongue out and 
hoped she made an appropriate enough noise to let her father know 
she was completely grossed out. "I don't need boys." 


"You say that now, but one day." 


Katniss gave her head a quick shake. The long braid she had just 
started to wear down the side of her head at the beginning of the 
school year felt heavy when it slapped against her cheek. "I'm going to 
say that every day. | am never going to need a boy." 


"Don't you like boys, Katniss?" Her dad took the tiny bow from her. 


"I like my bow more," Katniss looked at it with a smile. "Thanks for 
making that dad." She hadn't shot a thing with it, but it was fun trying 
to use it. 


"I'm glad you like it, but that doesn't answer my question. Don't you 
like boys?" He tucked his bow and arrows into their prospective hiding 
spots. 


"No. uw 
Her dad gave his chin a little scratch and asked, "Do you like girls?" 


"They're all kind of...prissy." It was one of the main reasons she didn't 
really have friends. With the exception of the Mayor's daughter, who 
Katniss didn't really talk to, they just shared the same lunch table, she 
pretty much stayed away from all the girls in school. 


"I mean, do you..." he spread his hands open and finished asking, 
"like girls?" 


"Like girls? Liiiike? Like...like?" Her father gave her a confirmation 
nod. It took a moment for it to register with Katniss. "Ewww. No. Gosh 
daddy, why are you asking me this stuff?" She did an all over shudder. 


"No reason," her father started humming to himself as they headed for 
the fence then went quiet when they got closer to it. There was no 
reason for him to tell her to be quiet. She knew. The routine was the 
same. Check for Peacekeepers. She slid out first, then him, and then 
he'd pull the game bag through. They made their usual rounds only 
today when they headed towards the bakery her father started making 
conversation again, and Katniss hated the topic. "You sure you don't 
want to find yourself a nice young man when you grow up, settle 
down, have a family?" Her father knocked on the backdoor of the 
bakery. 


"Positive," Katniss wanted nothing to do with it. Why should she? She 
may not have been twelve yet, but she knew what it meant to be 
twelve. She had seen the Games. She had seen the kids names get 


picked out of the reaping ball and brought onto the stage, never to 
come home again. It was required for everyone to go to town to watch, 
and her father had always made sure she never had a clear view of 
who got pulled up on stage or the giant screens that lined the streets. 
He'd somehow hold his hand over her eyes or hold her close to his 
pant leg which is why she never quite recognized Haymitch 
Abernathy, until Prim came along. That's when Katniss realized that 
her father's hands weren't big enough to shield her from the world for 
the rest of her life. When the food stopped being stretched as far, and 
the soap didn't last as long, or the thread or even the bands she used 
to hold her hair in her braids, none of it ever seemed to be enough. 
That's one of the reasons she stopped wearing two braids, plus she 
was tired of looking like a little girl. She was eleven. She wasn't some 
little baby anymore. No. Katniss wasn't going to be like those other 
women in the Seam with their swollen stomachs for a few months then 
a crying baby soon after. She wasn't going to try and protect her kids 
from being in the reaping. It was bad enough thinking about facing that 
herself pretty soon or Prim having to face it in a few years time. 
Katniss straightened her shoulders. "No daddy. I'm never going to fall 
in lo..." she gulped as the baker's son opened up the door for them. 


"Hello, Mr. Ever...sir...1 mean...sir Everdee..." Peeta wiped his hands 
on the edge of his apron then stuck it out and shook her father's hand. 
"Would you like to wait inside while I get my father...sir?" 


"No thank you, Peeta. We'll wait out here. Do you know my daught..." 
Katniss elbowed her father in the thigh for him to shut up and heard 
him let out a stifled grunt. "We'll just wait right here," he said tightly. 


"That's fine, Mr. Everdeen...sir." Peeta gave Katniss a tiny nod, closed 
the door and went back inside. 


"Would you mind explaining why on earth you just..." 


Katniss walked a few feet away, rested her back against the wall of 
the bakery and placed her hands over her face. "Oh my God. That 
was so embarassing." 


"Do you know Peeta?" Her father took a step closer to her. 
"No," she shook her head. She blew out a breath. "No." 
"But you're embarrassed for him?" 

"For him?" She gave her father an eye roll, her newest habit. 


"Okay," her father gave her a questionable look. "Please explain what 
this is all about." 


"What's what all about?" 
"This?" Her father pointed up and down at her. 


"Leave me alone daddy," she said very stiffly and crossed her arms 
over her chest. 


"I will do no such thing. Not until you explain to me why you..." he 
straightened up. "Katniss Everdeen you hit your own father." 


She clapped a hand over her mouth. "Oh daddy, I'm sorry, but..." It 
was him. The footprints that had been following her since the first day 
of school. The only thing she remembered about the first day of school 
for that other than the blue eyes that stared at her and the toothpaste 
stained shirt. It was the pair of eyes that she'd catch looking at her 
down the hall or over a book...through some tree branches, yet she 
never said anything, and neither did he. At first Katniss thought he 

was going to tease her because she was from the Seam and he was 
from Town, but he just kept on watching her. She knew who he was, 
but he never showed his face when they went to the bakery to make 


their trades. She always hoped he would, but he never did. The one 
time she decided to stare back at him he turned his head around and 
when he thought she wasn't looking he started staring again. That's 
when she realized that he had no clue she knew he was watching her. 
"| don't know what to do," she whispered to her father. 


"About what?" He asked. 


Her hands shot straight to the back of her neck where she felt the 
twigs poking her. "Can you get these out?" She patted at the sticks 
feverishly. 


"Stay still," her father's fingers were working swiftly. "Don't move. I'll fix 
it." Katniss could feel herself blushing. She had just spent the entire 
walk from the woods to Town Square listing off all the reasons why 
she never wanted to get married only to have them all washed away in 
a matter of seconds. 


‘| hate myself,' she thought to herself as her father pulled the small 
pieces of branch out of her braid and flattened out her hair. 'This is 
why. This is the exact reason why you hate boys.' 


"There ya go." Katniss turned around, but he stopped her. "Let's tuck 
in this tail, little duck." He gave the edge of her shirt a little flap, and 
Katniss quickly tucked it in, shaking her head from side to side, bathed 
in embarrassment when she heard the bakery door opening up. Her 
father gave his head a little nudge silently saying, "go ahead, Katniss." 


She flattened her palms and back against the bakery wall, 
disappearing into the siding, holding her breath, wanting nothing more 
than the entire event to pass by without another word ever to be 
mentioned. 


"Clay?" The sound of the baker came out of the backdoor as well as 
the top of his head. 


"Morning," her father gave Katniss one last look of "I told you so" 
disappointment, and headed towards the baker. She watched from her 
position as her father and the baker spoke in hushed tones. Within 
minutes they completed a trade and shared a small chuckle. 


‘Probably laughing at you and how stupid you look right now standing 
up against this wall, Katniss,' she was absolutely furious with herself. 
Katniss grit her teeth, stomped her boots, tightened her fists and 
marched to her father's side. "Hey Mr. Mellark." 


"Hello Katniss," he looked down at her and smiled. "We'll talk with you 
tomorrow, Clay." The baker shook her father's hand. 


Katniss whipped herself around in a tizzy, once again smacking 
herself in the cheek with her braid. "Dang it," she gave her thigh a 
punch. 


"Watch your mouth young lady," her father scolded her. "You have 
some manners." 


She didn't want to have manners. She wanted to go home and hit 
something. Better yet, she wanted to go back into the woods and use 
her bow. She'd probably shoot something now that she was mad. 


"Think you can explain it to me now?" 


Katniss looked at the bakery which was only a few yards away and 
stopped her father from speaking. "Not here!" 


"Fine," he started walking away from Town. "Are you coming?" 


"We've got more trades to do," she protested. 


"Then lets make the trades and we can talk on our way back home." 
Katniss knew she'd dread the rest of her morning if she let it drag out, 
but it was best to get them done right away. On their way home she 
stopped just outside of the Town Square and before they hit the road 
for the Seam. "Here?" Her father asked. Katniss nodded. "Okay," her 
father turned so he was standing with his back to the bakery and she 
couldn't be seen. "I take it you know Peeta?" 


"I already told you I didn't." 
"Then who was that girl and what was she doing back there?" 


"That was...me," Katniss tried to play it off, but her father stood there 
staring her down with a look that said he knew exactly what was going 
through Katniss' mind when Peeta walked back into the bakery. "I'm 
wearing boots covered in dirt from the woods and my braid was 
frazzled, plus | could feel the twigs in it because they were scratching 
at my neck, I'm not wearing my school clothes, and | didn't even brush 
my teeth yet. What would people think?" She added lamely at the end. 


"You mean, what would Peeta Mellark think?" Katniss glared up at 
him. "Oh, no. Don't you dare give me a dirty look. I'm not the one that 
turned into a girl all of a sudden." 


"I've always been a girl daddy," Katniss gave him an eye roll. 


"I hate it when you do that." She did it again just to get under his skin, 
then gave him a little smile. "I know, you'd rather climb a tree than play 
with dolls, and I'm fine with that. | know your mother forces you into 
those dresses you wear to school each day, and I'm okay with that 
too. Maybe next year we'll convince her that it's okay for you to wear 
pants to school, but this," he pointed towards the wall she was leaning 
up against earlier, "that's not something | ever want to see again." 


"Thought you wanted me to be interested in boys," she said 
accusingly. 


"I would love it if you fell in love one day and got married...had a 
family, but not like that." he gave his head a shake. "Never like that." 


"Like what?" 


"Like," he started pretending he was a girl, fixing his hair, pretending to 
put lipstick on until he made Katniss giggle. "And | shouldn't have 
helped you back there. I'm sorry I did." He knelt down on one knee in 
front of her. "Why would you do that, Katniss?" 


She wasn't sure what to tell him at first, but then the truth spilled out 
about Peeta and her suspicions. "I honestly don't know why he does it. 
| don't know why he stares at me, or even if he does follow me. 
Sometimes | think I'm crazy and making it all up in my mind." She 
noticed the way her father was smiling. "Why are you grinning?" 


"If you do decide to like a boy someday, | want you to be who you are, 
not some phony girl who wears dresses and has perfect hair." His 
hand shot out and messed up her braid, then tugged out her shirt from 
one side of her pants. "There we go. | know her. I like this girl." Katniss 
gave him a big smile just as a loud crashing sound came from the 
direction of the bakery. Peeta and his father were standing next to the 
large dumpster with a lid swinging open. While his father was tossing 
in the flattened cardboard, Peeta was standing there staring in 
Katniss' direction. "Something tells me he likes her too," Katniss’ 
father said, but Katniss only looked to the side and dropped her smile, 
giving her father a small punch in the shoulder. "As a matter of fact, | 
think he can see the true beauty that lies within this girl." 


"Too bad I'm never getting married," Katniss started walking towards 
their house in the Seam. 


"Never, huh?" 
"Nope. Never." She kicked at a large pebble and watched it roll. 
"Katniss?" 


"Don't try and talk me into it daddy, it isn't going to work," Katniss 
giggled as she ran after the rock. 


"I've got years to wear you down. Marriage is a wonderful thing," he 
caught up to her and joined in on her laughter then began singing. 
Before he could sing the first three notes Katniss had joined him. Their 
melody silenced the birds on their path all the way to their house. 


"Daddy," a tiny Prim smiled up at him from her spot at the table. 


"Another one of my ducklings," Clayton gave Prim a kiss on top of her 
head as he walked past her. 


"Where have you two been? | was getting worried." Evelyn was 
washing Prim's breakfast bowl up in the sink and accepted Clayton's 
kiss. 


"We were just running a little behind schedule today," Clayton said. 
"You know how it can be in the shops at times." 


"Go on and get cleaned up. You two don't have long before you have 
to leave," she called out to them as they were making their way up the 
stairs. 


"Katniss," he stopped her before she could brush by him. "I know most 
of the boys you'll meet in your life aren't worth the time of day, but 
there will be one. One boy that won't see a girl from the Seam. All he'll 
see is Katniss. That boy will see everything you are. Everything you 


can't see in yourself. Promise me you won't push that boy away, 
Katniss." 


"Daddy | already told you..." 


"I'm not playing," Her father's voice suddenly got very serious, and he 
had an expression on his face like what he had to tell her simply 
couldn't wait another minute. "I want you to promise me that you'll give 
that boy a chance, Katniss. That you'll give him more than a chance, 
and that you'll give yourself a chance too." 


"Daddy, are you talking about Peeta Mellark?" She took a step closer 
to her father and lowered down her voice. "Because...he's a 
merchant's son." 


"It won't matter, Katniss." 


"But | don't want to get married or have kids. The Capitol only takes 
that away." Katniss said it really quietly, but she was still afraid that 
somehow they'd hear her. 


"They don't take that away from everybody, Katniss, and if you can't 
enjoy the little things in life, what's the point in living?" Her father took 
her hands in his. "I don't want you to go out and find a boy tomorrow, 
as a matter of fact, I'd prefer it if you'd stay away from them for a few 
years, but I'd rather you not cut them out of your life completely." 


"Mmmm...! don't know..." Katniss gave him a cautionary head shake. 
"Can I think about it?" 


"That's all I ask," he tugged the end of her braid. "Now go fix yourself 
up. Who dressed you? You're a wreck." 


"I thought you said you liked me this way." 


"I do, but no boy will ever have you and how am I going to get rid of 
you if you look like that?" Her father laughed. 


"So that's why?" Katniss crinkled her nose at him. "I knew it! | knew 
you just wanted to get rid of me!" She teased him back as she headed 
into her and Prim's room pausing just as she entered. "Daddy?" She 
turned. "Is it him?" She glanced back over her shoulder with almost a 
wistful expression on her face, "Is it Peeta | shouldn't give up on?" 


"1 don't know." 
"Then How will | know who it is?" 


Her father rested his palm against the door frame of his bedroom and 
said, "He's the one worth fighting for. The one that would fight for you.' 


' 


Katniss was jostled awake only seconds after she closed her eyes by 
Jackson. "Your turn to keep watch." 


"What time is it?" 


"Six," Jackson looked like she hadn't slept in days as she handed 
Katniss a can of soup and a box of something to drink. 


Katniss nodded her thanks, quickly taking up her watch position next 
to Pollux who refused to sleep, or was unable to after spending five 
years of being tortured, for what else could you call being forced into 
slavery down here? She ate her can of soup, grateful it wasn't lamb 
stew, thinking she'd never be able to eat it again, and felt Peeta's eyes 
staring up at her. "Have you slept at all?" 


"Some," he mouthed to her, not wanting to wake the others. 


"Have you eaten?" She mouthed back. 


"No," his lips formed the shape of the word. 


She pulled the lid off of a can of chicken and rice soup and handed it 
to him. As his eyes met hers she felt a shot of electricity shoot through 
her. They were so different than the ones that used to watch her when 
he thought she wasn't looking. She studied him carefully as he 
swallowed it down and began lightly stroking his hair over and over 
again, wishing he could remember the one thing that continually 
alluded his memory. "Something's bothering you," she spoke quietly to 
him in order to gauge his voice. 


"You knew about these tunnels before we got here, real or not real?" 
he asked her with a mixture of terror and fury in his eyes. 


"Me?" She shook her head. "Not real. | knew about the ones Effie 
escaped from, but not these." 


"| Knew about them," He closed his eyes and was afraid to ask, but did 
anyway, "real or not real?" 


She contemplated it fora moment then said, "Not real. We've never 
been here, Peeta." 


"You're trying to protect me again, aren't you?" He ran his hand over 
hers and knitted their fingers together. 


Katniss found this statement to be so odd. "What would | have to 
protect you from?" She slid closer to him. 


Peeta could feel it, the tingling sensation crawling up his spine. He 
could sense it before any of them. "From Snow," he shot to his feet. 
The can in his hand was thrown to the side waking all of their group. 


"What the hell?" They all started to take aim on various parts of the 
room, but none of them knew where to point their weapons. 


"Peeta," Katniss reached her hand out to him. 


"Don't you hear it?" His head whipped from side to side as his eyes 
began to focus on one spot of the room. His feet moved slowly across 
the floor as he waved the others behind him, all of them now pointing 
their weapons in the direction of where Peeta was heading. The blood 
inside of his body felt as if it was boiling, his skin felt like he had tiny 
insects crawling all over him, he should have been calling for a 
weapon, a blade of sorts, but his instincts told him not to. The sound 
he thought he had been imagining for hours was now loud enough for 
the rest of the group to hear. Their eyes stayed glued to the wall with 
the pipes, waiting to kill whatever was behind it. Pulses began to race, 
the stench of sweat filled the room as the first mutt shot up through the 
ground and let out an explosive, "PEEEETAAAAAAAH!" 
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Previously our band of rebels took to the tunnels beneath the 
Capitol in order to stay alive. Effie, Justus and Lavinia are on 
their own mission and only Haymitch, Plutarch and Beetee know 
about it. Peeta, Katniss, Gale, Messalla, Pollux, Jackson, Leeg 1, 
Homes and Finnick are hiding in some sort of room with pipes 
along the wall so their group can rest until Peeta jumped to his 
feet at the sound of his name being called out. 


Thank you for waiting. | do hope you all had a lovely holiday. My 
Easter was grand. Thank you to all of you that are reading and 
reviewing, and for those of you not reading...well, you won't see 
this, will ya? I'm telling you all now there are probably mistakes 
up the ying yang in this chapter as I only had one beta. My 
regular betas S and A were unable to beta this week, but | still 
appreciate all that they have done and are doing. My new beta S 
(different S) has stepped up to the plate for this chapter and | 
cannot thank her enough. Thank you so much other S. THANKS! 
If there are mistakes, it's my fault. Not hers. | get brain farts when 
I write. 


Don't know about you all, but I'm curious to see what's 
happening in the world of... 


Mockingjay: Broken Wings 


Haymitch hadn't run this fast even during his training for the Quarter 
Quell. The sound of his feet echoed in the empty hallway as he raced 
in front of a panting Plutarch towards Beetee in Special Weaponry. If it 
were up to him, he'd leave the man behind, but Plutarch held the 
computer that linked to Effie and her short communication that had 
him shaking in his boots. "Move your ass," Haymitch held the door 
open and waited for the former Head Gamemaker who was 
completely winded. "Give me that damn thing," he ripped the 
computer from his hands and went through security as quickly as 
possible, leaving Plutarch in his dust. "Beetee!" He screamed the 
man's name to the girl that was sitting at the computer desk and 
recognized her as the same woman that had been there in the middle 
of the night the last time he had made one of these trips. Snow had 
rebel prisoners back then, and Haymitch wondered if the man had 
forgone capturing the rebels and went straight for the kill this time. 


"Beetee is in his quarters." She looked over her shoulder in the 
direction of the man's small sleeping chamber. 


"Damn," he slapped his hand against the wall and raced out of the 
room towards Plutarch who was still trying to catch up with him. 
"Quarters," was all he said. Haymitch ignored the grunt that Plutarch 
let out and walked swiftly until he got to the tiny room adjacent to one 
of the other offices lit up with computer displays and began pounding 
on the door. "Beetee! Wake the hell up!" 


"Haymi..." Plutarch sputtered and tried again. "Haymitch, you'll wake 
everyone if you're not quiet." 


"No one sleeps down here but him," Haymitch pounded again. "They 
don't let him leave this stinkin’ place. Got him trapped down here like 
one of those damn mice with the friggin’ cheese or...shit!" His fist 
tightened as he released his fury against the man's door, "OPEN UP!" 


"The way you're yelling you're bound to wake the dead," Plutarch said 
between deep breaths as Haymitch started using his foot to kick at the 
base of the door. 


"Yes...yes...|'m...l'm here," Beetee was pushing up his glasses with his 
middle finger as he opened the door to them. "Haymitch, Plut..." 


Haymitch forced his way past the man without waiting for an invite. 
"We've got problems." He looked around and found a small table. 
"Christ," he placed the computer down and gestured to it taking notice 
that the only things inside of the room were the table, a chair and a 
pathetic excuse of a bed. "Effie sent us a transmission, only all we got 
was her screaming and a bunch of yelling." 


Beetee began tapping away at the computer and asking questions. 
"Was she yelling at you or in general?" 


"If | Knew that do you think I'd be here waking your ass up in the 
middle of the night?" Shaking some sense of urgency into the man 
would probably be frowned upon, but Haymitch was seriously 
considering it. 


"Yes. Yes. True. True," Beetee pulled up the recorded transmission 
and played it. 


"Move! Justus...Lavinia stay behind me!" Effie's voice was barking out 
commands. "Do you see them? Dear God!" The sound of guns 
blasting reverberated through the room from the computer's speaker 
and Haymitch cringed. Effie was speaking through the gunfire, but 


none of them could make it out with the naked ear, "...got mu...s! 
They're...niss an...P...ta! l...sure...it! ...ave...bort the...sio... NO!" The 
sound of gunfire grew louder, a loud burst of static shot through the 
speaker, and the transmission died. 


"My goodness," Beetee pushed his glasses up on his nose. "What 
happened?" 


Haymitch's foot automatically shot out and kicked the only item of 
furniture in the room. The chair flew up against the wall landing in the 
middle of the bed's rumpled sheets and thin blanket. 


"That is why we came to you, Beetee," Plutarch placed his hands on 
the man's shoulders and moved him out of Haymitch's line of fire. 
"Perhaps you can reestablish communications with her or pull apart 
the recording to let us know what it is she was saying?" 


"Yes," he went for the door. "I'll need to access my main computer. 
Let's go." 


"Are you coming, Haymitch?" Plutarch asked. 


"Go!" Haymitch yelled at them, needing a minute to regain some form 
of composure before he hurt someone. "I'll be right there. Just go." 
Plutarch and Beetee didn't waste any time leaving him behind. 
Haymitch simply stood and stared at the chair that was now upside 
down on Beetee's bed thinking to himself, 'I shouldn't have ever let 
you go, Trinkie.' 


Effie stood with her new weapon strapped onto her in the middle of 
the Hangar waiting for the medical team to arrive when Haymitch 
began to reconsider the entire mission. "This is too dangerous." 
Haymitch shook his head from side to side. "You have no idea what 
you're getting yourself into." 


"Oh, please. | have been in a battle before." Effie gave the first of the 
medical team a little nod of greeting, completely ignoring Haymitch's 
warning to her. 


He yanked her to the side of the Hangar away from peering eyes. 
"Don't delude yourself into thinking that what you did when we 
escaped the Capitol is the same as what's happening out there now. 
You have no idea what's happening out there now. What you'll have to 
do." He inched closer. "Damn it, Effie. You're gonna have to kill 
people. Innocent people..." he pointed a finger at the tip of her nose, 
"Your former neighbors." 


"lam aware," she sounded distanced and unaffected. 


"Bullshit!" Haymitch noticed the way she snapped her eyes towards 
his when he swore. "Oh, my swearing gets under your skin, but you're 
okay with pulling the trigger on some...some kid wearing a white 
uniform because Snow told him that was his duty?" 


"Do not make this any harder for me than it already is, Haymitch." 
Effie set her shoulders back and into a rigid posture. 


"You think it's hard now? Just wait till you get there. It's gonna get a 
hell of a lot worse." He ran his hand down his face wondering where 
the prissy little nag that he had fought with for so many years was. 
The woman that dressed to the nines, made sure she was matching 
from the tips of her toes to the puffy wigs and oversized false 
eyelashes was long gone. She was now standing before him in a dark 
military issued uniform, her hair slicked back into a tight bun with a 
weapon strapped to her back and a rifle in her hands. "Why, Effie? 
Why are you doing this? We've got men...trained men and women that 
can go in there and do this. You don't have to," he lowered his voice 
down. "Stay here and take care of that kid of theirs." 


"Haymitch, what kind of mother would I be if | allowed my son to risk 
his life for his child, yet | wasn't willing to do the same?" She lifted her 
chin a little higher and spoke softly. "| may not have given birth to that 
boy, but he is mine, and I'll be damned if anyone is going to take him 
from me or Katniss," she paused for a moment. "Those are my 
children, Haymitch. Those are..." She turned away from him for a 
moment then faced him head on and spoke with unconditional love 
dripping from her voice, "That is my baby out there.” 


In that instant Haymitch knew what Peeta meant when he told 
everyone that Effie had always been his mother and that they needed 
a few years to find each other. "You two deserve each other," 
Haymitch took her hand in his. "I don't say that lightly cause | think 
pretty highly of the kid." 


"| know you do," she gave him a pleased smile. "Thank you. | am very 
proud of the man he's become. His father and I are both so very 
proud.” 


"Miss. Trinket. The craft's ready to go," someone called to them. 


"Well," Haymitch took a step back. "Ya heard the man. The craft's 
ready to go." 


Effie's arms wrapped around him, and his around her waist. "I shall be 
waiting victorious for you in the Capitol." 


"And I'll come and getcha Trinkie," he kissed the side of her head and 
felt hers on his cheek in return. 


"Of course you will," she said over her shoulder as she walked away. 
"You love me you drunken buffoon." 


"Yeah, well..." he called out to her, "...you love me too ya know...nag." 


As Effie placed a foot onto the hovercraft's step, she turned to him and 
said with her trademark smile, "It would be wise for you to remember 
that," ducking inside before he could respond. 


Haymitch reached for the chair and put Beetee's room back in order. It 
took less than a minute, but he felt better fixing the disturbance he 
caused in the man's bedroom. As he headed down the hallway 
towards Plutarch and Beetee he thought of the woman and the words 
he had once said to Katniss about Peeta then directed them at 
himself, 'You could live a thousand lifetimes and never deserve her,’ 
vowing once again, ‘I'm coming to getcha, Effie. You just stay alive. 


The first mutt burst through the floor, the sound of Peeta's name came 
out of its mouth like a loud, threatening, burst of air. 
"PEEEETAAAAH!" Everyone took aim on it, but no one shot due to the 
man it called out to. Peeta had whipped himself around and reached 
for it, taking hold of the creature before anyone could even get a good 
look at it. While the group was hollering at him to move so they could 
kill it, Peeta was ripping it, shredding it apart with his gauntlets. 


"Stay away!" He screamed out to them when the orange glowing 
blood began to puddle at Peeta's feet. 


"What the hell wa..." Homes stood with his back to the wall just as the 
second mutt slid from behind the pipes and attached itself to his spinal 
column. The gun he held in his hand, dropped to the floor. Katniss 
took aim on the mutt and shot it through the head with her arrow while 
Gale shot it through the body, but it was too late. Whatever this mutt 
was, it had already gotten its hooks into Homes and had drained the 
life from him within seconds. 


"We need to get the hell out of here," Jackson ordered them. 
"Not yet," Peeta stood with his fists balled next to him. 
"There could be more," Finnick said as he headed for the door. 


"There are, but they're not here yet." Peeta chose his next few words 
very carefully, "1...1 can hear them. These were scouts. They were 
searching for me," he faced Katniss. "The others will be coming, 
but..." Peeta began to shake his head. He wanted desperately to 
squeeze it, but his hands were covered... He did a double take when 
he noticed that his gauntlets were dry and clean. "I...| ripped that thing 
apart with my hands. Real or not real?" His eyes shot to Katniss, but 
no one answered. "REAL OR NOT REAL!?" 


"Real," they all began answering within seconds. 
Jackson began to take control of the situation. "We cannot stay here." 


"And we can't go out there yet!" Peeta pointed to the doorway that led 
back to the tunnels. 


"Peeta," Katniss quickly got his attention then began speaking the way 
only they understood leaving everyone in the room what wondering 
what they were keeping secret. "You need to pull yourself together." 


"Okay," he spoke to her taking in everything around him. "Okay," he 
repeated himself in a somewhat calmer tone. 'One thing at a time,’ he 
thought to himself. "Your gauntlets. Why don't you have blood on your 
gauntlets?' He looked towards the mutt he left in shreds and took a 
step towards it. When Leeg 1 did the same he put his hand out and 
stopped her. "Stay away from their blood. It's tracker jacker venom." 


"That's why it's not on your uniform," Katniss said to him. "Beetee 
fixed it so that we couldn't get stung. The venom beads off of our 
uniforms like water does." 


"A tracker jacker stinger can't puncture your uniforms, but these aren't 
tracker jackers," Gale looked at the one on Homes' back. "Is it safe to 
touch him?" 


"Better let Peeta do it," Jackson suggested. "He's got those gloves." 


Peeta moved closer to Homes, but the shell of a human being lying on 
the floor looked nothing like the man that had been standing there only 
minutes ago. "Good God," he reached out a tentative finger and poked 
at him. His skin sank down to the bone. "His eyes are...geez," Peeta 
grimaced. "They dropped to the back of his skull. | think it drained him 
of his blood or something." He could hear the others making sounds of 
disgust, but chose to face the inevitable instead, rolling Homes over to 
see what it was they were facing. The weight of the man was primarily 
on his back where the mutt was attached. Peeta gave him a big heave 
and jumped backwards in one swift motion. What they saw was like 
nothing they had ever laid eyes on before. 


"Wha...what is that thing?" Gale's eyes bulged out of his head. 


"Mutt," Peeta's pupils dilated into pinpoints as he focused on the 
reason they were sent into the tunnels. "They're after me, Katniss. 
This is what...they..." the air in the room suddenly went dry, his throat 


felt as though he had swallowed handfuls of dust. The weight of the 
weapons lining his suit could be felt in each and every muscle of his 
body. "You need to go." He looked to Gale. "Get her out of here. Take 
her. They know how to find me." 


Gale quickly took Katniss by the upper arm and began dragging her 
towards the doorway to which she protested. "No! No!" She ripped her 
arm from his grip with an unbelievable amount of strength. 


"You don't get it," Peeta could feel the hysterical sensation growing out 
of control deep within. "These things can detect me. | can hear them 
and they can hear me. | don't know how," his head was shaking 
frantically as his feet began their crazy circular pacing motion. "I just 
do. Snow's using them in the hopes to get rid of you, Katniss, and in 
order to do that they have to track you. That's what these two sons of 
bitches were doing!" He pointed at them, his whole body was getting 
hotter and hotter. "They were tracking you, but not by following your 
footsteps or anything like that. NO!" His voice sounded crazed and 
maniacal. "Through me. Somehow they know where | am, and they're 
going to keep on finding me! Tell their friends! And then this entire 
place will be swarming with these things!" Peeta stared at the four foot 
long centipede like mutt with tentacles type legs that attached 
themselves to Homes' spine, sucking the fluids from him. The 
somewhat shiny green and gold skin covering the creature resembled 
that of a tracker jacker's body. The black lines etched deep within its 
hard skin every four to five inches even gave it a bumble bee type of 
look, but the body was unnaturally bloated, filled with Homes' fluids 
which began seeping onto the floor of the room they were in out of the 
dead mutt's deadly six inch legs. There must have been over a 
hundred of them, thin appendages that not only attached itself to 
Homes' skin, but had the ability to slither with speed and accuracy. Its 
mouth was filled with sharp, pointy teeth and two long fangs that could 
either rip their prey from limb to limb or inject them with the deadly 


venom. "They'll just keep coming if | stay with you!" He held onto 
Katniss' upper arms and did his best to make her understand. "They 
won't stop, Katniss! If we separate...if | go another way then maybe | 
can mislead them...draw them..." 


"Let's go," Gale reached out for Katniss again. 


"Head back the way we came so our paths don't cross," Jackson said 
it as though leaving Peeta behind were a foregone conclusion and 
everyone's mind had been made up. 


"lam not leaving him!" Katniss screamed. "What if Snow catches him 
again? Then what?" It was her greatest fear. 


"Then I'll take my pill," Peeta said to her. 
"I'll go with him," Finnick stood next to Peeta. "We're allies, right?" 


Peeta had no idea what he'd do without Finnick Odair in the arena. 
The man had literally brought him back to life. "Yes." Peeta could feel 
his raging boil gradually calming to a slow simmer. "Which is why | 
need you to protect my wife. Get her out of here." 


"This isn't going to happen," Katniss began ranting as Peeta gripped 
her face between his hands. "No," she spoke with a clenched jaw. 


"It's the only way. They'll find you. Please, Katniss. Please. Go with 
them and let me do this." 


"If you do then I'll take it...I'll take this damn pill the first chance | get," 
She threatened him with her moving lips and no sound. "They can kill 
Snow. They can go back." She gestured towards the rest of their 
group. "You leave me now then we both know I'm going to die here 
anyway." 


"Don't say that," He gave her a little shake. "What about Maysilee?" 


"What about her? Maybe if I'm dead then they'll stop tracking you?" 
Stormy, dark silver eyes pierced intense cerulean blue. "She needs 
her father, and if you tell them about the pill, I'll shoot myself, or I'll let 
the damn mutts kill me or I'll walk into a pod...there are plenty of ways 
for me to end this, so what's it going to be?" Katniss could feel her 
pulse racing and the dull throbbing in the back of her eyes turning into 
an almost blinding stabbing pain as she stared Peeta down. 


"Fine," his silent response sliced through her. She knew her threats 
had gone a bit far, but he needed to understand, she was willing to die 
in order to ensure he lived. "I'm going," Peeta announced to the rest of 
them, "but before we leave there are some things you need to know." 
He gave the mutt one last look and said, "Stay away from their teeth 
and these things," he kicked at the leg. "Katniss and | have protection 
from them. None of you do." He faced Katniss. "Put your helmet and 
your face mask on. It'll be hot as hell, but their...whatever these are," 
again he gestured to the legs, "won't be able to get through. Their 
teeth will kill you, so stay away. They can slink through a tiny crack 
like a mouse, but their bodies are like armor except for the black lines. 
If you hit them, that's were you have to strike or you have to shoot 
them in the head like Katniss did. Gale, you're lucky your arrow went 
through the black part, but..." Peeta pulled it from the mutt and the 
rest of Homes' blood mixed with that of the mutt drained onto the floor, 
"...see how the tip is bent? That's what will happen. Your bullets will 
bounce off of it, so aim carefully. Now it's belly," Peeta gave the mutt a 
kick to show the underside of it. "There's nothing shielding that. The 
reason they don't really worry about it is because they slither until right 
before they attack and by that point...well, we all saw how quickly it 
came out of the ground." 


"Not to mention how fast it killed Homes," Leeg 1 added. "He didn't 
even hear that thing coming for him." 


"Their legs are soft too, but they have the ability to run faster than..." 
Peeta began thinking about the mutts he and Katniss had faced in the 
arena. "Let's just say, they're not like anything you've ever seen 
before." 


"How do you know all of this stuff?" Gale asked and everyone stared 
at Peeta accusingly, waiting for an answer except Katniss and Finnick. 


"Wish | could tell you that, Gale, but | have no clue. | just know." 


The center of Gale's brows knit together. "You said they could hear 
you, Peeta. How?" 


"Again. | don't know. All | know is this entire day | could have sworn 
someone was whispering my name." Peeta let his head sink back for 
a second and blew out a breath. "I thought | was hearing voices 
again." He looked at Katniss with guilt in his eyes for not sharing his 
concerns with her. 


"Annie said you heard someone talking to you when you were being 
held prisoner here," Finnick spoke quietly. 


"That's what | thought it was," Peeta gave Finnick a pathetic nod. "I 
thought maybe it was me remembering some kind of torture | went 
through or...| was going crazy or ...| don't really know what. All | know 
is that these things can somehow sense me." 


"Well," Gale gave Peeta a curious look. "If they can detect you, then 
doesn't it reason that you can do the same?" 


Everyone's eyes darted towards Peeta. "In a way." 


"| mean...you knew it was here before any of us did," Gale gave his 
right shoulder a little shrug in Jackson's direction. 


"That's true," Jackson added. "You knew that one that attacked 
Homes was there. I'm not sure why you didn't know about the one in 
the ground, but you knew about the one behind the pipes." 


"| think we all assumed the one behind the pipes was the one in the 
floor," Katniss swung her bow over her shoulder, thankful that talk had 
now seemed to be swinging in the direction of Peeta being an asset to 
their team instead of hindering it. "Peeta, before we leave here, and | 
think we need to get the hell out of this room fairly quickly, maybe you 
should take a minute to think about what's been happening to you 
today, and the signs that led up to this attack. We'll get our things 
together and form out a plan with Pollux while you do that. Maybe you 
can pinpoint when and how you've been detecting them and how we 
can avoid them." Katniss looked around the room to the rest of the 
group that had nodded and made slight noises giving their approval 
before taking a step away from Peeta. 


"Katniss?" Peeta called to her. "Come here a second." The rest of 
their group was gathered around Pollux and checking over their 
weapons, staying as far away from either the mutt, their dead friend, 
or both. 


"Yeah," Katniss stood about three feet away from Peeta who was 
standing at the edge of a puddle of blood that had pooled at his heels. 


He took a step towards her and felt the extra grip of his boot against 
the ground. "Why would you say something like that to me?" He didn't 
have to explain what she said. She knew her silent threats would 
cause him to change his mind. 


She was horrible with explanations. Always seemed to screw them up 
somehow. It would usually take her some time to come up with an 
appropriate answer, but in this instance she knew what to say. They 
may have been her father's words, but Katniss had used them once 
before in their lives. She swore she wouldn't tell him about that day. 
She wouldn't even hint at it. Not that she didn't want to, but he needed 
to discover their past on his own and if he didn't remember, oh well, 
they had a new life now. But when he asked her this question, Katniss 
knew exactly how she had to respond. She lowered her voice down to 
a barely audible whisper, shut out the world for only the briefest 
seconds of time and pulled the love she felt for him from her heart, 
pouring it out into one simple sentence, "Because, you're worth 
fighting for, Peeta." The tiny hint of sadness that caused her voice to 
crack at the end of his name had her walking towards the group and 
pressing the buttons on the Holo so Pollux could begin plotting out 
their path. 


Peeta focused on Katniss' back for a second, watched the braid as it 
floated down the side of her head. 


Katniss was kneeling in front of him in their home back in District 
Twelve. The fire was going and there were crumbs from the bread 
they had broken still on his fingers. "He told me, he'll be the one worth 
fighting for. The one that will fight for you. I never knew why he was 
acting so funny that day. Like he had to tell me or it would be too late. 
Like he knew he was running out of ti..." 


"Let's go," Finnick slapped Peeta on the back abruptly forcing him 
back into their harsh reality. "Did you really think she'd leave here 
without you?" 


"Huh?" Peeta tilted his head, still trying to place what it was he 
remembered, and who Katniss was talking about. 


"Reverse the situation and ask yourself if you'd ever leave her 
behind?" Finnick asked. 


"No," Peeta didn't even have to think about an answer to that 
question. "I'd never leave Katniss behind." 


"Now ask yourself why. Then tell yourself, the female version of you, 
granted a bit scarier and with a much worse temper, is right over 
there," Finnick gestured towards Katniss. "And stupid you went and 
asked her to leave you behind." 


‘Ask yourself why,' Peeta silently repeated Finnick's words to him as 
they traveled down the dank, smelly tunnels towards the center of the 
Capitol. ‘Why wouldn't you just let her leave you?’ A million reasons 
popped into his head. 'You love her more than life itself. You're her 
husband. She's the mother of your baby. You said that you'd always 
stay with her. You promised her father that you'd take care of her. You 
made a vow to...’ 


"Peetaaaah," the sound of his name, though not loud enough for 
everyone else to hear began to resonate through his ears. 


The only thing helping Finnick to keep it together were thoughts of 
going home to Annie. Home with Annie. Taking her back to Four 
where they could rebuild their lives with their baby. God how he 


wanted that. He wanted to go through everything an expectant 
married couple went through. Finnick shot a glance over his left 
shoulder when he thought he heard something, and refocused his 
attention towards the front of the group where Katniss and Pollux led 
the way. Peeta was directly in front of him, Messalla behind him, Leeg 
1, Gale and Jackson taking up the rear. The second he saw that mutt 
burst through the floor of their hideout, Finnick felt a sinking sensation 
in the pit of his stomach. 


Neither Katniss nor Peeta said that the mission they were on was to 
head in his direction, but Finnick wasn't an idiot. None of these people 
were. They had to get to Snow. In the back of his mind he hoped that 
maybe Effie, Justus and Lavinia, who had left hours before them, were 
attempting to do just that. Kill Snow. That maybe...maybe the rebels 
would win this thing and his little group of allies would step out of the 
dark tunnels to find the president had been assassinated, but 
fantasies had never really helped him in his life. They were fine for 
passing the time with Annie while they were on the beach, but in real 
life...in real life fantasies always led to the inevitable. Affliction. 


The water licked against their bare toes in the sand before the dawn. 
There was nothing like the sight of the sun rising over the ocean 
except for maybe the silhouette of Annie in the moonlight, flinging her 
long hair back over her head to keep the water from her eyes after 
they'd sneak in a swim. Finnick would have to watch closely because 
the fleeting moment would only last for a split second, but what a 
second it was. He grinned, as he looked across the buoyant waves, 
picturing it. 


"What are you smiling at over there?" Annie pressed her fingertip into 
one of his dimples. 


‘She caught you,' he thought to himself with a schoolboy expression 
on his face. "Just remembering something." 


"Something good?" 


"Yeah," he lifted her hand to his lips and placed a kiss against the 
palm of it. "Real good." 


"Then it must be me you're thinking about." 


"It's always you I'm thinking about Annie. You're always the one on my 
mind." Annie ducked her head down a bit and fluttered her lashes at 
him. When other women did this as a means of flirtation Finnick found 
it to be deplorable and off putting, but Annie never even realized what 
it was she was doing. It was merely a bashful reaction to his 
statement. "We're going to have to head back soon," he said with 
regret. 


"I know," her voice held a morose tone to it. 


"Wish we could watch the sunrise from here," he spoke the words that 
he knew she was thinking. 


"When you come home we'll watch them all." Annie let out a soft sigh. 


Finnick gave the beach one last look, turned Annie into his arms and 
gave her a gentle kiss on the lips. "Are you ready for your poem?" She 
nodded and he recited it to her. 


"Finnick Odair," Annie rested her hands against his chest and looked 
up into his eyes. "Out of all the poems you've written for me, that is my 
favorite." 


"Yes, | know that." Each year, since the first time he told Annie he 
loved her, Finnick had recited the poem to her before leaving for the 


Games as a reminder that she was always his one and only. "It's your 
poem, Annie." 


"No one can ever take that from us, can they?" He could see the 
tremor in her bottom lip and knew it was time to leave their beautiful 
safe harbor. 


"Never." He kissed her forehead and led her towards Victor's Village. 
"They'll never take that or my love for you." 


As they walked quietly across the beach towards their homes, they 
passed the houses of the children that would be reaped in a few short 
hours. Finnick wouldn't have to mentor them. Skip would be sent in to 
do that. Finnick would be too busy with all the customers Snow would 
have lined up for him. He'd have to leave Annie in Mags' capable 
hands soon enough, but for right now thoughts of the Seventy-Fourth 
Hunger Games were pushed to the side. He had only an hour, maybe 
two, before the district would be crawling with Peacekeepers and 
cameras and Finnick was determined to live them as though they 
were his last moments on earth. 


Finnick's head jutted forward the instant Peeta said, "I can hear them," 
to Katniss. 


"Where are they?" He began scanning the area as they moved 
forward. 


"1...1 don't know, but they're getting closer," Peeta's face held a 
disturbed quality to it. "The hairs on the back of my neck are standing 


up." 


"Put your helmet on," Finnick tapped at it with his finger. "Protect 
yourself." 


"Helmet Katniss," Peeta repeated Finnick's advice to her and pulled 
his atop his head, pulling the clear shield over his eyes and top of his 
nose. 


Their footsteps were getting louder as they hurried through the tunnels 
when the sounds of screams came from somewhere in the distance. 
"Geez," Finnick hadn't felt this much panic even when he was in the 
arena as a child. 


"Avox," Peeta said to them. "That's what Darius sounded like when 
they tortured him." 


"We need to get the hell out of here," Katniss stopped as did the rest 
of their group. "Pollux, what 's the quickest way to the top. We're like 
fish in a barrel if we stay down here." 


With a wave of his hand they were all racing after the man, the sound 
of their feet splashing in puddles of refuse did nothing to hide their 
location, nor did Katniss' orders to them which had to be spoken 
louder for all to hear. Finnick stopped short, as did the rest of them 
when Pollux held up a hand at one of the transfer stations. A large 
area that the delivery trucks could easily drive through. The floor 
appeared to be in tact, but it was merely one of the Capitol's illusions. 
Pollux reached down and picked up the first solid thing he could find 
and threw it into the area only to have one of the Capitol's deadly 
traps revealed. A large pool of liquid that shot a burst of acid into the 
air and dissolved the stone Pollux threw. Finnick could feel his pulse 
racing uncontrollably as the Avox pointed a path along the sides of the 
walls, but even that was tricky. If one of them slipped, waved a gun, a 
limb...anything over the acidic floor, they could all be hit with the spray. 


"There's got to be another way," Finnick said as he noticed Peeta 
looking down the tunnel at the ceiling. 


"There," Peeta pointed, "They're coming." 


"There's no other way," Jackson moved into position. "Stay close to 
the walls, hug the damn thing if you have to. Now go! GO!" She yelled 
in Peeta and Katniss' faces. "Get out of here Odair," Finnick hesitated 
when she and Leeg 1 took up a fighting stance instead of following 
Katniss, Peeta and Pollux. 


"Come on," he urged the woman. "We can all make it." 


"No," She turned his shoulder so he could face the exit. "We can't. 
Someone has to stay behind and protect our country's future. Now get 
them to safety! Head out!" She screamed when Finnick didn't jump to 
her order. "GO!" The first blast at the deadly creatures heading their 
way was fired by Leeg 1. 


"Come on," Finnick heard Gale's voice and saw him reaching a hand 
out to him. "There's another tunnel up there. We've got to move." 


Finnick held on for dear life as the wall of the acidic chamber bubbled 
behind him. Now that he was inside of the transfer tunnel he could 
smell the stench of the chemicals they were using as a weapon and 
felt his stomach churn. He kept his eyes focused on the thin strip of 
flooring that Gale was walking on, making sure to follow in his precise 
footsteps, not wanting to alter one inch from the man's path for fear of 
what might happen, not only to him but those trapped inside of the 
deadly chamber with him. The sound of Katniss and Peeta screaming 
for them to hurry was calling to him as was the screech of 
something...someone else. A scream, though it was nothing more 
than a short burst of a woman's wail, sent a bloodcurdling chill down 
Finnick's spine. 'Leeg,' he thought to himself as he listened to the 
woman's last cry. Gale was moving further away, not out of cruelty or 
revenge of any kind, but out of the desperate need that one finds 


themselves in when thrown into an arena and forced to fight for their 
life. 


"TAKE COVER!" Peeta screamed out to them and Finnick instinctively 
held his arms over the back of his head. The loud splash could be 
heard as Peeta called out over and over again, "STAR! STAR!" Finnick 
didn't have to turn to know that he was shooting blades into the mutts 
that were heading their way. 


"MOVE!" The sound of Katniss' voice had Finnick's feet swiftly floating 
across the thin strip of flooring, catching up with Gale. 


His natural instinct was to look behind him to see where the mutts 
were, but his time in the arena told him not to. Even the slightest 
hesitation could mean your life. "Don't look back!" He shouted to Gale, 
just in case. "Keep your eyes on your target!" Gale gave him a nod as 
he rushed towards the ladder to the next tunnel. 


"Fire!" Gale screamed up to Katniss who immediately took out an 
arrow and aimed it over his head. Finnick could feel the heat lapping 
at his heels as he reached for the ladder's rung. 


"Through there," Peeta pointed to where Pollux was heading. The 
acrid stench of the acid was still stinging Finnick's nostrils as a loud 
explosion came from the transfer area. Bits of mutts sprayed out as 
Peeta slammed the lid to the tunnel close. "There's more, so keep 
moving!" Peeta ordered him, and Finnick didn't stop until he saw 
danger up ahead. 


"Wait!" He called out to Katniss before she was caught in the same 
trap Messalla had walked into. Finnick reached out, pulling her back 
as Messalla stood frozen amidst a golden light that melted him like a 
candle's wax. 


"Wh...where..." Katniss began stammering. Pollux was looking from 
side to side and Gale looked like he was about to throw up, which was 
how Finnick was feeling at that very moment. The only one that 
actually seemed to keep it together was Peeta. Peeta who had 
suddenly lost his fear of the mutts and their ability to find him now 
looked like he was filled with a combination of rage and purpose. 


"Where is Leeg 1 and Jackson?" Peeta yelled out. 
"They stayed back to hold off the mutts," Gale answered. 


Peeta pounded his gauntlet covered fist into the wall causing a crack 
to spread out like a spider's web. "We need to move. Those things 
won't be far behind, now go, and keep that damn Holo on so you can 
see the pods," with his common sense order barked out, Katniss 
flipped the switch to show a pod only an inch away from Finnick's feet 
trapping him in his spot. "Damn it!" Peeta yelled what Finnick was 
thinking. 


Finnick could feel the blood draining from his limbs. There was no 
place for him to go. "Katniss," he pressed a hand on her shoulder 
hoping to bring her, as well as himself a bit of comfort and strength to 
get through their current predicament. "Go," he tried his best to ease 
the guilt and fear in her eyes. "I'll stay here and...and when the mutts 
get close enough...|'Il...I'll..." 


"I'm afraid that won't be allowed," a voice from a hatch in the tunnel 
above them spoke, trapping them all in their spots, much like Finnick. 


"Peeta," Effie's heart was thumping wildly out of control as she hurried 
towards the exit with Justus and Lavinia. 


"Effie," the sound of Lavinia's computerized female voice came as a 
shock to her. "We need a plan first." 


"A..." Effie didn't want a plan, she wanted to race out of their little 
hovel and find whatever it was that Snow had sent out to hunt down 
her children. "A...plan?" 


"Think Effie," Justus’ throat convulsed as he spoke to her and his eyes 
bored through hers. "Let's be smart about this. You won't do Peeta 
and Katniss any good if you're dead." 


"Yes. Yes," she took a few short staccato breaths. "Forgive me. You're 
absolutely correct." She began speaking, "Hagar, can you detect 
where the sound came from?" 


"| have made an attempt at triangulating its location, but have not 
been able to pinpoint it." 


"Can you point us in the general direction?" 


"Yes, Effie," the computer instantly mapped out a diagram for them to 
follow. "The train will be arriving in..." 


"The train," Effie interrupted Hagar. "Our mission," she looked to 
Justus and Lavinia. 


"Won't do us any good if Snow kills Katniss and Peeta," Justus said. 
"We can come up with another plan to capture Snow, but we only 


have one shot at protecting Katniss and Peeta from whatever it is 
that's out there." 


"Yes," Effie felt relieved that they felt the same way she did. "We'll 
need to tell Haymitch and Plutarch that we are aborting our mission 
immediately. Hagar can you open up a line of communication with 
them please?" 


"Effie, Peacekeepers have been dispersed and are approximately 
three minutes out," Hagar's warning solidified her decision to forgo 
their plan and head back towards her kids. 


Effie threw a glance over her shoulder, "It'll have to wait. Let's move 
out." Effie led her team through the tunnels, away from the 
Peacekeepers, and towards the sounds she had heard. A possible 
death wish, one she had no choice but to take. Her mission to make 
her way into the tunnels beneath Snow's headquarters to capture him 
was now a thing of the past. Keeping Peeta and Katniss safe from 
whatever harm they were about to endure was now the priority and 
one she would never take lightly. 


The second she heard Peeta's name being called out again Hagar 
began to speak to her, "Effie, | have performed a vocal analysis. The 
sound of Peeta's name is not coming from anything in my database." 


"Keep following that noise," she ordered Hagar and led her team 
swiftly through the highlighted path, carefully avoiding the few pods 
that had been planted in the deepest bowels of the Capitol. 


While her Holo was active her targeting scanner was still functioning, 
but the ability to see what was behind her had to be sacrificed. 
Fortunately Hagar's detection system was still running at full capacity. 
"Peacekeepers are closing in." 


The transfer station where the train ran, where they were going to 
make their entry into Snow's compound, was one of the most guarded 
stations at the Capitol. Peacekeepers would have already been at the 
ready to prevent entry. Whether or not said Peacekeepers knew there 
was a trio of rebels ahead of them Effie hadn't a clue, but she didn't 
think their position had been compromised yet. The first forty-five 
minutes they ran through the tunnels Snow's soldiers didn't follow in 
their direct path. It wasn't until they saw the first slithering Capitol 
mutation, squeezing out the crack of a wall, that the trio gave their 
position up by firing their guns. 


Effie's weapons were unlike those of the two behind her whereas they 
did not shoot bullets. Hers were more like those of the elite guard that 
cared for Snow. When Justus and Lavinia's bullets failed to pierce the 
skin of the mutts and Effie's weapon splattered them into oblivion, she 
realized she'd be the only defense against the Capitol's creatures. 
"Concentrate on the Peacekeepers,” she called to them. "Your bullets 
are no good against those things." Her eyepiece zoomed in on a 
target and before she could even blink its ghoulish blood was 
splattered against the wall of the tunnel. "Hagar, get Haymitch!" She 
called out as she raced towards the mutts, knowing that she needed 
to update him on the state of their circumstances before it was too 
late. "Pick up the pace!" She called back to Justus and Lavinia who 
were firing at the Peacekeepers twenty or so yards behind them. 
"Move!" Effie dropped the rifle in her hands allowing the strap to keep 
it in place against her body, reached behind her and thought, 
‘Capture.' Two handles jutted out from her pack as she ordered, 
"Justus...Lavinia stay behind me!" 


"| have patched you through to Haymitch and Plutarch, Effie," Hagar's 
voice spoke, but she ignored it for the moment. 


She pulled on the handles behind her, freeing a new weapon and took 
aim on the Peacekeepers, waiting until they moved within range. Her 
targeting system honed in on the group of ten men and women as 
they shot at her. Justus and Lavinia's backs were plastered against 
the tunnel's wall while Effie took her place in front of them. 'Fire,' she 
thought to herself as the weapon shot out a tiny ball which grew as it 
got closer to the group of white uniformed soldiers, spreading out and 
covering all of them in a net, with the exception of one. Both Lavinia 
and Justus took fire on the man running in their direction. The rest 
squirmed beneath their trap. Screaming out in pain from the 
microscopic barbed fibers the netting was made out of, preventing 
them from making a move without shredding their skin. With the 
Peacekeepers taken care of Effie had new concerns. The mutts. "Do 
you see them?" Her feet began racing in the direction she had last 
seen one of the mutts go in. "Dear God!" She called out when she 
heard the screams coming from deeper in the tunnel, fearing the 
worst. 


"Peacekeepers," Lavinia's computer voice spoke to her the same time 
Hagar's did. 


"Two dozen Peacekeepers are closing in on you. There is a small 
tunnel fifty feet ahead," her eyepiece showed the way. "And your line 
of communication with Haymitch is still open," Hagar spoke. 


"I'm almost out of ammo," Justus said as he took careful aim on 
Snow's men heading their way. 


"Me too," Lavinia followed. 


‘Do something or you're all going to die,’ Effie thought to herself. If she 
shot a wide burst on her rifle she'd be able to take out at least half of 
Snow's men, but her weapon would be severely depleted using that 
large of a burst. It took an awful lot of energy to use the tracking 


devices and to communicate with Hagar. If she used her smaller 
guns... 'My guns,' she quickly bent down to retrieve the one in her boot 
and the one issued to her by Thirteen, in her waistband, and handed 
them over in quick succession to her team. "Haymitch, we have a 
severe problem here," she began calling out as they started racing in 
the direction of the tunnel's entrance that Hagar had highlighted. 
"We've got mutts! They're hunting for Katniss and Peeta! I'm sure of 
it!" The Peacekeepers were shooting at them, striking the tunnel's 
walls, but getting too close for comfort. "We've had to abort our 
mission! And are now..." Effie felt herself being thrown into the wall of 
the tunnel as Lavinia jumped in front of her, using herself as a human 
shield. The vibration of Lavinia's body against Effie's as bullet after 
bullet entered her had Effie screaming at the top of her lungs, 
"NOOOOOOOO!" With her back pressed up against the wall of the 
tunnel and Lavinia's bloody body convulsing, Effie thought, 'Wide 
shot,’ took aim and killed the majority of Snow's men in one blast. The 
rest hit the ground and gave her and Justus the time they needed to 
make their way through the tunnel's hatch. "We have to seal this 
panel," Effie began looking around for something heavy and saw 
nothing but darkness. 


"Go," Justus stood tall. "I'll hold them off." 


"No," Effie shook her head. She had just lost Lavinia and she refused 
to lose Justus too. "I refuse to abandon you." 


"Effie, you have to get to Katniss and Peeta. You're our last hope now. 
If those mutts find them, it's all over. Regular bullets won't kill them." 


He was making too much sense, and it cut her to the core. "Please do 
not ask me to do this, Justus. Hagar," she called out and got no 
response. "Hagar!" 


"You used too much energy when you fired that last shot." Justus 
pushed at her shoulders. "Go." 


"We can both get out of this alive, Justus. | Know we can." She shoved 
the rifle into the charging unit and pulled out a smaller gun, clicked 
something on the side and handed it to Justus. "Come on. | have an 
idea." Her eyepiece was still functioning, highlighting two pods. "Be 
very careful. Make sure you stay as close to me as possible. I'm going 
to have to cut power to the Holo in order to use this," she tapped at 
her eyepiece. "There's a pod right here," she pointed to a spot on the 
ground. 


"Just tell me what to do." 


Effie hurried down the tunnel in the opposite direction of the mutts and 
stood in front of the other pod, pushed a button on the side of her 
eyepiece and said, "Hold out the guns like you're firing at 
Peacekeepers." Justus took up a position without question. "Scan," 
Effie placed the order and a red light beamed up and down Justus' 
body. "Got it." She took the eyepiece off and placed it gingerly on the 
ground next to the pod. She pulled out the pack of gum Beetee had 
given her from her pack, unwrapped the center stick and balled it up, 
placing that next to the eyepiece, and then placed the order, "Display." 
She took hold of his arm and said, "We're going to lose our Holo 
capabilities, but it's better than the alternative." She took off in the 
opposite direction, avoiding the pod she had pointed out and ran down 
the tunnel. "They're coming," she whispered to Justus as they hit the 
deck, using darkness as their only form of cover. 


The first of the Peacekeepers made their way into the tunnel. "There! 
Freeze!" One called out and bullets began to fly, but not towards them. 
Towards the projection of Justus the eyepiece had created out of light. 
"Drop your weapon!" Peacekeepers began calling out one over the 


other. "He's not falling! He must be wearing body armor!" Effie waited 
until they were within range of her trap before taking aim on the balled 
up stick of gum then took her shot. The explosion caused the entire 
tunnel to quake, bits of rubble showered down on them as pieces of 
Snow's men lay scattered across the muck. 


"Let's go," Effie stood up and dusted herself off ignoring the screams 
of those still left alive. 


"Effie," Justus put a hand out to stop her. "Isn't that me?" He pointed 
to his projection. 


"My word," she gasped. "Stay here." She held her gun out and 
followed the same path back, stepping over bits and pieces of human 
remains. There were three Peacekeepers still alive, one reaching out 
to her for help. Effie took aim on each of them and put them out of 
their misery before picking up her eyepiece. She swallowed the bile in 
her throat, wiped the bloody bits off of its lens and snapped it back into 
place. As she took her stance next to Justus, she fought to keep her 
mind on the task at hand. "That Beetee certainly created a 
masterpiece. | shall have to thank him when we return," her voice 
never faltered. Their path was lit up, there were no pods in sight, but 
her earpiece could hear the sound of mutts calling out Peeta's name 
in the distance. She took a deep breath, blew it out between pursed 
lips and said, "Shall we?" 


The small band of rebels could barely breathe when they heard 
someone Say, "I'm afraid that won't be allowed," from the open hatch 
overhead. 


Their eyes locked onto the woman standing above them and the man 
behind her. "Mom," Peeta said with relief in his voice. 


Effie stood with a short barreled gun pointed down the tunnel. "We'll 
have time for regards later. For now, we'll need to get you out of here. 
Katniss, you first," one by one she ordered them to climb up the ladder 
where Justus pulled them to the side, but when it was Peeta's turn he 
refused to leave Finnick. "Young man, | do not have time to argue with 
you. Now get your derriere up this ladder or | will climb down there 
and drag you up here by the skin of your teeth!" She snapped at him. 


"You better move, Peeta," Finnick glanced over his shoulder at him. 
"Your mom sounds pretty pissed." He had no clue what Effie had 
planned, but he was pretty sure the woman had something up her 
sleeve. 


"My word, they're coming," Effie said to the rest of the group. Finnick 
didn't have to ask who it was that was coming. He could guess. More 
mutts. "Finnick, | need you to stay perfectly still." Effie disappeared for 
a second then came back holding a long barreled rifle with some sort 
of attachment at the end. Before he knew it she shot at him and 
something bore into the wall an inch above his head. "Grab onto that," 
She ordered. He lifted his head and saw small triangular shaped 
handle hanging down from a thin wire. 


"Will that..." 


"Damn it, Finnick! Grab it!" Effie hollered, and any argument he had 
was now a thing of the past. He reached up, hooked his hand through 
the handle and felt himself being lifted from the ground and slid up 
past the ladder, through the hatch, before he could blink. Hands 
reached out and grabbed at him as Effie stood, smacked the side of 
her rifle, and whatever he rode on disappeared into thin air. "We need 
to move!" She flipped her rifle behind her and yanked out two guns. 


"The Holo," Peeta called out to Katniss who was already loading an 
arrow into a bow. 


Finnick could see the mutts coming for them down the tunnel. One 
broke through the wall about three yards in front of them and his 
trident soared through the air, plunging deep into the open mouth of a 
mutt. As he ran behind the rest of the group he pressed the button on 
his wrist and held his hand open in wait for his trident's return. Within 
seconds it was in his hand again and Finnick was throwing it in the 
direction of yet another mutation. He could hear Effie barking out 
orders to someone, but he couldn't make out what they were or who 
she was talking to. He tried to listen in...tried to follow the group so as 
not to step on a pod, but he could feel himself slipping behind. "Come 
on," he urged himself to hurry up as his feet pounded through the 
muck. 


"MOVE!" Finnick could hear Peeta's voice from up ahead. "Katniss! 
NO!" 


A new burst of life seemed to surge through him when Finnick heard 
Peeta call out Katniss' name. He was terrified that one of the mutts 
had gotten to her. That she had gotten killed. The girl was like a little 
sister to him and the thought of losing another member of his family 
petrified him. He could see the head of one of the mutts slinking 
through the sewage and threw his trident with so much force it ripped 


the head off. When he pushed the button on his wrist the trident 
returned with the mutt's head still attached. "Son of a bitch!" Finnick 
screamed as he stepped on the head and yanked his trident free, 
hoping he didn't get the poisonous blood on himself, then continued to 
run in the direction of his allies wno were now yards ahead of him. He 
could see them disappearing up a ladder as the noises grew louder 
behind him. "PEEEETAAAAAH! PEEEEETAAAAHI" His heart was 
pumping so hard and fast he could feel it beating in his throat. 


‘Get there! Get there! Get there!’ Kept going through his head with 
each splash he made in the puddles of human waste. He could see a 
man's legs dangling from the ceiling, then disappear. A woman's legs. 
Then they were gone. "Annie. Annie," he breathed out over and over 
again. He had to make it back to her. He couldn't die here. Not after all 
they had been through. Not now. Not after everything they had 
overcome. He had made it out of two arenas. He had done what Snow 
wanted and sold himself year after year to the men and women of the 
Capitol...sold his soul, in the beliefs that one day he'd have a better 
life. One day he and Annie would be able to get married and have a 
family. That they'd be able to go home to Four and live out their 
dreams. 


"Are you going to say it, Finnick?" Annie stood on her tiptoes and 
placed a kiss on his chin. 


"Of course | am," He brushed the hair away from face and looked into 
her eyes. He didn't want her to watch the hovercraft's departure from 
Thirteen so they were saying their goodbye in their quarters. "Did you 
really think | would leave without reciting your favorite poem first?" 
Annie shook her head from side to side and Finnick spoke the words 
he wrote for her so many years before, hoping it wouldn't be the last 
time, fearing that it very well could be, "I do believe the Gods above, 
created you for me to love. They picked you out from all the rest, 


because they knew I loved you best. | once had a heart and it was 
true, but now it's gone from me to you. Take care of it as | have done. 
For you have two and I have none. I'll give the angels back their 
wings. Their golden harps and all those things. To prove to you my 
love is true. I'll go to hell to be with you." 


He was tempted to glance back at the swarm of mutts diverging upon 
him, confirming he was in a hell like none other. He could hear 
Katniss' voice screaming to keep the tunnel's hatch open, but Finnick 
knew they had to close it or everyone would die. He silently willed her 
to shut it. To close the lid and not look back. They had more than just 
themselves to think of now. They had a child waiting for them...a baby 
that needed them. He thought of his and Annie's baby. How he wished 
he could have had what Peeta had with Katniss. 


"She's got morning sickness pretty bad, though | guess | shouldn't 
really be calling it morning sickness since it happens all the time." 
Peeta gave his head a shake as they sat on the beach and stared up 
at the lightening tree. "I know I should feel horrible about it, but..." 
Peeta grinned at Finnick, "...gosh | like the little changes that are 
happening to her. | mean...it's so exciting Finnick. I'm going to be a 
dad.” Finnick couldn't help but smile at the kid who let himself forget 
for a second that they were in the middle of the Games and relish the 
prospect of being a father. He wasn't jealous, but he sure was 
envious. 


"Maybe one day I'll be able to hold my wife's hair to the side and rub 
her back too," he had said, thinking of Annie. 


"I hope you do get that chance, Finnick. | truly do." 


‘Me too,' Finnick thought to himself as he splashed his feet through the 
muck that much faster...pumped his elbows that much harder. He 
needed to reach that opening before it was closed. The combination of 


sounds escaping the mutt's mouths had become a jumble of noises 
causing the hair on his arms to stand on end. The flash of white 
uniforms running towards them caught his eye as the sound of guns 
firing and human screams echoed through the tunnel in a chorus of 
sheer horror. They were gaining on him from both ends. The few mutts 
that had been in front of him had been killed either by himself or the 
rest of his allies, but those behind him were still alive and determined 
to reach Peeta. There was only one thing he could think to do. 
"CLOSE IT!" Finnick screamed out. "SEAL THE DAMN TUNNEL!" If 
there was only one thing he could do, only one act he could perform 
as a father, then this would be it. He would sacrifice himself so his 
child could live without the fear of being thrown into an arena. His 
eyes locked with Katniss'. He could see the question in them. "DO IT!" 
He had meant to scream it, but no sound left his lips. He could hear 
her screaming out the command for the Holo to blow just as the first 
mutt reached his foot and the small handle appeared above his head 
attached to the thin wire. His hand reached for it, but Effie had shot 
too high. He could feel the mutt's pushing at his legs...his back with 
their hands, lifting him off the ground. 


"NIGHTLOCK! NIGHTLOCK! NIGHTLOCK'"" 


Katniss immediately knew what Gale had meant when he called out, 
"Fire," to her. She whipped out one of the fire arrows and shot it 


directly into a burst of the acidic floor causing it to shoot up in a burst 
of flames just as the last of their group made it onto the ladder. The 
sound of high pitched squeals rang out as the mutts burst into flames. 
Her body moved of its own accord down the tunnel behind Pollux and 
Messalla. The hand that reached out and stopped her from moving 
came as a shock to her system as did the sight of Messalla 
disintegrating into a puddle of liquid flesh. She had to stop and get her 
act together, but stopping put them all at risk. The mutts could attack 
at any minute. She couldn't seem to keep track of her thoughts. She 
could hear Peeta growing angry, heard Gale say something about 
Leeg 1 and Jackson, but it wasn't until Peeta slammed his fist into the 
wall and caused it to crack that she pulled her head back into the 
never ending Games. 


"We need to move. Those things won't be far behind, now go, and 
keep that damn Holo on so you can see the pods," Peeta yelled at 
her. Without hesitation Katniss flipped the switch on the Holo showing 
a map of their surrounding area and a pod an inch away from 
Finnick's feet, trapping him in his spot. "Damn it!" Peeta yelled out, 
and Katniss began to tremble in fear. 


"Katniss," Finnick rested a hand on her shoulder. "Go. I'll stay here 
and..." There was no way she could leave him behind. For a brief 
moment Katniss wondered when Finnick had become such a vital part 
of her life without her even knowing it. 


Katniss blew out a breath and rested her head against the wall behind 
her. "Good lord this kid is dancing on my bladder," she grumbled to 
herself. 


Finnick let out a little chuckle. "She's just anxious to make herself 
known to the world. The daughter of the Mockingjay and Jabberjay is 


just as feisty as her mother." She could see Finnick staring at her 
bulging stomach. "What's it feel like?" 


"When she kicks?" Katniss asked him. 


"Yeah." Finnick had always been handsome, but the happiness that 
radiated from him that day...his wedding day, seemed to magnify a 
boyish quality that left Katniss with an appreciation for the man's inner 
beauty and excitement for what lay ahead. Not only for Finnick and 
Annie's nuptials, but for the prospect of them being able to experience 
what she and Peeta were going to in a few short months. 


"Want to feel?" She offered. 
"Really?" His brows shot up and his dimples deepened. 


"Give me your hand," she reached out to him. "Here," she placed it on 
the spot Maysilee was pounding away at. 


"Wow," Finnick's entire face lit up. "That's amazing." 


In less than a minute Maysilee stopped her movements. "That's it," 
Katniss sighed in relief. "She's done...! hope.” 


Finnick pulled his hand away and said, "Why would you hope for 
something like that? I'd want to feel that all the time." 


"That's because she's not using your organs as a diving platform." 
Finnick let out a little chuckle. "Does she kick a lot?" 


"Hmmm," Katniss thought about it for a second. "She kicks whenever 
Peeta puts his hand on my stomach and talks to her." 


"Just Peeta?" 


"She kicks other times too, but he's the only one she responds to," 
Katniss answered. "She knows it's him," Katniss said more to herself 
than to Finnick. 


"She knows her dad's touch," the softness in Finnick's tone matched 
his expression. "One day..." he let his sentence trail off and stared off 
to the side. 


Finnick's shaky voice caused Katniss to quake, "...and when the mutts 
get close enough...|'Il...I'll..." 


"I'm afraid that won't be allowed." Everyone's focus shot upward 
towards the familiar voice of Effie Trinket. 


"Mom," Katniss could hear the relief in Peeta's voice at the sight of his 
mother. 


The weapon Beetee had given to Effie put all of theirs to shame as far 
as Katniss was concerned. How Effie was able to rescue Finnick from 
his precarious spot with such speed and accuracy left all of them a bit 
flabbergasted. "We need to move!" Effie hollered as the first of the 
mutts entered from both ends of the tunnel. 


Katniss immediately reached for an arrow and took aim on one of the 
deadly creatures in their path. With a deep breath and fire flowing 
through her veins she released the arrow just as it opened its mouth 
and let out Peeta's name, cutting it short. "Peet..." 


"The Holo," she could hear Peeta calling to her as she pulled another 
arrow out and released it. 


Unsure of how it shut down, she flipped the switch, showing the map 
of their surroundings, and called out, "NO PODS!" 


"There's a hatch up there," Peeta said loudly from behind her. "Head 
towards it and don't stop running. "STAR!" One of his blades shot out 
and decapitated a mutt. 


Finnick's trident flew past her and into yet another as she continued to 
take aim, careful as to not waste too many arrows. "We can't keep 
running towards them!" 


"Keep moving!" Peeta yelled at her. "They're behind us too!" 


"Take cover!" Effie screamed. Katniss could see Pollux hunching over 
and followed his lead as blasts of strange sounding gunfire rang out 
overhead. "Watch out, Gale!" Effie's voice shot out, but what 
happened behind her she had no clue. All she could concentrate on 
was the escape hatch fifty feet ahead of her that led above ground. If 
she could get there then she'd have better aim on her targets and be 
able to pull the rest of her allies to safety. Her path was free and clear 
as far as she could tell. She could see the sheer adrenaline running 
through Pollux. The veins in his neck were pulsating, his entire face 
had turned red and a loud grunt came out of his throat as he released 
the latches on the hatch and forced it open with his back. He 
practically jumped through it then shot his hand down, reaching for 
Katniss. She flipped her bow over her shoulder, jumped onto the first 
rung of the ladder then heard it calling out Peeta's name from her left 
in an eery hiss. "Peeeetaaaah." 


"MOVE! KATNISS! NO!" She heard Peeta scream with terror in his 
voice, "Heat!" Katniss knew that was his order for the blade that could 
slice through pretty much anything, quickly followed up with the short 
squeal of pain from one of the mutts. She didn't want to imagine how 
close it had come to her if he was able to use his blade on it, and let 
herself be hauled to safety by Pollux. 


"Come on," she and Pollux both reached through the opening for 
Peeta and pulled him to safety. 


"MOM!" Peeta quickly flopped onto his stomach and reached for Effie, 
yanking her through the opening with one hand. "Give me your hand," 
he ordered Gale just as the sound of a gun fired and her life long 
friend's body slipped down a few rungs. 


"GALE!" Katniss screamed and tried to make her way to help, but 
Pollux held her back. 


Peeta lunged forward, grabbing onto the back of Gale's uniform as 
shot after shot was being fired in the tunnel. "Come on," he grunted as 
he pulled with all his might. 


"Peace...keepers," Gale breathed out as first his head, then upper 
body was pulled to safety by all of them. 


"We need to close the hatch," Effie said and met Peeta's eyes with 
fierce determination. 


"No," Katniss reached out to stop Peeta. "There could be others trying 
to get to safety." She threw herself onto the ground and looked 
through the opening, blocking out the sounds of Peacekeepers crying 
out in pain from the mutts that didn't care what side of the war they 
were on. "Finnick," she whispered harshly. "No, Peeta we can't close 
it," she turned to him. "Not yet," she pleaded with him and turned to 
Effie, but even her former escort knew what Katniss didn't want to 
admit. They had no choice. "We have to kill those mutts." Her eyes 
flashed to the Holo and Boggs' words came back to her. 'Please hurry, 
she said over and over again as her fingers fumbled for the wristband. 


"CLOSE IT! SEAL THE DAMN TUNNEL!" Katniss met Finnick's stare 
as he yelled up the order to her, but she wasn't quite ready to seal the 
hatch yet. 


'A few more seconds,’ she thought to herself. 


"Do it," Finnick mouthed to her, but she could hear his voice as clear 
as day. 


They were waiting for Plutarch to come back and tell them it was time 
to make their way in for the wedding ceremony, but the man had 
disappeared into thin air. 


"If you knew what you knew now, would you do it again?" Finnick 
asked her. "Would you do it?" 


It was a question she had asked herself many times. If she had known 
she was pregnant before the Quarter Quell would she have gone into 
the arena or would she and Peeta have made a run for it? "I don't 
know." 


Finnick sat on the arm of the sofa and nudged her shoulder. "You'd do 
it.” 


"How do you know when I can't even answer that?" 


"Because you're a good person, Katniss. Granted you hate admitting 
that out loud, but it's the truth." He gave her shoulder a pat and said, 
"Sometimes life presents alternatives that have disastrous 
consequences no matter what you choose, but a person like you will 
always do what's in the best interest for those that don't have the 
ability to help themselves." Finnick stood up and walked towards the 
edge of a table then turned to face her. "You don't have to worry. | 
won't tell anyone you're not as much of a hard ass as you make 


yourself out to be." Katniss grinned up at him. "Just promise me 
something. If me and Annie ever have a kid, you'll do what you can to 
keep it safe." 


"God forbid you ever reproduce," she said with humor in her voice, "I'll 
do my part Finnick. You'll never have to worry about that." 


Katniss' eyes flashed to Justus and saw his lips moving and his throat 
making a strange motion. 


"Stand back!" Effie called out from behind her and shot something 
above her head. 


Everything seemed to happen at once, but Katniss felt like the entire 
event occurred in slow motion. "NIGHTLOCK!" She screamed out the 
command to the Holo as the buckle that held it in place finally gave 
way. "NIGHTLOCK!" The thin wire from Effie's rifle was shot itno a wall 
behind Katniss and one in the tunnel. "NIGHTLOCK!" She dropped 
the Holo into the tunnel just as Justus lifted Finnick from around his 
ankle and his behind pushing him towards the handle dangling above 
his head. Finnick zipped past them, screaming out the Avox name, as 
the explosion went off and Peeta slammed the hatch closed. The 
earth began to shake beneath their feet. The muffled explosion shook 
them all to their core. Katniss' head whipped around to see Finnick's 
back plastered against the wall. The thin wire that had led him to 
safety was now held taught by the sealed hatch. 


"Justus," Effie clasped a hand over her earpiece and threw it to the 
ground, sucked in a breath and let out a small cry. 


"Justus," Katniss stumbled backwards and was held up by Peeta's 
strong grip. "Regina...Adam," she choked out. Her tear filled eyes met 
Finnick's who appeared to be in a state of shock. 


"We need to..." Peeta blew out a burst of air and clapped his hands 
over his ears. 


Pushing all forms of emotion to the back of her mind Katniss allowed 
the adrenaline coursing through her to the foreground. She took stock 
of who was left. Pollux stood trembling against a wall. Finnick kept 
pushing the button on his wrist for his trident which was nowhere to be 
found. Gale was slumped over with his hand pressed against his 
bleeding wound. The unflappable Effie Trinket stood like a statue with 
her hands wrapped around her arms and Peeta. "Peeta?" His hands 
were still covering his ears, but now he was on his knees rocking back 
and forth. "Peeta." 


They had barely made it out of the tunnel alive. Finnick made it out by 
the skin of his teeth, but Justus was dead, either by the mutts or from 
the explosion. Peeta had no clue. What he did know was that his head 
was reeling and his ears were ringing. Like the explosion had occurred 
not only in the tunnel but between his ears as well. His hands flew up 
to them, pressing against them in an attempt to quell the screeching 
cries. 


"Peeta?" Katniss was talking to him, but he couldn't stop the squeals 
shouting out to him, and in that instant Peeta knew the truth. "Peeta." 


He had no clue when he fell to his knees or why she was grasping at 
his arms, trying to pull his hands free. "Katniss," he gasped out. 


She yanked at his hands, ripping them free and clutched them in her 
own. "If you're going to tell me to leave you here, don't bother, 
because | won't," she cried. "I can't," she said between grit teeth. 


Behind them they could hear Effie talking to Gale and his stifled grunts 
as she bandaged his wound, but neither one paid it much attention. 


"They didn't want to kill you," he looked into her eyes. "They wanted to 
inject me with more venom," the reality of Snow's plan spilled out of 
him, "so / could kill you in order to weaken the rebellion." He lifted his 
arm and showed her a small tear on his uniform. "I think it got me," he 
began shaking uncontrollably. 


"No," she began examining the tear, looking for a wound and found a 
small scratch. "It's nothing. A scratch. That could be from anything." 
She held his cheeks in her hands as he began hyperventilating, 
forcing him to keep eye contact with her. "It's over. They're dead, 
Peeta. The mutts are dead." 


The sounds of their cries were slowly coming to an end. His head, 
which had been full of voices only seconds earlier, was now silent. 
"They're gone." Their reality began to sink in. The death of Justus. 
Gale being shot and the sight of the mutt crawling out of the wall's 
crevice and bearing its fangs at him...its legs only a milometer away 
from Katniss as she escaped from the tunnel...all of it poured down on 
him. His hand reached out to Katniss, and pulled her to his chest. "You 
almost died. You can't die. You hear me? You can't leave me, 
Katniss." He began peppering her face with kisses. 


"| won't." Her fingers dug into his back as she returned each of his 
kisses with hard stamps of her own. "You can't leave me either, Peeta. 
You can't. I'll die without you." Their lips mashed together. 


He pulled her face away from his and held her gaze. "Don't you ever 
threaten to take one of those pills again. Do you hear me?" His grief 
stricken voice cut through her heart. "Don't let him take you from me. 
You and Maysilee...that's all I've got in this world, and he can't have 
either one of you." 


"He can't have you either," her hands clawed at the back of his helmet, 
wishing she could feel the curls beneath it. "I'll fight for you till my 
dying breath." 


The memory came back to him like a sharp smack across the face. He 
could see it all before his very eyes. 


"You okay?" Peeta asked as he headed towards Katniss. 
"Yeah," she nodded. "I'm fine.” 


"I'm glad one of us is, because l'm a mess." Peeta let out an uneasy 
laugh and ran his hand through his hair. "My insides are shaking like a 
leaf." 


Katniss hugged him and confessed. "Me too...! mean..." she pulled 
away from him saying, "I'm nervous. Don't know why... mean...we're 
already married." 


"Not yet," Peeta's expression was full of love. "But we will be." They 
opened the front door and went outside. "Ready?" Peeta asked her. 


Katniss nodded her head. "Yeah." She held his gaze and asked, "On 
three?" 


Peeta couldn't have thought of a better way to start their life together. 
"On three," he agreed. 


"One." He trailed his hand down her braid. 
"Two." She placed her hand against his heart. 


"Three." They stepped over the threshold of their home as husband 
and wife. 


Their voices disappeared as their lips moved in unison, "Stay with 
me." And though they both meant it from the bottom of their hearts, 
neither one knew for certain if it was the truth when their lips moved 
together once again, "Always." 
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Everlark mojo flow. 


Previously: The rebels defeated Snow's Mutts, but not without 
casualties. Justus, Lavinia and many other were lost in battle. 
Peeta was still struggling with flashbacks, though not as often, 
memory loss and was nicked by one of the mutts during their 
escape from the tunnels. Johanna was taking her duties to watch 


over Maysilee in K/P's absence seriously and Effie Trinket was 
kicking ass and taking names. 


And now...what you've been waiting for since April (hangs head 
in shame)... 


Mockingjay: Broken Wings 


Katniss' mind went back into survival mode, and staying put in the 
tunnel was not an option. "How long do you think we have before they 
realize we're still alive?" 


"Not much time at all," Gale pressed against the bandage Effie had 
slapped on his neck. "It won't take Snow's men long to figure out some 
of us escaped." 


"Let's get the hell out of here," Peeta looked to the rest of the group, 
his eyes landing on a trembling, Pollux. "Which way to the top?" The 
Avox pointed down the last tunnel they had to travel through in order 
to get back to the surface. 


"Wait," Effie picked up her earpiece and placed it back in. "Hagar," the 
computer voice failed to answer her back. "Holo," she spoke, and her 
eyepiece slid down. "It's working. Follow me," she led the way through 
the dark corridor, and felt a tiny bit of relief wnen the Holo's projection 
showed a path clear of pods. "Pollux," she spoke over her shoulder in 
a hushed tone of voice, "any ideas as to which direction we should 
go?" The Avox attempted to walk in front of her, but Effie held her arm 
out, preventing him from heading their group. "I'd feel better if | took 
the lead," she tapped at her eyepiece. "I still have a working Holo." 
Pollux gave her a nod, and pointed straight ahead. Their group made 
their way quickly and as quietly as possible through the tunnel with the 
aid of Pollux and Effie's Holo. It took them less than ten minutes to 


reach the hatch that led them to ground level, and into a room behind 
a row of apartments. 


"Get back," Peeta whispered quietly to the group as he stepped 
through the door first and found himself in a luxury apartment. 


Katniss stepped into the room behind Peeta and instantly lifted a hand 
to silence them just as a half dressed woman came into view followed 
by aman munching on some sort of meat. They were both partially 
dressed, the woman in her undergarments and a silk robe. The man in 
nothing but a shiny pair of tight briefs and a wig. Katniss' arrow was 
flying through the air and punctured the woman in the heart as one of 
Peeta's blade shot out of his gauntlet and buried itself into the man's 
forehead. Quickly loading another arrow, Katniss moved carefully 
through a few of the other rooms with Peeta and Effie checking the 
rest of the residency. "Nothing," Katniss threw a glance in Peeta's 
direction after joining the rest of the group in the living room. 


"Clear here," Peeta said of the kitchen and dining area. 


"We're good," Effie stepped into the living area from one of the 
sleeping quarters. 


"| wouldn't exactly say, ‘we're good," Gale stepped over the dead 
woman's body like she was nothing more than a bump in the carpeting 
and sat on the edge of the sofa. 


The sight of the dead Capitol couple, their thick, red blood pooling 
together, staining the plush multicolored carpeting, turned Effie's 
stomach. Not too long ago she could have been friendly with these 
people. She could have found herself sharing a cup of tea or a cocktail 
with them at some social event, and now they were dead simply for 
being in their home at the wrong time. It shouldn't have bothered her 
as much as it did, she herself had taken many lives since joining the 


rebellion, but to see Peeta, the boy that had apologized to each of his 
victims during the Games, kill an innocent without the slightest hint of 
remorse frightened her. On the surface Peeta appeared to be like his 
old self most of the time. Perhaps there was a bit of a hard edge to 
him now, but after all he had been through, Effie could no more blame 
him for that than she could for the sun rising. But now...seeing her 
sweet boy standing amidst the group of rebels, not batting an eye 
towards the dead couple in their midst, had Effie petrified for her son. 
She had gone to the Capitol terrified that Snow would take her boy 
from her, but now she could see that the president of Panem already 
stole a vital part of Peeta's essence, and Effie feared, regardless of 
the war's outcome, that he would never get it back. 


"Effie? Effie?" 


The sound of Gale's voice snapped her out of her stupor, "Pardon 
me?" 


"We can't stay here for long," Gale said. 


"No, we'll have to think of someplace else to go," Effie agreed and 
snatched a woven throw draped over the back of a chaise and flung it 
atop of the deceased. Trying her best to keep her mind on the task at 
hand, Effie headed towards Gale to check his wound. "Let me take a 
look at this," she leaned over and examined the bandage that was 
already soaked through with blood and covered in grime on Gale's 
neck. Effie swallowed back the sickness that had been churning in her 
stomach since she arrived at the Capitol thinking to herself, "You were 
right Haymitch. | was not cut out for this sort of life." The blood dripping 
down Gale's neck brought the images of Lavinia and Justus' deaths to 
the forefront of her mind and she feared she could no longer keep up 
her brave front. "Katniss, | think this is your area of expertise. I'll check 
and see what type of medical supplies they have stocked." The 


restroom provided Effie with a safe haven, even if it was only for a few 
seconds. Facing herself in the mirror she tried not to cringe at the 
sight of blood splashed on her skin and clothes, but it was difficult to 
do since she was certain there were bits of her friends seeped into her 
clothing. Grabbing whatever supplies she thought would be helpful 
from the Capitol resident's medicine cabinet, she rejoined the rest to 
find Peeta passing out glasses of water to the group. Effie stared at 
the remainder of rebels left, wondering how they were going to get out 
of their current predicament, and declined Peeta's offer of water. "| 
shall drink something as soon as we get Gale taken care of." The truth 
was she didn't think she could stomach it. 


Katniss worked quickly on Gale's wound, having nothing more than 
some white bandages and a bit of iodine to work with. "He needs 
stitches, but | don't have time to do that now." She wasn't even sure if 
she could do it. 


"I'm fine," Gale swallowed a large gulp of water. "We need to come up 
with a plan before they barge through that door and kill us all." 


"Mom? Any ideas?" Peeta stood at the end of the sofa Gale was 
sitting on. "Is there anywhere we can hide?" 


"I'm not..." The entire day's events had taken a toll on her. She felt as 
though her body was about to shut down. "I don't know." Her fingers 

lifted to her lips and she noticed the tremble in her hand. "My word." 

The loss of so many people had to be pushed from her mind or Effie 

would lose her grip on reality. 


"Why don't you take a minute, Effie?" Katniss stood from her 
crouching position next to Gale and reached for the remote to see if 
there was any news on their escape. "Peeta, we could use something 
to eat." 


He nodded in response and suggested, "Why don't you help me out, 
mom? Let's see what we can find." 


Following Peeta blindly towards the kitchen Effie watched his back as 
he began opening and closing the cupboards in search of much 
needed nourishment. "They were making breakfast," Peeta motioned 
with his chin towards the pan on the stove. "We can split that up, and 
there's some cans of..." From out of nowhere, Effie dropped her 
weapon to the ground and wrapped her arms around Peeta's waist in 
a tight embrace. "Hey, it's okay," Peeta held her in his arms. "We're 
going to get out of this." 


"How?" It had been quite some time since Effie had felt cowardly. 
Even when she was undercover as Snow's right hand woman, she 
hadn't felt such fear. She held onto the boy she had loved, to the child 
she had never known she wanted, with such fierce passion her entire 
body quaked. "Peeta, | have no clue where we are going to go?" 


"We'll figure it out," Peeta held onto her, hoping to bring her some sort 
of comfort. "Don't worry, mom. With my wife and my mother here, 
Snow and his men don't stand a chance." 


"Yes..." Effie spoke absently, "your wife and mother..." She began 
thinking about everything Peeta could lose. He had spent his life in 
search of a mother's love and pining for Katniss from afar, and now 
that he had finally gotten it, he could lose it all. 'Well, isn't it a mother's 
job to provide for her child?' She asked herself. Told herself to, "Take a 
breath, Effie Trinket and quit being a sniveling coward. Your son and 
his family are depending on you. They need you to find security in a 
city full of enemies. Oh, but how?' Her own personal feelings were 
quickly being pushed aside as more pressing matters came to light. 
Stepping out of Peeta's grasp, Effie began pacing back and forth. With 
each tiny step she took she could feel her mind being wound like a 


clock. "Where do we go?" She asked herself aloud. "You must go to 
the street. Yes, but everyone will know who we are if we go into the 
street," she began talking to herself, rambling nervously to no one in 
particular. "Good point...but you can disguise yourselves. There's 
enough makeup in that bathroom to make a clown blush. Okay, so we 
can disguise ourselves, but that still leaves the question as to where 
we go once we're out there?" 


"I'm not..." 


Effie ignored Peeta's attempt at joining in on her private conversation. 
"Where could we go?" She continued to work through their problems 
aloud. "Where do people normally go when they're disguised and 
need to hide?" She pursed her lips, quickly answering her own 
question. "To friends...family. But you don't have any family any longer. 
Nor do you have friends...tut tut, Effie Trinket. You do have friends, but 
they're all in the rebellion. Yes...rebels," Effie's pace came to a halt as 
she lifted her gaze to Peeta. "Hmmm?" 


"We've got to figure out someplace to hide," Peeta was finally able to 
get a word in. 


"Yes," Effie arched a brow in his direction. "A shelter with 
food...medication would be ideal..." 


"If you can think of a place like that, count me in," Katniss stepped into 
the kitchen. "But | seriously doubt there's any place like that in the 
Capitol for some rebels to hideout." 


Effie's shoulders picked up as her head snapped towards Katniss. 
"Say that again." 


"| said, there's no place like that in the Capitol for rebels to hideout," 
Katniss repeated. 


"Oh my goodness! Oh my word," Effie grabbed Katniss by the cheeks 
and planted a kiss on one then the other. "You are truly brilliant my 
darling girl. Truly!" 


"What the hell did | say?" Katniss gave Peeta a strange look the 
second Effie ran from the kitchen to the living room. 


"Finnick, we need to get you something to wear, and...makeup. Lot's 
of makeup," Effie grabbed his arm and dragged him to the bedroom 
door. "There are garments in that closet. Grab a change of clothes for 
the rest of the group. Quickly," she gently ordered him while he stood 
in place. "Time is of the essence my dear." 


"Mom, what are you thinking?" Peeta stood in the doorway that 
separated the kitchen and living area. 


"I'm thinking," she gave him a conniving grin. "I would like a restroom 
and a book about wine," Effie spoke the code they used to use in 
order to gain access to the rebel's secret meeting place in the Capitol. 


Finnick took a step closer to her, "Effie, The Library has to be under 
surveillance since they discovered Carter Darlington's involvement in 
the rebellion." 


"I'm certain it is," Effie turned to him. "But there's more than one 
entrance, Finnick." 


"Holy cow," Peeta's eyes brightened up. "I remember that place... The 
Library. Do you think it's still safe?" 


"There's only one way to find out," Effie headed towards the restroom 
to rid herself of splattered blood, intent on washing away not only the 
remains of the day, but her fear as well. "Now let's get a move on. 

Peeta, you get some food for everyone. Finnick, you're aware of what 


would be considered fashion in the Capitol. You're in charge of 
clothes." She faced Katniss, "You help Peeta with food and water. 
We'll all need to refuel. I'll get the makeup situated, and Gale," she 
turned to face him, "you and Pollux keep an eye and ear out. Watch 
the television for any news and if you hear the slightest stirring in the 
back room," the one they had entered through, "don't hesitate to 
shoot." With a brusque nod of her head, Effie repeated her earlier 
statement with more gusto, "Now let's get to work! Time is of the 
essence!" 


Peeta and Katniss slapped together some sandwiches and handed 
out cans of soup and vegetables to each person. "Stick that away," 
Katniss tucked a can into Gale's pocket. "We'll need to stock up on 
whatever we can." 


Everyone did their best slapdash job of applying makeup, hoping 
they'd blend in, but when it came time for Effie to prepare herself, they 
all worried. "How the hell are you going to walk around the Capitol 
with that weapon strapped to your back?" Gale asked her. 


"The same way | walked around with it earlier, my dear." Effie flipped 
the backpack around to her front, and pulled the coat she was wearing 
over it, rubbing her hand at the base of the bulge. "I'm due in a few 
months." 


"Now that's ingenious," Gale wrapped a thick scarf around his neck, 
and pulled his wig down. "How are we going to do this? Do we walk 
together or should we break off into pairs?" 


Katniss peered through the window into the street. "I don't think it will 
matter if we stick together. Looks like everyone is in groups out there." 


"We'll need to take precautions just the same," Effie put her hand 
through Gale's arm and motioned for Katniss to walk beside her. "It 


will be too dangerous for you and Peeta to walk together. Why don't 
you two split..." 


"NO!" Katniss and Peeta spoke in unison. 


"Oh my word," Effie clucked. "You'll be all of two yards apart. One 
group can follow the other." 


"| love you, mom, but there's no way in hell I'm stepping two inches 
away from Katniss," Peeta said firmly. 


"Peeta and | can travel with Pollux," Katniss suggested. 


"Do either one of you know the way to the hideout?" Finnick asked 
Katniss and Peeta who both shook their heads. "Then either myself or 
Effie is going to have to travel with you." 


"Everyone will know who they are if they're seen with you or Effie," 
Gale chimed in. 


"They're going to Know us no matter what," Katniss said dryly. 


"You two do still look a bit like yourselves. Hmmm," Effie searched 
around the room with a determined stare, honing in on the perfect 
accessories for them. "Katniss, we need to get these lashes on you. 
Peeta, you wear this hat and these sunglasses." Effie tucked Peeta's 
blond hair into the hat. "If only he had more than one wig we could 
have used." 


"He does," Gale's voice was aloof, "as long as you don't mind it being 
drenched with blood, you can still wear it, Peeta." Everyone's eyes 
darted toward the man lying beneath the throw, in the middle of the 
living room with the top of his head sticking out. He was wearing a 
purple wig with golden tips, and a dark brown streak down the center 


of it from the blood that had seeped out from the deadly wound Peeta 
had cause. 


"| think l'Il pass," Peeta threw a disconcerting glare in Gale's direction. 


"| suppose this is as good as we can get," Effie adjusted Peeta's 
clothing then Katniss'. "I shall lead you two, and Finnick shall take 
Gale and Pollux." It was a huge risk taking to the street, but they had 
no choice. "Finnick, stay close." 


"Not too close," Gale said as he scratched at the back of his neck. "It's 
bad enough we've got the three of you walking together," he said 
towards Effie's group. "I can't imagine our disguises will hold up if 
Finnick is seen with you too." 


"This is our best chance," Effie said through pursed lips, tired of the 
negative attitude that seemed to come so naturally from Gale. "Now if 
you don't have something productive to add to the conversation, then | 
suggest you keep your thoughts to yourself." She turned her back to 
him and barked out her order. "Peeta. Katniss. Let's go. Finnick, count 
to ten before following us." 


The streets were packed with people all heading in one direction. The 
ice cold wind was cutting through them like a sharp knife, which 
worked to their benefit. No one took notice of the pair of trios heading 
towards the same destination. They were all too focused on keeping 
the cold off of their skin and walked with their heads ducked down. 
Effie's eyes darted towards the establishment the late Carter 
Darlington owned which led to the rebel's hideout, but failed to point it 
out. Peacekeepers were standing guard with weapons in hand, and 
inside there were flashes of white uniformed guards no doubt 
searching for some clues that would lead to the rebellion's downfall. 
The mile long walk took longer than any of them cared for. The longer 
they were exposed to the public the greater the chance of being 


discovered. When Effie guided Katniss and Peeta towards the little 
shop she prayed would be their saving grace, she noticed someone 
staring at them. She was tempted to say something in casual 
conversation, but her voice would give her away just as much as her 
normal Capitol attire would have. 


"You can find the same thing in this shop as you can at the others, but 
for half the price," Katniss spoke with an affected Capitol accent and 
once again they were ignored by the passersby. 


The sound of a soft tinkle rang out as a woman with catlike features 
came to the front of the store. "May | help you?" She asked with a 
curious expression on her face and a hint of a purr to her voice. 


"Tigris," Effie pleaded with her eyes for the woman's help and was 
pleased with the old woman's reaction. 


"It's about time you got here," Tigris let out a throaty chuckle. "All of 
you have got everyone everywhere scrambling." The sound of the 
door's bell chimed once more. "I'll be right back to help you," Tigris 
took on a professional tone before greeting her customers. 


"They're with us," Effie was relieved to see the rest of their group had 
made it to safety. 


"Finnick?" Tigris stared curiously at the victor. "Well, what do you 
know. They just showed proof of your death on the news. They found 
your trident next to a burnt body." 


"That was...a friend,” Finnick said thickly. 


"Come on. Let's get all of you to safety," Tigris led the group down a 
few stairs into a small room in the basement. "It's not much, but it's got 
heat, water and a bathroom." 


Effie pulled her to the side and asked, "Tigris, the hideout. Has it been 
discovered?" 


"No clue," the woman answered. "My guess is that they haven't come 
across it yet or they would have been knocking down my door. Then 
again,” she gave her shoulder a shrug, "they could have a trap set for 
the rebels hoping they'd try to gain access to it." 


"Either way," Peeta took a step towards Effie, "it's too much of a risk 
going there. Tigris is right, we've got all we need right here. No sense 
in putting ourselves in even more danger." 


Though Effie didn't argue, she felt it was worth the risk, but first she 
had to take care of a few things. "Gale," she knew he had worked with 
Beetee on weapons and wondered if he had any suggestions as to 
getting her system back online. "Tell me what you know about my 
weapon." She huddled down and lay the pack on the ground in front of 
him. 


"| Know it hooks into your neurological system and has the ability to 
hack into the Capitol's computers and stuff." 


"Yes, | know that, but tell me what | don't know." Effie listened in as 
Gale told her how to recharge the system, the best way to save 
energy, and how to activate the emergency beacon which worked off 
of its own power source. 


"Shut the entire thing down and it should be fully functional within a 
couple of hours, but you'll be out a weapon if you do that unless you 
still have the guns Thirteen issued you." 


Effie gave her head a shake. "No. | gave them to Lavinia and Justus." 


"Then it's up to you, | guess." Gale pressed a few buttons on the pack. 
"If you choose to shut it down just hit these. If you don't want to take 
the risk, considering Finnick lost his trident, Pollux isn't carrying a 
weapon and all Katniss and | have are our bows, you may want to 
keep it on. In that instance it can take up to six hours to recharge." 


A thought struck her. "We need to do a weapons check." She stopped 
Finnick and Pollux from spreading out fur blankets on the ground. 
"Peeta, do you have any idea how many of those little shooting blades 
you have left?" 


"Not many. | can barely feel any weight in the lining of my uniform." 
Peeta called out, "Heat," the long knife blade that cut through one of 
the mutts with ease shot into the palm of his hand. "Well, that still 
works." He called out the order to put it back in. 


"Have you tried using the gun that's built into it at all?" Gale asked. 


Peeta's eyes lit up. "Not since we were in Two. Geez, | forgot all about 
that thing." 


"Guns really aren't his area of expertise, but it's good to know you've 
got one in there," Katniss chimed in. "I've got about a dozen bows 
left." She searched through her quiver. "Three fire, six explosives and 
four regular." 


"My bow only shoots regular arrows and l'm almost out," Gale counted 
what he had left. "Six." 


Finnick said, "That's better than what I've got which isn't a damn 
thing." 


Effie began her little pace. "This won't do at all. We need more if we're 
going to get to Snow's mansion." She eyed up her pack that was still 


lying on the floor. "I'm shutting it down." She eyed up the rest of the 
group. "In two hours I'll have a fully functioning weapon which means 
Hagar will be available to help." 


"You mean the Peacekeeper?" Peeta asked with a curious brow. 
"Uh...isn't he dead?" 


"That's what I call the voice that speaks to me," Effie answered 
absently, ignoring the concerned expressions on everyone, but Gale's 
faces. A plan began to form as she gave Gale's neck a glance. If she 
could only get to the hideout she'd be able to get everything they 
needed, plus a little insurance she had hidden within the jewelry box 
she kept in the rebel's hideout. "Two hours,' she thought to herself. ‘If 
Hagar comes back online then they'll be no stopping me from getting 
to Snow.’ 


"What's on your mind, Effie," Finnick asked quietly when everyone 
else went back to preparing their new hideout. 


"Simply trying to formulate a plan to get much needed medications 
and weapons," she gave her lips a little purse. "Finnick," she 
whispered, "how would you feel about going on a little mission with 
me?" 


"You mean the Peacekeeper?" Even Peeta recalled the man's demise. 
"Uh...isn't he dead?" 


"That's what | call the voice that speaks to me," Effie said it as though 
it were the most normal thing in the world to hold conversations with 
voices in your head. 


Katniss and Peeta exchanged strange looks with one another. "Is she 
okay?" Katniss mouthed to Peeta. 


"| have no clue," he mouthed back. 


"Knock it off," Gale snapped at them. "None of that, okay? It drives me 
insane not knowing what the hell you two are saying." 


"Get over it," Katniss picked up one of the fur blankets and spread it 
out over the floor then headed to the sink to moisten some bandages. 
"Peeta, come here. Let me take a look at that scratch you got in the 
tunnel." He held his arm out and they both noticed how inflamed the 
area had become in such a short period of time. "We...uh...we need to 
keep it clean." She feared the worst when she saw that pus had 
already started to form within his small cut. "It'll be fine." 


"| Know what blood poisoning is, Katniss. Even if my mother isn't a 
healer," his eyes met hers. 


"You said that to me in the first arena," she asked. "Real? Or not 
real?" 


"Real," he reached his free hand out and trailed it down her cheek. 
"It'll be fine. We just need to keep it clean...like you said." But they 
both knew this was no ordinary scratch and how calamitous the 
poison, that was most likely flowing through his system, could be to 
him. 


"Let me know if it starts to bother you," Katniss dabbed a bit of iodine 
on Peeta's cut and blew a soft breath against it. 


"It's bothering me," Peeta spoke with a hint of disappointment in his 
voice. It had been bothering him since the mutt's tentacle had scraped 
across his skin, but he failed to say anything, not wanting to worry the 
rest of his group. Instead he threw himself into preparing for their 
escape and the adrenaline flowing through him from the day's events 
seemed to help keep him on task, but now that he was still...now that 
there was nothing for him to do but wait and worry, he could feel the 
results of the mutt's tiny nick, and knew it spelled disaster for 
everyone around him. 


Katniss searched through their meager supply of first aid frantically, 
"We need to draw out the pus," finding only a few bandages. "Dammit. 
Dammit!" She fought to hide the terror in her eyes. "I thought these 
damn uniforms were supposed to protect us from tracker jackers!" 


"It wasn't a tracker jacker, Katniss. It was some other sort of mutt with 
jacker venom." Peeta's eye began to twitch at the memory of being 
injected with poisonous serum while being hijacked. "Mom?" He 
hoped Effie would have a clue as to what to do. She had been there to 
help him when Snow tortured him. Surely she could figure something 
out now. "What did you do to counteract the..." A dysphoric sensation 
raged through him causing his head to spin and his extremities to 
tingle. Losing his footing Peeta tumbled backwards causing the back 
of his head to smack against a water pipe with a loud thunk. 


"Wake up, Peeta," Johanna was shaking him through the bars of their 
cell. "Come on cinnamon buns, wake the hell up." 


"Johanna?" Peeta's vision was blurred as he struggled to open his 
eyes. "My head," he ran his hand over the lump at the base of his 
Skull." 


"They hit you with one of those sticks they carry while they were 
dragging you back to your cell." She squinted and said, "Turn around 
and let me take a look at it." 


Peeta could feel her fingers poking and prodding against his scalp 
finally touching the tender area. "Ouch! Geez, take it easy." 


"Toughen up, crier," she smirked. "Sorry I'm not as good at this as 
your wife is, but you're just going to have to deal with it." 


"That's because Katniss is a healer," Peeta said softly. "She doesn't 
think she is, but she's got her mother's gift. Granted she doesn't have 
Prim's bedside manner nor her stomach, but she knows what she's 
doing when it comes to wounds." 


"Peeta?" Johanna tore a corner of her shirt off and dabbed at the 
blood that was still flowing from his head. "Do you remember her? 
Katniss?" 


"Sure. Why wouldn't I?" He flinched when Johanna pushed a little too 
hard against his head wound. "She's my wife." 


"He remembers?" A small voice asked from across the room. 
"Seems like it," Johanna answered Annie. 


"That's great, Peeta." Peeta had to squint to make out Annie sitting 
with her knees bent to her chest and her arms wrapped around them. 


"Why do you guys sound so surprised?" He didn't quite understand 
their reaction to his memories of Katniss. 


"Because you haven't known who she was for the past twelve hours," 
Johanna answered. "And before you forget again, | think you should 
tell us what you remember about her." 


"What do you want to know?" He took the cloth Johanna had pressed 
against his scalp and held it in place. The warmth of his blood quickly 
seeped through the material causing his fingers to grow sticky. 


"Anything you can remember," Annie said. 


It took him a second to think of something to say. Katniss hated it 
when he talked about her, but he loved it. He loved to tell people about 
the little things they never got the opportunity to see. "She's amazing," 
he said wistfully. "She's been in love with me just as long as I've been 
with her, you know?" He remembered the day Katniss told him and 
how much her confession meant to him. "Her father used to come to 
the bakery to trade with my father and sometimes she'd come along. It 
was... don't know...a few days...maybe a week before her dad died 
that they showed up at the backdoor..." he let out a little chuckle at the 
memory of her. "She was filthy. Dirt all over her clothes...twigs sticking 
out of her braid, but my God I thought she was the most beautiful thing 
in the world." He gave Annie a little smile. "Still do." He pulled away 
the piece of cloth which was now a piece of wet, dark, brown strip and 
tossed it to the side. "She had a crush on me. | didn't even know she 
knew who I was, but she did. She said she knew | followed her home 
back then and she wondered why I would do such a thing." 


"When did she tell you that?" Johanna asked. 


The corner of Peeta's mouth lifted in a tender grin. "On our wedding 
day. n 


"Peeta. Peeta," Katniss' voice was trembling. "Please wake up. 
Please." 


"Katniss," he reached out a hand to her and cupped her cheek. "I was 
just talking to Johanna and Annie about you." 


"My word," the sound of Effie's voice had Peeta searching through the 
darkness for her. "Effie?" 


"I'm here, dear one," she knelt beside him and took his hand in hers. 
"You just lie still while we get you something to drink." 


Peeta could hear Effie, Katniss and...someone else's harsh 
whispering, but couldn't make out what it was they were saying until 
Effie raised her voice and said, "I'm going and that's that. My weapon 
is almost fully charged so | shall have plenty of protection." 


"Then I'm going too," Katniss snatched her bow and arrows from their 
spot against the wall next to Peeta. "I'll be back soon." She pressed a 
kiss to his temple. "Do me a favor and don't start talking to Johanna 
and Annie while I'm gone, okay? Try and keep it together," She gave 
his hand one last squeeze. 


"Wait," Peeta tried to sit upright but his head felt like it weighed a 
hundred pounds. "Katniss?" His hands began to shake...his body felt 
like it was on fire and a bright glow began to surround Katniss. "Get 
her out of my sight," he practically growled his displeasure towards 
Effie, knowing what the glow meant and wanting to protect Katniss 
from his wrath. 


"Go away," Katniss barked her order to those surrounding them. 
"Now." 


"Don't touch me, Katniss." Peeta could feel the rage slowly building in 
his system and fought it with all his might. 


"Do you think I'm actually going to listen to you?" She pulled him into 
her arms and held on for dear life. "You're going to get through this," 
she whispered softly against his ear. "You just have to take some deep 
breaths and think about what's real." Katniss began thinking of 


anything she could that would prevent the flashback that was about to 
rain down upon them. "We have a daughter named Maysilee. Real or 
not real?" 


"Please leave me..." he forced his face to the side and looked past 
her. 


"Think Peeta," she said forcefully. "Our daughter's name is Maysilee. 
Real or not?" 


"Um..." he struggled to think of their child. "We can see her eyes now. 
They're blue." 


"Whose eyes? Tell me," Katniss stroked the back of his head to the 
left of the bump he had gotten from his fall. 


"Now we have to pick out a girl's name." Peeta got a thoughtful look 
on his face. "Hmmmm...Penelope?" 


Katniss stuck her tongue out. "Blech. No way." She scratched the 
back of her ear then threaded her fingers through his hair. "How about 
Ivy?" 


"I like that one. We'll keep that in the running. What do you think about 
Felicity?" 


" think you keep picking names that are too...prissy." Katniss bit the 
corner of her lip and suggested, "Daisy?" 


He was Starting to see a pattern to her names. "What about Naan?" 
"I like that name." 


Peeta let out a chuckle. "Are you serious?" 


"Yeah. Why? What's wrong with Naan?" 


"It's a type of bread." He ducked his head when she swatted at it. 
"Hey, you keep choosing landscaping, so | thought I'd try my hand at 
bread products. At least | didn't suggest Wheat." He laughed. 


"Or Marble." She let out a little giggle. 
"Banana nut." They both laughed. 


"Okay, I'll stay away from landscaping and you stay away from bread." 
She looked into his eyes and said, "| have an idea, but I'm not sure 
how you'll feel about it." 


"Tell me," he encouraged her. 
"Maysilee," she said softly. 


"Maysilee Mellark," Peeta said it quietly. "That has a nice ring to it." He 
loved the name. "I like it a lot, but...l'm kind of torn between that and 
the bread one." 


"Naan?" She asked. 


"No, banana nut." They both started to laugh against the other's skin. 
"Katniss, | love the name Maysilee. It's perfect." 


"Maysilee Mellark," Peeta could see the tiny baby laying within its 
isolette behind closed eyes with tubes coming out of her and glow of 
lights from the machinery she was hooked up to. "She's so small. Her 
skin is almost translucent." 


"Yes." Relief flooded through Katniss as Peeta spoke about their baby. 
"But she's strong and she's doing so much better now." 


"Her eyes..." he opened his and held Katniss' gaze. 


Katniss ran a hand softly down the side of Peeta's cheek and stared 
into the spitting image of her daughter. "She has your eyes." 


"Real," Peeta felt the calm after the storm finally take hold of him. 
"Where are you going?" He recalled that she had mentioned leaving. 


"Effie and | are going to..." Katniss did a quick scan of their 
surroundings for the woman. "Where the hell are Effie and Finnick?" 


"Any word?" Since Effie's broken transmission came in, Haymitch had 
spent his day going between Beetee's computer room and the 
hospital. 


"They're still waiting on the test results," Johanna stared at the little 
child that could fit in the palm of her hand, with concern. 


"How long do these damn tests take?" Haymitch grumbled and took a 
seat next to Johanna "They sending out the kid's blood to the Capitol 
or something? Sheesh," he ran his hand down his chin. 


"| have no friggin’ clue, but it's getting on my last nerve." Johanna 
noticed the group of doctors and nurses talking amongst themselves 
through the glass partition that separated them. "I'm about ready to go 
out there and rip them a new one." 


"There's Prim and Evelyn," Haymitch saw the pair quickly heading 
towards the decontamination chamber. "This doesn't look good," he 
said when noticing the expressions on their faces. 


"Shit!" Johanna quickly mumbled and "Sorry kid," to a sleeping 
Maysilee. 


"Well, here we go," Haymitch stood to greet Katniss' mother and 
sister. "What's the word?" 


"She's got necrotizing enterocolitis," Evelyn said without beating 
around the bush. "They were able to give her medication for it right 
after she started feeding, but it's back." 


"What the hell is necromize colo...whatever?" Johanna asked fearing 
the worst. 


"The cells in the lining of her bowel are essentially deteriorating," Prim 
answered. "She responded well to the antibiotics to begin with, but 
she's no longer responding to it. Now the necrotizing enterocolitis is 
causing a section of her bowel to deteriorate and if they don't operate 
immediately she could die." 


"Son of a bitch," Haymitch let out a low growl. "So when are you going 
in?" 


"Now," Evelyn answered. 


"Wait," Johanna held up a hand as though stopping them from 
removing the sickly infant. "What happens when you remove the dead 
stuff? Does it grow back? Do you sew it together and hope for the 
best? What?" 


"They can put in fake one...like your liver," Haymitch answered as if he 
had first hand experience with the disease. 


"How the hell do you know that?" Johanna snarled at him. 


"That's what they had to do with me after | won the Games. Half my 
intestines were hanging out," he answered. 


"That would be ideal," Evelyn ran a hand over the isolette, "but they 
don't have one that small, and | fear they won't be able to engineer 
one in time." 


"This is bull," Johanna kicked the leg of the chair she had just been 
sitting in. "Why the hell can't Beetee come up with something?" 


"He's working on trying to get back in touch with the rebels," Haymitch 
knew the answer. 


"So pull him off of it and get him to build this friggin’ 
intestine...bowel...whatever, so banana nut has a better chance," 
Johanna stood face to face with Haymitch. "| swear to God, Haymitch, 
you let this kid die because you want to get in touch with Effie Trinket 
and I'll kill you myself." 


"Johanna," Evelyn's calm voice attempted to sooth Johanna's frazzled 
one. "What your suggesting is that Beetee forgo helping to save 
thousands of lives for Maysilee." She reached out and gave Johanna's 
arm a slight pat. "She's my granddaughter and even | know that's not 
a reasonable request. President Coin would never allow it." 


"Then don't tell her," Johanna snapped. "Screw this. I'm going to talk 
to Volts, and you," she pointed at Haymitch, "you better come up with 
a damn good reason to give Katniss and Peeta as to why their kid 


died, because | sure as hell don't want to be the one to tell them that 
Beetee was too busy to save her life." 


The four of them exchanged worried looks before Haymitch headed 
for the door. "Prim, you know what it is you need for this thing? Got a 
sample or something?" 


"There are a few in stock if you need something for Beetee to work 
from," she answered. 


"Then go get it kid. Johanna, go with her and take her down to Beetee 
when she finds it," Haymitch ordered. "How long can it take to make 
up some tiny tubing, right? Coin won't even notice," he directed his 
comment to Evelyn. 


"Let's go Prim." Johanna leaned over the isolette and spoke to 
Maysilee. "You've got the blood of two victors flowing through you, so 
you better hang on, you hear me?" The baby was motionless. "Good 
girl. Come on Prim." 


By the time Johanna and Prim reached the area Beetee was working 
in he had already had several models simulated on his computer 
screen. "Good. Good," he reached for the artificial bowel Prim held out 
to him and placed it under a scanner. "I'll just need to get a 
few...yes...yes this is perfect," he rambled to himself. "If | can 
somehow figure out how to...hmmm..." he studied the computer 
screen, ignoring those around him. "Prim," he finally looked away from 
the monitor, "how long do we have before the child is in surgery?" 


"She's already being put under anesthesia.," Prim answered. 


"Then we must hurry. l'Il just need to pull up the little one's..." he 
began pressing different buttons on his computer's monitor and 


mumbling to himself then stopped short. "Oh, well...that's going to be 
a problem." 


"| don't want to hear the word, 'problem' come out of your mouth, 
Volts," Johanna threatened him which seemed to be her best form of 
communication lately. "Just figure it out and get it done." 


"You must understand, Johanna. The material we need to create the 
artificial bowel is under lock and key," Beetee gave them a 
disheartening look. "I'm afraid the only way | can manufacture it is if 
the President approves of our use of materials." 


"Oh she'll approve it," Johanna grabbed Beetee by the arm and 
yanked him towards the exit. "Move it, Volts. We've got a date with 
Coin." 


The lighting Cinna had created to illuminate the hallway leading to the 
Capitol hideout was no longer functioning, but lights were no longer 
needed for Effie Trinket to find her way in the dark. "Hagar?" 


"Hello, Effie," the computer generated voice spoke to her and Effie 
breathed out a sigh of relief. 


"It is quite lovely to hear your voice again, Hagar. | truly missed having 
you around to help me out of a tight spot." 


"Your sentiment is not required for my aiding you in your mission," the 
computer spoke. 


"Nonetheless, | felt the need to say it." Effie carefully looked down the 
dark corridor through her eyepiece. "Hagar can you determine our 
location?" Within seconds Effie could see what was lying ahead. 
"We're clear, Finnick. But please make certain that you stay close 
behind me." 


"Effie, Peacekeepers are within fifty meters of..." 
"Feet, Hagar. Feet." 


"Peacekeepers are one-hundred-sixty-four point two feet through the 
wall to your west. Sixty-two...sixty...fifty-seven..." 


"Are they able to detect us?" She held up a hand to stop Finnick from 
moving. 


"| shall check their transmissions. They are communicating with one 
another, but there are no signs that they are aware of your presence." 


"Then we shall move on," she motioned for Finnick to follow her. 
"Effie?" Finnick cleared his throat. "Uh...who are you talking to?" 


She tapped at her earpiece attached to the headband. "Hagar. He is 
quite a remarkable weapon." 


"Again your sentiments..." 


"Oh hush, Hagar," Effie gave her head a shake and her lips a purse. 
"Through there," she pointed to the door that led to the hideout. 


"It appears to be empty and | do not detect any pods," Hagar said. 


"| shall do a quick scan of the area.," Effie's eyepiece was already 
hard at work sweeping a laser beam over the still sealed room. 


"The area is all clear, however, there is a Peacekeeper standing on 
the opposite side of the doorway leading to this area," Hagar warned. 


"What is he doing?" Effie feared that they had been discovered and 
prepared herself for battle, gripping the butt of her long barreled rifle. 


"He appears to be voiding his bladder of urine." 


"Oh my," Effie's eyes widened. "Oh...well, | do believe that was a tad 
bit more information than needed,” but it did provide her with an idea. 
"Finnick, | think | know how we can disguise ourselves and walk 
straight into President Snow's mansion." 


"How's that?" Finnick asked. 


Effie carefully opened the door leading to the hideout and gave the 
room a sweep with the nose of her gun. "Think about the entrance that 
leads from the Library to our hideout," she began gathering as many 
supplies as possible and placing them in the bag Gale gave to them. 
"What it is and who uses it." 


"It's a bathroom," Finnick raised his brows when he caught on. "And 
most men don't go to the bathroom in groups." 


"Precisely," Effie reached for the small music box and let it fall to the 
floor. "Wonderful," she picked up the tiny chip she had recorded while 
working for President Snow and tucked it into the palm of her gloved 
hand. "We'll need to return with these supplies first, but afterward we 
can swiftly take out a Peacekeeper while he's..." she recalled Hagar's 
terminology, "voiding his bladder of urine." Effie laid out her plan and 
waited for Finnick's reaction. 


"I'm game," Finnick walked towards the diagrams on the wall. Various 
sketches and swatches of material were tacked up. "They really were 
gifted stylists." 


The sight of Cinna and Portia's designs was the last thing Effie wanted 
to see. Memories of her fallen comrades still weighed heavily on her 
heart. The loss of Justus and Lavinia was still fresh, and even though 
it had been a while since losing Cinna and Portia, the pain it caused 
had yet to dull. "We must head back before Katniss decides to follow 
us in here and Peeta needs his..." she gave her head a little shake. 
"My word, | almost forgot it." She opened a box and took out five 
syringes. "Morphling. It won't be as good as that concoction Beetee 
and Prim created, but a little dose of this might help to keep Peeta's 
flashbacks from getting out of hand." 


"When did you guys do all of this? Stock this room up with...sleeping 
bags? Tins of food?" Finnick knew there was one person and only one 
that would have been thinking ahead. "You knew Katniss and Peeta 
would eventually need these things." 


With a slight cock of her head and a dastardly grin Effie Trinket said 
something she hadn't said in months, "An escort's work is never 
done." 


"Effie? Is that you?" 


Effie's eyes from side to side at the sound of Haymitch's voice. "Oh my 
word. Haymitch!" 


"Geez woman, we've been worried sick out here. We thought you 
were dead." 


"Finnick," she smiled brightly at the man. "It's Thirteen," she tapped at 
her earpiece. "We have communications." 


"About damn time," Finnick stood with his hands on his hips. "What 
are they saying?" 


"Haymitch, | must update you on what's been going on." Effie gave 
them a quickfire update, caught up with the rebel's plans, was given 
pertinent information from Beetee, and ended with, "There are only six 
of us left here to fight the battle. Finnick, Gale, Katniss, Peeta, Pollux 
and myself. I'm afraid we lost the rest." 


"Son of a bi..." 
"Manners, Haymitch. Manners," Effie scolded. 


"Christ almighty! You're standing in a room that leads to an army of 
Snow's men and you're nagging me about my language. Geez." 


"Well there's no need to get in a huff," Effie bristled. "Now tell me how 
Maysilee is doing? How is my darling granddaughter?" 


"Not so good, Effie. Not so goo..." 


"Effie," Hagar interrupted the transmission. "I'm afraid | needed to cut 
your communicate short. The Capitol surveillance systems are back 
online in our area and are able to detect foreign communications. | 
would highly recommend you return to your previous location in case 
they detected you." 


Worrying about Maysilee the entire trip back to Tigris' basement, Effie 
was uncertain as to whether or not she'd inform Katniss and Peeta. 


"He didn't say what was wrong with the baby, right?" Finnick asked 
quietly from behind her. 


"Unfortunately Hagar had to cut it short." Effie chastised herself, "Why 
oh why didn't | ask about her at the start?" 


"Effie," Finnick pulled her to the side before they entered Tigris' shop, 
"it won't do them any good to tell them. You don't know what's wrong 
with her and it's way too dangerous to open up a line of 
communications again, so if | were you, I'd keep it to myself." 


Finnick had made an excellent point, but keeping information like this 
from Katniss and Peeta didn't sit well with Effie. "| suppose you're 
right, but still... | am terribly concerned, Finnick. Haymitch sounded 
terribly forlorn when he spoke of her." 


"We'll figure out how to open up a line with them again, and when we 
do she'll be the first thing you ask about. Sound good?" 


A curt nod was all Effie could muster in response. "Chin up, Effie 
Trinket," she spoke out loud to herself. "Shall we?" 


Upon entering Tigris' basement, Effie noticed Gale sitting upright with 
his back against the wall, and the rest of their group asleep 
underneath the furs that Tigris provided them with. "How long have 
Peeta and Katniss been asleep?" 


Gale gave the slumbering couple a quick glance. "About a half hour. 
We were getting worried. You guys have been gone for over an hour." 


"We had much to gather," Effie took out one of the tubs filled with 
orange goop. "Apply a dab of this to your neck wound. It will be healed 
in no time." 


"Thanks," Gale sniffed at the substance before putting it on. "Think it 
will help with the pain?" 


"It should, but...hang on," Effie dug through the pack she carried and 
took out a bottle of turquoise pills. "It's pain reliever." 


"Holy crap," Gale took the bottle from Effie's grasp. "Where did you get 
these?" 


"| just spoke with Beetee and he insisted that each of us take one prior 
to entering President Snow's mansion." Effie gave her eyes a bit of a 
roll. "Really, | have no clue why. I'm not feeling the least bit of 
discomfort." 


"They're not pain relievers," Gale dumped a few out into the palm of 
his hand to confirm his suspicions. "And Beetee said we need to take 
them? You're sure?" 


"Positive," Effie answered. "We were able to speak with Haymitch as 
well," she gave her earpiece a tap. "It seems that the rebels have yet 
to set a time frame for their final assault. Haymitch said it could be 
anywhere from a day to a week before they arrive at the Capitol which 
means..." 


"It's up to us," Gale finished for her. "Here," he handed her a little pill. 
"You too Finnick." Gale popped one in his mouth and swallowed 
without water, hoping to God that it was just a precaution. "I'll keep 
first watch if you two want to get some sleep." 


"| think I'll take you up on that offer," Finnick found a corner and pulled 
a blanket over his shoulders. "Wake me if you get tired." 


"| shall sit up with him." Effie took a spot next to Gale and began going 
through the items she brought from the hideout. "Unfortunately we 
were unable to smuggle guns in there, but | do have a few knives. It's 
not much, but it is better than nothing at all." 


"These are great," Gale didn't give a damn about the knives. His mind 
was too preoccupied with the possibility of what was to come. "Effie, 


did they say anything else? Like what it was they were going to do 
when they got here? How they were planning on invading?" 


"No. Nothing. It seems that they are in a bit of a dilemma. They have 
lost many soldiers, and we are the only ones within the walls of the 
Capitol." She pulled out a package of white gauze bandages from her 
pack and secured it over Gale's wound. "It looks better already." 


"Feels better." 
"I only wish | had something to help Peeta's wound," Effie sighed. 
"Won't that orange stuff heal it?" Gale asked. 


"My concern is that it will somehow seal in the venom from that horrific 
muttation." Effie had seen the extent of the tiny cut on Peeta's arm. "If 
there was only some way for us to suck that poison out of his 
bloodstream." 


"| don't think he got too much in his system otherwise he would have 
been delusional right off the bat." Gale had no idea why he was trying 
to put Effie's mind at ease. He had to remind himself that she started 
off as the enemy, but it was difficult to do considering the woman had 
saved their lives. "Hey," he noticed the pill he had given her was still in 
the palm of her hand. "You need to take that." 


"Oh, yes," she reached for a discarded cup with a few sips of water 
left in it sitting next to Gale and swallowed down the pill Beetee had 
insisted they all take. A slight taste of rust and something else metallic 
played across her tongue as the little bit of water quenched her thirst. 
Effie let out a tiny laugh which had Gale looking at her inquisitively. 


"Something funny?" He asked. 


"| was just thinking, how strange my life has become." She glanced at 
the now empty cup. "There was a time when | would have rather died 
than drink from an old cup filled with someone else's leftover beverage 
and now look at me." 


"Why are you here?" Gale asked in a hushed tone wondering why the 
woman who had everything would risk it all. "Why are you fighting with 
the rebels?" 


It was a question she had asked herself after joining the group. 
"Because Katniss and Peeta showed me that we were all equals, and 
we all deserve to live our lives to the fullest, not just Capitol residents." 
Effie broke one of the peanut butter crackers she had stashed in her 
pack in half and handed a piece to Gale. "I know it is difficult for you to 
understand the way they love one another, or the way | love Peeta, 
but it was that love that showed me what life was really about. Two 
people willing to risk everything they are for the other...| had never 
seen such a thing." She leaned back against the wall and closed her 
eyes for the briefest of moments. "I do believe that is why their story 
was so popular during the first Games. None of us out here could 
fathom giving your life for another no matter how much they meant to 
you." She rolled her head towards Gale and noticed the glare he threw 
at her. "We weren't raised like you were. Our upbringing consisted of 
learning how to belittle those below us in stature." She nibbled on her 
cracker. "Imagine if you will, being told your whole life long that the 
people in other districts were beneath you. That they were put upon 
this earth to be subservient to you. That they were nothing more than 
an extension of the machinery they operated." 


"I'd never think of people that way." 


Effie gave his leg a light pat. "Isn't it funny that you can say sucha 
thing quite easily, yet you have treated me like a pariah since the 


moment we met? You don't know me, yet you've judged me by what 
you know...what you were taught. It is no different for me or anyone 
else from the Capitol. Except for one thing,” Effie rested more 
comfortably against the wall. "I am willing to concede that we were, all 
of us, wrong. That | should not hate you because my government tells 
me to and you shouldn't hate me because | was brought up in a lavish 
lifestyle. None of that matters anymore. We are the same," she tugged 
on the sleeve of his rebel uniform that matched hers. "We are fighting 
for the same thing, and one day those people | used to call 
neighbors...friends... they too will see that you are no different then 
they are." 


"Don't hold your breath," Gale said it through a scowl choosing that 
moment to change the topic of conversation. "Think he's gonna be 
okay?" He nodded towards Peeta. 


"I wish | knew," Effie worried. "| brought back some morphling in the 
hopes that it may help to get him through his flashbacks. | should 
really give it to him," she made to stand up, but Gale stopped her. 


"Let them sleep a little while more. Once we wake them we'll have to 
give them that pill." 


Effie eyed up the bottle Gale was still holding onto. "What is it? You 
said it wasn't pain reliever, so tell me...what are we taking, Gale?" 


Gale gripped the bottle tightly in his hand and released a breath. The 
rest of their group had fallen deep asleep. The woman that owned the 
shop had closed up for the night and wouldn't be heard from again 
until morning. Memories of the testing he and Beetee had done while 
in Thirteen went through Gale's mind. The loss of lives. The people 
that suffered. Gale had reasoned that they were holographic 
projections and death was a part of war, but now that he was in the 
midst of it, his greatest fears came to the surface. "I don't want to be 


responsible for the death of all these people," he spoke quietly to Effie. 
He had never intended on trusting her...especially her, but here he 
was pouring out the secrets he had sworn to keep. "These pills are 
preventative medication for a bomb | helped Beetee to create." 


Katniss felt the warmth of Gale's hand shaking her shoulder and 
opened her eyes to find him kneeling to her side. "What...what's 
wrong? Do you need me to keep watch?" She struggled to sit up, but 
Peeta's arm draped over her waist had her pinned down. 


"No," Gale held out a cup and a pill. "You need to take this." 


"What is it?" She lifted her head and did her best to get into a position 
where she could swallow from the cup he was holding out. 


"It's for the pain, my dear," Effie spoke from Peeta's side as she 
jostled him awake. "All of our muscles are aching, and we need to 
stay in tip top shape if we are to defeat Snow," Effie gave Gale a curt 
nod. "I also have a bit of morphling here," she held the syringe out. "It 
should help Peeta to combat his flashbacks." 


"Effie," Katniss freed herself from beneath Peeta's arm and snatched 
the needle from her hand, "I don't know how to thank you for this." She 
began to shake Peeta awake. "Hey," she tickled his ear and his eyes 
flew opened. "We've got some medicine for you. Get up." 


It didn't take long to dispense the medications Effie had brought back 
from the hideout, and Katniss and Peeta were relieved to hear that 
she had spoken with Thirteen. "How's the baby?" Peeta asked, his 
voice filled with concern. 


"Did my mom say anything about her?" Katniss' question came right 
on its heels. 


"No dear," Effie chose to answer Katniss. "She wasn't there when | 
spoke to Haymitch, but the next time we get in touch with them, I'll 
make certain to ask to speak with her in regards to Maysilee's well 
being." 


"Sure," Katniss rested back on her haunches dejectedly. 


"She's fine," Peeta gave her hand a little pat. "Come on, let's keep 
watch for a little while so these two can get some rest." 


"Aren't you tired?" Katniss asked Peeta as they positioned themselves 
to see the entrance of their shelter. 


Even a little dose of morphling could cause exhaustion, wiping a 
person out, and Peeta had to admit he did feel quite relaxed, but his 
mind was somehow sharp and crystal clear. "My body is a little tired, 
but my head is sort of reeling." 


"Did that happen before when you took the morphling?" She asked. 


"It usually calmed me down. | never took it after a flashback though so 
who knows how it will affect me now," Peeta lifted an arm and draped 
it over Katniss' shoulder. "Think they're asleep?" He asked of the rest 
of the group bedded down beneath fur throws. 


"Probably," she was tempted to rest her head in the crook of his arm, 
but if she had she'd most certainly wind up like the rest of the group. 
"We should keep our voices down just in case." 


"| don't think it'll matter much." They had all gone without a good 
night's sleep for quite some time. He and Katniss had barely had any 
since they left the first arena. "I'm kind of relieved that Effie was able 
to talk to Haymitch. Just wished he had given her an update on 
banana nut." 


"Me too," the mention of their baby brought worries to the forefront of 
Katniss' mind. "Can we talk about something else?" 


"We don't have to talk about anything at all." Peeta held her a little 
closer, clinging to the warmth her body was radiating. 


They were silent for quite some time. The only noise in the room was 
the sound of deep breathing, a feminine sigh and the occasional drip 
of water from the rusty faucet. The tiny room they had been guided to 
was below the bustling streets of the Capitol and was no bigger than 
an alcove. Tigris had used it for storing old costumes from past 
Hunger Games and items she felt would come back in style one day. 
The cement walls were cold to the touch, the floor had a layer of dirt 
from years of neglect. To their left was the small staircase that led to 
the main storage area, and the entrance to the rebel's hideout. The 
staircase couldn't be seen with the naked eye, Tigris had it blocked off 
with old furniture, so even if her shop had been discovered as their 
hiding place, it would take a while for Peacekeepers to make their way 
in and the rebels would have plenty of warning. 


"It's almost like the rebels knew we'd be here one day...at the Capitol," 
Katniss said quietly. "This shop...that hideout..." she lifted her face to 
Peeta. "Like this had all been planned out ahead of time." 


"| told you," Peeta gave her shoulders a squeeze. "Didn't I tell you our 
lives had already been planned out?" 


"Yeah. | guess so but..." Katniss sat straight up and stared at him. "Do 
you remember that? Telling me that?" 


He gave it a moment's thought and answered, "Yeah. We were in our 
kitchen | think, and Gale's family had come over to visit." He met her 
stare with his own. "We were going to escape, but changed our minds 
at the last minute." 


"Peeta," she inched closer to him and held his hands in her own. 
"What else do you remember?" 


They stepped through the front door of their home with hands held 
and eyes locked. They had been in this room only a second ago, but it 
held a different feeling now. Represented something new in their lives 
and they could both feel it flow through them. They had signed all the 
paperwork binding them in a contract of marriage, but had yet to 
perform the one thing that no one ever felt married without in District 
Twelve. 


"You ready?" Peeta asked her as he led her toward the fireplace. 
"Yeah," Katniss answered with a hint of a nervous tremor in her voice. 


Together they reached for the box of matches, striking one each, then 
placing the flame beneath the kindling. The stench of sulfur accosted 
both of them, but was quickly drowned out by the smell of burning 
wood. A warmth radiated from the fireplace where the kindling now 
burned hot and set the log ablaze. With their matches tossed onto the 
fire, Peeta reached for the loaf of bread his father had brought over 
earlier, and handed Katniss one end of it. The crunching of the crust 
flaked into bits of crumbs, dusting their clothing and their hands with it. 


Together they began reciting District Twelve's blessing for a new 
marriage, "May this fire..." 


It had come back to Peeta, striking him like a gust of wind. "I 
remember marrying you." 


The command center in District Thirteen was eerily quiet but for the 
hum of computers and the sound of fingers tapping against the side of 
a wooden object. President Coin was sitting at the end of the long 
table they held their meetings around staring at a computer panel. 
Worry creased her brow as she tucked some strands of glossy silver 
hair behind her ear and then all hell broke loose. 


"You need to approve..." Johanna Mason entered dragging Beetee 
behind her. 


"I'm picking up a signal," one of the men standing next to a computer 
terminal said simultaneously. 


"Damn it, Johanna," Haymitch's voice bellowed from behind the group 
that had been in Beetee's area only minutes ago. 


"Silence," Coin lifted her hand to stifle those around her, but Johanna 
wasn't having any of it. 


"Listen here..." 


"| said," Coin clipped, "be silent." Coin turned to face the man at the 
computer terminal. "Go ahead." 


"Ma'am, | think we're picking up a signal from the rebels in the 
Capitol." 


Plutarch, who had been sitting quietly to the side of the room going 
over some material for a new propos jumped to his feet and handed 
his little computer pad to Beetee. "He's right. Look." 


"This is excellent news," Beetee broke away from Johanna and began 
punching away at the face of the little pad. "Yes...yes...this is Miss. 
Trinket's Hagar sending us a distress signal." 


"Distress?" Haymitch asked. 
"Are they in trouble?" Coin asked emotionless. 


"Are they even alive?" Haymitch asked not hiding his concern for the 
rebels that had risked it all. 


"Give me a moment," Beetee tapped a few buttons and handed 
Haymitch an earpiece. "This is linked directly into Effie's weapon." 


"Put her on speaker," Coin ordered. 


Haymitch threw Beetee a warning glare, but there was no need. The 
former tribute was already thinking three steps ahead. "I'm afraid she 
can only speak with one person at a time. That communications 
device was designed to..." 


"Fine. Fine," Coin's nostrils flared slightly. "I want to know where they 
are and who is left." 


"Effie?" Haymitch hadn't been this nervous since he was standing on 
the platform during his Games. "Is that you?" 


"Oh my word. Haymitch!" 


Haymitch gave the people around him a thumbs up, and spoke over 
their shouts of jubilation, "Geez woman, we've been worried sick out 
here. We thought you were dead." 


"Finnick," Haymitch was relieved when he heard Effie talking to his 
friend, "It's Thirteen. We have communications." 


"Listen," Haymitch tried to get her attention back, but Effie interrupted 
him mid sentence. 


"Haymitch, | must update you on what's been going on." 
"That's what we're all dying to find out." 
"Haymitch, you must tell her to make it quick," Beetee warned. 


"We don't have much time, Effie so just hit the highlights. Where are 
you?" 


"We have made it to the rebel's hideout, if only temporarily, and are 
restocking supplies. Snow's men have planted themselves in 
Darlington's establishment, and no doubt they are tearing Plutarch's 
home apart, but we believe they have yet to locate the entrances to 
the rebel's sanctuary. | would bring the rest of the group here, but it's 
too deep under ground. If they trap us, we'll have nowhere to run." 


"That's smart, Effie. Just get what you need and get the hell out of 
there. You've got someplace safe to hide, right?" 


"Yes, there is someone that has risked her life by taking us in, and she 
has a perfect spot for us to rest." 


Haymitch didn't have to ask who it was, he already knew there was 
only one other way for Effie and Finnick to gain access to their former 
meeting place. "So that puts you within a mile or two of Snow's 
mansion." 


"Yes, and Finnick and | have come up with an idea of how to get in 
without being recognized." 


"What's the plan?" If he knew Effie it was probably dangerous to no 
one but herself, and possibly Finnick since he was there with her. 


"We plan on waiting for one of Snow's men to use the facilities within 
The Library, and knock him unconscious. Either Finnick or myself can 
wear the uniform, and claim that a prisoner has been captured." 


"No!" Haymitch shot out. "No way in hell are you two doing that. It's 
way too dangerous, Effie." Most of Snow's Peacekeepers were large 
in stature so Haymitch knew that it would be Finnick dressed as the 
guard and Effie would be his prisoner. "He'll kill you the second he 
knows you've been caught." 


"That is a risk that | must take," he could hear Effie's ire rising in her 
voice. 


"Listen, the rebels are working out a plan to infiltrate the Capitol so 
you don't have to do this," Haymitch attempted to keep her from acting 
on her own. "Effie, promise me you're not going to take this into your 
own hands." 


"| cannot make such a promise, but if you tell me of the rebel's plans 
then | may agree to postponing this for a little while." 


Haymitch lifted his eyes to Coin, "What do we have in the works? 
You're sending people in, right?" 


"We're currently grouping together soldiers from various districts, but 
there are too many wounded for us to strike at this time," Coin's 
answer was useless. 


"We got a time table? Tomorrow? Next week? When?" Haymitch 
hounded the president. 


"If | had that answer, | would be planning out our infiltration of the 
Capitol, but | can't predict how quickly it will take to get teams of 
medical personnel to the various districts." 


"Haymitch?" The sound of Effie saying his name no longer grated on 
his nerves, but Coin's answers sure were. "What information have 
you?" 


"Effie," Haymitch wasn't sure what to tell her, but he knew he had to 
come up with something. "Listen, we're still working out the details of 
the rebel's invasion on the Capitol. We're currently putting together a 
plan...gathering weapons...soldiers from other districts... We don't’ 
know if we'll have it ready in a day or a week, but we arepreparing to 
go in there and take Snow and his men out," Haymitch gave Coin a 
nod and she answered with one in return. 


"Haymitch, | must speak with her," Beetee reached for the earpiece 
which Haymitch reluctantly gave over. "Effie, this is Beetee." 


"Yes, Beetee." 


"Do you still have the emergency pack | gave to you?" His fingers 
were fiddling with the computer screen while he spoke with her, 
preventing the Capitol's surveillance detection. 


"Yes, | do. It has come in handy." 
"I'm assuming you have wounded?" Beetee asked. 
"Yes, we do. Gale has been severely injured, but is holding strong." 


"Good. Good. Gale is still with you." Beetee's eyes darted around the 
room then landed on the computer screen. "I have supplied you with 
medical grade pain relievers. Please make certain that all of you take 
at least one a week prior to entering Snow's compound. It will help 
with anything from a wooden sliver to a gunshot wound." 


"Well...okay," Beetee could hear the hesitation in Effie's tone and 
chose to end his portion of the conversation before she began to ask 
questions. "Here, Haymitch," he handed the earpiece back. 


"Effie, Beetee just said that Gale's still with you. Who else is alive?" 
Haymitch braced himself for the worst. 


"There are only six of us left here to fight the battle. Finnick, Gale, 
Katniss, Peeta, Pollux and myself. I'm afraid we lost the rest." 


There were too many deaths for Haymitch to calculate. "Son of a bi..." 
"Manners, Haymitch. Manners," Effie scolded. 


"Christ almighty!" His hand ran down his face, scraping at the day old 
fuzz on his chin. "You're standing in a room that leads to an army of 
Snow's men and you're nagging me about my language. Geez." 


"Well there's no need to get in a huff," Effie bristled. "Now tell me how 
Maysilee is doing? How is my darling granddaughter?" 


It was the question he had been dreading to answer, "Not so good, 
Effie. Not so good at all. I'm afraid..." 


"They're gone," Beetee's fingers finally stopped moving. "Her system 
must have detected something | did not." 


Everyone in the room was silent, all of them staring at Haymitch, 
waiting for him to give them an update as to who was dead and who 
was alive. "There's six left." He ignored the gasp from Prim and 
soldiered on. "Effie, Finnick, Gale, Katniss, Peeta and..." he 
swallowed, "Pollux. The rest were lost in battle." 


"Oh no," Prim's tiny cry echoed through he room. "Regina's going to 
be heartbroken." 


"It is a war, young lady," Coin glared towards Prim. "People die." 


"You're a cold bitch, aren't you?" Johanna put a protective arm around 
Prim's shoulder. "People might die, but that doesn't mean it we don't 
have the right to grieve." 


"Is that why you are here, Miss. Mason? To insult me?" Coin glared. 
"That could be considered an act of treason." 


"So could this," she flipped Coin the middle finger, spitting out, "Sit and 
spin." 


"That's enough, Johanna," Haymitch forced her hand down. 


"Yes, that is enough." Coin waved at hand at the group, dismissing 
them. "If you'll excuse me. Beetee we have much work to do." 


"Oh...yes...well...um..." Beetee stumbled over his words. "That's why 
we're here madam president." 


"What Volts here is trying to tell you, oh so eloquently..." Johanna 
gave her head a disgusted shake. 


"What Beetee is trying to ask," Haymitch shut Johanna up with a 
deadly glare, "is if we can get your approval on creating a medical 
device?" 


"It's not so much a device as it is a piece of tubing," Beetee spouted 
out. "It's simple really, and won't take me very long at all." 


"I'm sorry, but Beetee doesn't have time for anything other than war 
related issues," Coin ignored them by turning her back to them. 
"That's all. You're dismissed." 


"Screw this!" Johanna stormed towards Coin but was stopped by two 
armed guards. "Their kid is gonna die if you don't approve this!" 


"Who will die?" Haymitch could see from his spot the way Coin's lip 
twitched, almost like she had heard something pleasing. 


"You guys need to leave," Haymitch nodded towards the door and grit 
his teeth together. "Now, Johanna." 


"Fine," she stood nose to nose with Haymitch. "But you better 
convince her to do the right thing." 


"Get out." Haymitch waited until Prim and Johanna had left before 
strolling towards Coin. "Katniss and Peeta's kid is pretty sick. She's in 
surgery right now, but she needs this tube thing Beetee was talking 
about to make sure she comes out of it all right. Sure, she's got a slim 
chance of surviving without it, but why take that chance when we can 
almost guarantee her making it through the surgery?" 


"That child has survived much longer than any of us anticipated," Coin 
said without a hint of pity in her voice. "I'm sure she'll make it through 
just fine." 


"Maybe," Haymitch scratched at his chin in thought. "Then again, 
maybe not. And | don't know about you, but the first thing Effie is going 
to tell Katniss and Peeta is that their kid is sick. Which means that 
they're going to figure out a way to get back in touch with us, and 
when they do..." Haymitch leaned against the side of the table and 
crossed his feet. "I'm just wondering how much the Mockingjay and 
the Jabberjay are gonna be willing to do for the rebellion if we just let 
their kid die." All eyes were now on Haymitch, including President 
Coin's. "Johanna can say she did all she could for the kid. Prim...her 
mother...hell, even | can say | did all | could, but poor Beetee 
here...what do you think he'll be able to say? 'I had the ability to save 
her life, but | was under orders to do..." Haymitch asked in wonder, 
"What is it he's supposed to do? We already talked to the rebels in the 
Capitol, and you said you're all working on grouping soldiers together 
from other districts. So what is it here that's so pressing, Beetee 
couldn't take an hour away from?" Haymitch watched as Coin's back 
stiffened and the corner of her lip twitched. 


"You may go," Coin said through grit teeth towards Beetee. 


"I'll need certain materials," He gathered up Plutarch's computer and 
handed it to Coin. "If you could just punch in the security codes here, 
I'd have access to everything | need." 


It took but a moment for Beetee and Plutarch to follow Haymitch out of 
the Command Center and into the elevator, but in that moment, 
Haymitch knew he had struck a nerve with Coin. "Beetee," he turned 
the man to face him. "What the hell does she have you working on?" 


"You remember our wedding? Like just the wedding or the toasting 
too?" Katniss couldn't believe her ears. 


"| remember all of it," Peeta sat back against the wall and patted the 
spot next to him. "If | remember correctly, you were pretty angry about 
the actual ceremony." He gathered her in his arms. "Something about 
it being like a business transaction instead of a wedding." 


A small huff of laughter escaped from Katniss. "Mayor Undersee 
couldn't seem to rush through signing those papers fast enough." 


"Yeah, that was pretty quick." Peeta thought back to Katniss' reaction 
to signing one of the documents. "You were hesitant to take my 
name." 


"Only for a second," Katniss sat slightly up in defense. "Trust me, I've 
reconsidered my position on the whole Mrs. Mellark name." 


Peeta brushed his nose against her ear and whispered into it, "Mrs. 
Mellark." 


"Don't you dare start that," She pushed him gently away with a grin. 
“There are people here." 


"No one's watching," he leaned in and placed a soft kiss on her slightly 
parted lips. "Mmm. Haven't had one of those for a little while." 


"If you want another one, then you'll tell me what else you remember," 
Katniss held a warning tone in her voice. "Do you remember the 
toasting, Peeta?" 


"Yeah," he pulled her into his lap, draping one arm over her thighs and 
secured the other around her back. "I remember our toasting." 


Katniss broke the first small piece of bread off, Peeta the second. 
They each put their half of the bread down next to the fireplace, 
holding onto the small bite of soft white flesh from the center of the 
loaf. 


He lifted his piece to her mouth, she to his and each chewed on the 
symbol of life in their district. 


"Should we say something?" Peeta wanted to so badly. He wanted to 
tell her everything he was feeling inside. 


"[..." Katniss ducked her head down. "I'm not good at saying 
something, Peeta." 


"Follow your heart, Katniss." He held her hands in his and studied her 
face. "There are times when | think I'm living a life | don't deserve, and 
I'm not talking about this house or the money." His eyes darted to the 
flickering flames then back to Katniss’. "I'm talking about you. | really 
have no idea what I did in my life to deserve you, but whatever it is, | 
promise I'll keep trying to do it." A tender smile played upon Katniss' 
lips and Peeta's heart felt like it was about to explode with emotion. 
"Maybe the universe thinks we deserve some happiness after 
everything we went through in our lives? Or maybe this is going to be 
the start of another adventure? And trust me, | think being married to 
you is going to be an adventure to say the least. All | know is..." he 
studied the floor between them then lifted his face to hers, "...I've been 
in love with you my entire life. | watched you grow up...grew up 
alongside of you, and | always felt like | knew you. Like you and I had 
some sort of unspoken bond and that one day...one day you'd catch 
me watching you and realize exactly how much you loved me too. 
That you'd pull me under that fence with you and take me into the 


woods...show me a whole new world that | had never known existed. | 
used to lie in bed at night and fantasize about that day." His finger 
began tracing the lines on her palm. "I'd stare out the window at night 
and pretend that your dad would take me with you two on his hunting 
trips, and when you went into the woods by yourself after he died, | 
wanted to go too. | wanted to go in there and protect you from 
whatever harm might be hiding in the forbidden forest." He let out a 
small laugh. "I think we both know you probably would have had to 
protect me out there, but still..." He smiled into her eyes and was 
rewarded with one in return. "All | ever wanted to do was take care of 
you Katniss. To love you." Her hand lifted and cupped his cheek. 
Peeta pressed her palm into his lips and rested his cheek against her 
hand. "You can't ever leave me, okay? | don't think I'd be able to live 
without you." His eyes had filled with tears when he asked, "okay?" 


"Okay," she whispered. 


"I want to tell you how much I love you, Katniss. To tell you how much 
I'm feeling right now, but..." he wiped the back of his hand across his 
eyes, "...! don't know how. Kind of a shocker, huh?" 


"I think you're doing just fine," she ran both her hands through the hair 
above his ears and cradled his face. 


"It's supposed to be better than fine. This is your wedding day. l'm 
supposed to tell you that my heart is so full of love right now it feels 
like it's spilling over. That the thought of spending one day away from 
you is so painful | can't even fathom it. I'm supposed to tell you...to 
make you see..." only she had the ability to make him go tongue tied 
when it really mattered. "I want you to see the way | love you." 


"ldo and | love it. I love the way you love me. The way you see me. 
No one has ever seen me the way you do. Not even me." 


"That's because I've been watching you for years," he said with a 
bashful smile. "I'm sorry about that, by the way." 


"Wha...why?" She had no clue why he'd apologize for such a thing. 


"| hadn't started off planning on just watching you." It was time to 
confess all of his secrets to her. "| had planned on talking to you. In 
fact | used to tell myself every single day that today was the day. 
Obviously that didn't work out too well." He grinned. "I wasn't very 
brave when it came to you. | wanted to be, but | wasn't." 


"Peeta, you joined the Careers to save my life. I'd say that was pretty 
brave." 


"I'm not talking about that." He bounced her hand in his own. "I'm 
talking about when we were kids," he paused. "I should have done 
more for you. | should have told you...showed you how | felt.” 


"| knew," she admitted to him and watched as his expression changed 
to one of question. "I've always known, Peeta," she said timidly. 


He began to shake his head causing the hair that was dangling on his 
forehead to sway. "But...but how? | never said anything." 


"You didn't have to." She inched closer to him and tried to figure out 
how to tell him her innermost secrets. "On the first day of school | 
sang the Valley Song and all | can remember is a pair of bright blue 
eyes Staring at me and the toothpaste stained shirt you were wearing." 
She ignored the shocked expression on Peeta's face and continued. 
"My dad," she cleared her throat when it began to constrict and tried 
again. "My dad taught me how to track game by starting with the road 
that led from the Seam into Town Square." Katniss told Peeta how her 
father had begun her hunting lessons. "By the time the first day of 
school came around | had already been tracking footprints for a year. | 


really didn't pay attention to the ones that went in and out of the 
square until | noticed the footprints that followed my path every day 
and ended at the edge of the Seam. Sometimes they stopped at 
bushes...trees... | would look at them when I went to meet my dad 
after he was done with work." Katniss lifted her eyes to Peeta's. "The 
footprints traveled in the direction of the bakery." 


Peeta let out a little gasp. "You knew | followed you?" 


Katniss nodded. "I didn't say anything because I thought you were 
going to be like the rest of the merchant's kids and make fun of me or 
something, but then I'd notice you watching me in school. They way 
you'd peek over the top of your book when you thought | wasn't 
looking," she lifted the corner of her lips in a gentle smile. "Or how 
you'd always look away if | faced your direction." She tilted her head to 
the side and asked him what she had been dying to ask since they 
were children, "Why didn't you talk to me, Peeta?" 


There were a million reasons why, but only one held the truth. "I was 
afraid you would turn me away. That you'd think | was silly or 
something and break my heart." He threaded his fingers through hers. 
"For some reason | thought it would be better living my life with the 
hope that you'd love me too one day, and not the reality that you'd 
reject me." 


She had no clue if she would have turned him away or not when she 
was younger, until she thought of the things her father had said to her. 
"When we were eleven my dad and I went to the bakery to trade with 
your dad, and you opened the door," she smiled and told him about 
the day she stood with her back to the bakery wall and her father 
pulling twigs from her braid. 


"So you were just standing there the whole time?" Peeta's brows shot 
up as he let out a little chuckle. 


" Yes. " 


"My God, Katniss. | was doing the same exact thing inside." Peeta 
lifted her hand and kissed the back of it. "When | saw you standing at 
the door with your dad, | thought | was going to faint. | didn't think 
you'd be there, and there you were." He got a far off look in his eyes. 
"| don't think | have ever seen anything so beautiful in my life. You had 
dirt all over your boots and pants...you were wearing one braid and it 
was all messy," he ducked his head down and blushed a little. "I 
thought you looked so grown up with your hair like that. It sort of did 
something for me." They both let out a little laugh. "But I couldn't seem 
to get out a coherent sentence. | kept calling your dad, sir Everdeen." 
Peeta smiled at the memory. "I hadn't done that for years, and when | 
went back inside my dad saw me standing with my back against the 
wall and tried to convince me to talk to you." 


"My dad did the same thing," Katniss smiled. "Naturally, | refused." 


"Of course you did." Peeta wasn't surprised. Katniss would never be 
the first to admit she had feelings for anyone. It made her feel 
vulnerable and weak. "I heard you though...when you finally walked 
over to the door. | heard you say hi to my dad. When he came back 
inside he said, 'Peeta, | think that young lady was disappointed that 
you didn't come back to the door.'! didn't believe him for one minute 
though. | mean...this was Katniss Everdeen he was talking about. 
There was no way she'd ever give me the time of day." 


"My dad insisted that | tell him why I started acting like a...girl," she let 
out a small giggle. 


"I remember seeing you and your dad when pops and I were dumping 
out the boxes." Peeta stared into the fire recalling how breathtaking 
Katniss had looked across the road. "I could barely breathe when | 


saw you Standing there. | always wondered what you two were 
laughing at...what you were talking about." 


Katniss trailed a finger down the side of his face and traced his 
Jawline. "You," she said tenderly. "We were talking about you, and how 
| refused to get married." 


He held her gaze and said with a glint of humor, "How's that going for 
you, Mrs. Mellark?" 


The sound of her new name rolling off of his tongue shot a surge of 
adoration through her. "Mrs. Mellark," her tone was airy. She rested 
back on her haunches and took in the man before her. Thought of her 
father's words on that day and said, "It was you all along, and 
somehow he knew it." 


Peeta wondered what she was talking about, but sat still. Quietly 
waiting for her to continue. 


"When my dad and I got home that day he told me that I'd meet 
someone in my life...someone that would see more than just a girl 
from the Seam. He made me promise not to push that boy out of my 
life, but | didn't know who he was talking about, so | asked him if he 
knew who it was and...and..." Now that she thought about that day, 
she had to wonder if her father knew he wouldn't be around much 
longer. "He told me, ‘he'll be the one worth fighting for. The one that 
will fight for you.' | never knew why he was acting so funny that day. 
Like he had to tell me or it would be too late. Like he knew he was 
running out of time. Like...like he had to get it through my head that 
there was more to life than just survival and existing." She closed her 
eyes as Peeta's hand skimmed the side of her cheek. "For some 
reason | think my dad knew you loved me." Her eyes flew opened 
when she heard Peeta begin to choke. "Are you okay?" 


"Uh...yeah," his cheeks were flushed. "I...um...1 think | know why your 
dad knew I loved you." Peeta drew a little circle around the top of her 
arm. "I asked your dad if | could marry you when I was six and told 
him that I'd take care of you and love you forever." 


A hand flew to Katniss' mouth in order to stifle the laugh. "When 
you...were six?" 


"Yup," Peeta admitted sheepishly. "And once a month or so I'd meet 
him at the door and he'd ask, 'How's life, Peeta?' and I'd answer, ‘It 
would be a lot better if | knew my future wife didn't have any suitors." 
Katniss let out a laugh as Peeta hid his eyes in embarrassment. "And 
your dad would always say the same thing, 'No one's come asking for 
her hand in marriage yet, Peeta.' Then he'd say, ‘Talk to her yet?' and 
I'd say, 'no' and he'd say, 'Well, can't have a good marriage if you don't 
know how to communicate with each other.' And then I'd go inside and 
think about how | could strike up a conversation with you." 


"Oh, Peeta," Katniss hung her head down between them then lifted 
her face to his. "How long did that go on?" 


"Till right before he died," Peeta said sadly. "He was a really good 
man." 


"Yes," Katniss agreed and suddenly missed her father more than 
words could express. "That day you answered the door at the bakery, 
my dad and I sang a song while we walked home." The words were 
pretty to her as an eleven year old child, but as a woman who just got 
married, their true meaning sunk in. She opened her mouth intending 
to share some of the lyrics with Peeta and found herself singing the 
sweet melody instead. "In a cold world, it's a warm place, one you 
know you're supposed to be. A million moments full of sweet relief 
when the right one comes along. Every single broken heart, will lead 
you to the truth. You think you know what you're looking for, till what 


you're looking finds you. It's so easy. Nothing to it. Though you may 
not believe me now, but I promise honey you'll find love when the right 
one comes along. All that changes is only everything. When the right 
one comes along." 


Peeta got up on his knees and pulled her closer to him, "You may not 
be good at saying something, Katniss, but you sure know how to get 
the message across in a way that makes my skin tingle." he brushed 
his nose against hers and whispered close to her lips, "That was the 
most beautiful | love you I've ever heard." 


"I've loved you my whole life, Peeta Mellark. | was just too stubborn to 
recognize it.” 


"Katniss," he closed his eyes and reveled in the feel of her skin 
beneath his palms and the love in her admission. "Your father was 
right. I'll fight for you till my dying breath." 


"Till death do us part, right?" She asked with hope filled eyes. 


"No," Peeta shook his head. "Even death won't stop me from loving 
you." He brushed his lips against hers, but refrained from kissing her, 
"I'll love you till the end of time." 


"Till the end of time," she vowed in return. 
"Can I kiss my bride now?" He wanted to more than anything. 


She was about to say yes until she remembered what she pulled out 
of her bag. "I have something for you." Katniss pulled the locket and 
the mockingjay pin out of her pocket and placed it next to the bread in 
front of the fireplace. "I know we can't wear wedding rings yet, but..." 
She held the locket in her hand. "This belonged to Haymitch's 
grandfather." She showed it to Peeta. "It's a locket." 


Peeta looked at the piece of jewelry and studied the deep gold 
engraving of a bird. "That's not a mockingjay.” 


"No. It's a jabberjay." She ran her finger over the bird. "It reminds me 
of you." 


Peeta let out a little laugh and said, "I remind you of a Capitol 
muttation?" 


"Yes...no..." Katniss shook her head. "This isn't coming out right." She 
took a deep breath. "Jabberjays were known for their ability to use 
words...like you. When | think of the things you said during the 
Games...the things you told people to save my life..." She picked up 
her mockingjay pin. "The only reason the mockingjay exists is 
because of the jabberjay. That's you...I'm only alive because of you. 
So yes...you remind me of a Capitol muttation," she smiled. "One that 
refused to do their bidding." She placed the mockingjay against the 
engraving of the jabberjay and gave it a twist. The bird's wings aligned 
perfectly until she turned the pin, then they looked as though they 
were holding onto one another in flight. The latch on the locket clicked 
open and a photo appeared. 


"Who are they?" Peeta looked at the old image inside of it. 


"I think they're Haymitch's grandparents. | was going to take the 
picture out, but..." Katniss shrugged and said, "They belong in there. 
It's like...like this locket...this pin...they're more than just pieces of 
Jewelry." 


"They're symbols of the love those two shared," Peeta gave her a 
gentle smile. 


"| knew that when I gave this to you and you put our pictures in 
here..." Katniss lifted her eyes to his. "It would be forever. We'd go on 
even after our deaths." 


Peeta looked at the image of Haymitch's grandparents and said, "Like 
them." 


"Yes." She closed the locket and put her pin down. She took a deep 
breath and placed the gold chain around his neck. "When you wear 
this...no matter where | am...you'll know that my love will always stay 
with you." 


Peeta squeezed the locket in the palm of his hand. He wished he had 
something to give to her in return. He looked down and picked up her 
mockingjay pin, "I know someone else gave this to you, but...it has 
new meaning now." He fastened it to her shirt. "When you wear 
this...no matter where I am...you'll know that my love will always stay 
with you...always." 


Katniss placed her hand around the pin and gave it a little squeeze 
before looking up at Peeta. "I love you, Peeta." 


"I love you too, Katniss." There was just one more thing to say. Peeta 
smiled at her and proclaimed, "I now pronounce you my wife." 


Katniss returned his loving gaze and said, "I now pronounce you my 
husband." They both let out a little breath, their fingers were doing 
dances with each others before Katniss said to him, "Peeta. Please 
kiss your bride." 


"You already knew that | had asked your father to marry you when | 
told you that story?" Peeta watched her sheepish nod. "Why didn't you 
say anything?" 


"You never told me the full story during our toasting, and if | told you 
that | already knew, you would have starting asking me 
questions...and | would have had to tell you about the toasting and..." 
she tilted her chin downwards in order to hide herself from his stare. "I 
didn't want you to feel pressure about our being married. | didn't want 
you to think that | was angling for a proposal or...or a wedding or..." 


"Hey. Hey," he lifted her face to his. "It's okay. We both agreed that | 
needed to remember that day on my own." 


"So you're not mad at me?" 


"Why would | be mad? Because you were worried about me?" Peeta 
brushed his thumb along the side of her full lips. "Katniss, you did 
what you thought was best for me, and | appreciate that." He placed a 
soft, lingering kiss against her lips. "Thank you very much Mrs. 
Mellark." 


"Mrs. Mellark," she playfully glared at him and he answered with a 
wag of his brows and another kiss. 


"Okay, you need to get off of my lap and stop kissing me," Peeta 
released a breath through his nostrils. "There's people around." 


"Sure, now you get all worried that someone might see us." She took 
a spot next to him and let out a loud yawn. 


"Why don't you get some sleep? | can keep watch for another hour or 
so before Finnick's shift starts," Peeta offered. 


"| don't think | can." Katniss was exhausted but once she closed her 
eyes, she was certain that her mind would start running a mile a 
minute. Trying to answer questions about the war and their situation 
that there were no answers to. "Too much to think about." 


"Come on," Peeta guided her back to the spot they had been sleeping 
and tucked her under the thick blanket of fur. "Tell me, what makes 
you happy, Katniss?" 


"You and banana nut," she trailed a hand down his cheek then tucked 
it under the covers, anxiously awaiting the soothing sound of Peeta's 
voice as he spun one of his tales. 


"Close your eyes," he waited until she followed his orders and knelt 
over her. "We're home, Katniss. The war is over. There's peace in all 
the districts and my mom is probably running the nation." 


Katniss let out a hint of laughter. "I think | could actually rest easily in a 
nation with Effie Trinket as president." 


"Me too," Peeta brushed his nose against hers. "Close your eyes." He 
watched her lids slowly drift close. "Our families...friends...they've all 
returned to Twelve with us. There's still a lot of work to be done, but 
we're not worried. We'll all pull together and do what we have to." 
Peeta didn't want to think of the wreckage their district was in, so he 
thought of someplace pretty and unscathed. "We've got a cradle in our 
bedroom for banana nut to sleep in even though her room is finished. 
We're not quite ready to let her out of our sight yet." He began 
imagining a world where their baby was healthy and they were happy. 
"She has the loudest cry, and she cries over everything," he saw the 
grin on Katniss' lips and smiled. "And boy can she eat. She's like her 
mother that way. A bottomless pit." From the corner of his eye he saw 
Gale stand up and make his way to the wall where they sat while 
keeping watch. "She's happy though. And chubby. Her cheeks are 
rosy and her little arms and legs have tiny rolls in them. One night, we 
decide it's time to put her in the crib. We tuck her into her bed, and we 
laugh at how tiny she is sleeping in the oak tree | painted for her. You 
tell me that we'll take her there. That we'll tell her stories of how we fell 


in love beneath the tree." He could see Katniss relaxing and her lips 
slowly going slack. "I'll tell her how mesmerized | was every time you 
showed up underneath that tree to meet me for lunch. It was such a 
cold winter, but neither one of us cared. We had each other to keep us 
warm." At the sound of Katniss' even breathing, Peeta placed a kiss 
against her forehead and took a spot next to Gale. "Didn't mean to 
wake you." 


"| never fell asleep,” Gale said flatly. 


Peeta wondered how much Gale had heard, how much the man had 
listened to. "Guess privacy was never really something Katniss and | 
had much of." 


"Nope," Gale slid his feet on the floor bringing his knees to his chest. "I 
thought for a long time that she'd finally come to grips with reality, and 
figure out that you were wrong for her." He let out a pathetic chuckle. 
"She was pregnant with your baby and | was still trying to convince 
her that she loved me and not you." 


"She does love you, Gale," Peeta knew it wasn't much, but he could 
see the pain in the man's face and wanted to help to ease it. 


"Not like she loves you." Gale turned to face him. "When | saw her 
kissing you during the Quell...| wanted it to be me. | wanted to be the 
one in the arena with her. | wanted to be the one she loved, and | 
thought...maybe...maybe | still had a shot. You see, the Katniss | knew 
lived for one reason only. Survival." Peeta remained quiet, giving Gale 
all the time he needed. "I kept telling myself that she'd make her 
choice. That she would choose the one that she needed to survive. 
Thing is, Peeta...| thought that would be me. But it's not." Gale 
paused. "It's you. She needs you to survive, and not because she 
can't get game without you, cause we all Know you suck at hunting,” 
Peeta and Gale both chuckled. "But because she can't live without 


you. She might be able to exist without you, but not for long." Gale 
held Peeta's stare with his own. "She needs you to survive just as 
much as you need her. She'd die if she ever lost you, Peeta." 


Katniss' eyes opened at the sound of Peeta's response, "That's what 
I'm afraid of." 
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